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These elinefae are not like the others...
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Elan and Arwyn are Watchers, guardians of their clan and brothers-in-arms.

Along with their other best friend, Pryderi, they pledged an oath long ago not to get romantically involved with one another. Their bond meant more than a brief tumble in the Den of Sin. They will not allow history to repeat itself and destroy everything they hold dear.

But when Pryderi comes back from his honeymoon with his soul-matched mate, something shifts. An unsettling distance wedges itself into their lives.

And when an exotic new male comes into their encampment, things are set to change even more. 

Will they be torn further apart? Or is destiny creating their HEA?

An all-male triad could be on the tarot cards in this enticing fantasy tale of love and adventure. Grab it now.

—-
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NB This book is honestly a standalone novel. So, don’t worry if you’ve not read the award-winning Darkness & Light Duology. I mean, feel free to. You just don’t have to.

Definitely contains mature scenes. And frankly, some immature ones too.

There is some violence. And an elinefaenapping occurs. F-bombs and other swear words are scattered liberally throughout.

Magick, dragons and witches come as standard.

Still may not be suitable for vegetarians.
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Recap – A Re-Introduction
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You don’t have to know all of this, but it gives context...

Maybe you read the Darkness & Light Duology (Love Bites and Love Bites Harder) a while ago, and your memory is a little hazy.

Or perhaps you’ve only bought this book without reading the others - you’re absolutely welcome to do that. It is honestly a stand-alone novel. You’re equally welcome to go and read books 1 and 2. Love Bites won an award so, y’know, might be worth your time. No pressure, though.

Either way, here’s a little reminder of or introduction to the story so far... 
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Shakira was always a bit of an outsider and had never felt like she had fit in. An itch which couldn’t be ignored any longer took hold, so she took the brave decision to move away from everything she’d ever known in Surrey.

Driven by instinct, she found herself in a quiet Welsh village.  

Shakira had been getting bad back pain, and uncharacteristically felt rough. It turned out that this was the forerunner of her transition. She’d had no idea that she wasn’t human until that moment – oops!  

Thankfully, there was a friendly, local witch named Cerys on hand to assist her. 

Cerys helped her transform into her elinefae body (an extremely perilous time). She then explained what on Earth was going on.

Elinefae are a different species from humans. They have feline DNA running through them, along with magick. Some strange humans took the tales of these blood-drinking people and ran with it, creating the horror stories of vampires. Not that they like to be reminded of that; sore point!

They’re not like those stories at all really. They’re more like hippies living in a commune, attuned to nature if one must draw comparisons. Yes, they hunt at night, have fangs, drink blood, are a bit pale, have fantastic reflexes and supreme hunting skills but that’s as far as it goes. Alright?

The problem is, Shakira isn’t even pure elinefae. She is also part sorceress thanks to an unsavoury episode. This caused huge problems; elinefae do not allow any muddying of their gene pool waters. In fact, her own elinefae parents (the real ones, not the adopted human ones who brought her up) had been executed for giving birth to her. 

That clan thought Shakira had been killed too. But Lily, another lovely witch, had rescued her as an infant and handed her over to the humans, thinking that’s where she belonged. Shakira seemed human, and the witch hoped the baby would be safe in that world. Lily had taken her all the way from Scotland to Surrey via a portal, so she should have been safe enough. 

But Shakira’s instincts had brought her to her soul-matched mate, Pryderi (pronounced “pruh-DAIR-ee”). By the way, you’ll find a handy glossary of names and words at the back of this book.

It was love at first sight, and they instantly bonded. He gave Shakira her new name Kiera (which is far easier for elinefae to pronounce). 

But then Kiera’s other genetic father (she technically has two), a sorcerer named Threaris discovered where she was. He needed her, or at least her blood, to break his curse. He had bred her for this purpose. So he captured her.

Threaris had been a bad man. His true love (a witch named Azalea) had been killed in the Time of Battles, by elinefae. Threaris took this way too personally and set about killing the clans involved. That didn’t reduce his grief, so he sought to kill more and more of them. 

The elinefae obviously didn’t take too kindly to this and called in the help of a sorceress. Althea trapped Threaris in his own home and tasked him to seek amends via a spell. 

But we’re talking about an embittered male here, so he didn’t take the hint. He spent years trying and failing to break his curse. 

Frustrated, he managed to escape his prison for short periods, which was just long enough to meddle in elinefae life. Threaris set two clans against each other. One clan was where Kiera’s mother had come from, the other was her elinefae father’s clan. 

Kiera was reunited with Frydah, who was the faery enlisted to protect her in her youth. The faery had also been captured by the psychotic sorcerer but helped teach Kiera how to use her magickal powers. And yes, natural/real magick is spelled with a ‘k’.

There was also a nereid at Threaris’ home; Zondra. She’d been enslaved by the sorcerer and was Kiera’s allotted maid. Understandably upset by her imprisonment, and growing fond of Kiera, Zondra also helped the girl.

With their assistance, Kiera updated Threaris’ curse, to try to get him to see the error of his ways. He was firmly stuck in place and unable to harm anyone at all, thanks to the bracelet the three females had magickally created and Kiera’s spell.

Kiera then travelled to the warring clans as soon as Cerys alerted her of their plight. Lives were lost, but she managed to stop any further damage, and Kiera brokered peace between her maternal and paternal clans. They were ever so grateful and she was welcomed by the Irish clan Leader, Ailene. 

Bolstered by her success, Kiera went to Rhion, Pryderi’s clan Leader in Wales. The pair sought permission to live together in their ‘happily ever after’. 

But Rhion was not as impressed by Kiera’s intervention. He blamed her for it starting in the first place and feared the terrible power she could wield. Sorcerers were nothing but trouble as far as his experience had shown him.

He offered Pryderi an ultimatum; choose the clan he was sworn by blood oath to protect, or his mate and be forever exiled. But that was no choice at all – one cannot break a blood oath. So, book 1 ended with the pair being torn apart by the idiot Leader.
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(*takes a deep breath*)
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But in book 2, we learned that Threaris had, in fact, been controlled by a daoi-sith; a dark elf named Donnagan – the last of his kind. When Kiera had banished everyone from Threaris’ home who intended harm, that inadvertently included the pesky elf. 

Kiera helped her father come to terms with all that had happened whilst he was a puppet to Donnagan. And then he sought vengeance, like any decent sorcerer would.

After a fight which nearly cost him his life, Threaris had to admit he needed help – ouch!

But Donnagan was now after Kiera, so Frydah took her to the fae realm, safe from his evil clutches. She learned some important stuff, had fun, made some friends (including a gruff unicorn named Roger)...and then her mate link was stretched too far for too long. 

At last, the whole team formed a plan and cornered Donnagan, who was promptly executed, mainly by dragon fire courtesy of Shui, the familiar to a Chinese witch named Chen.

Turns out, Kiera’s former boss and landlady was none other than the goddess Rhiannon, who had kept up-to-date with the assistance of her birds. She helped dispel the remnants of dark energy. 

But that was not all! Kiera still had to face-off with Rhion, Pryderi’s Leader. She’s a feisty heroine, though. And with the help of her friends, Rhion was brought to see the error of his ways (as he too had been influenced by the dark elf). 

The witches nominated Kiera Peacekeeper. And she was hand-fasted at long last to Pryderi. They now live amongst his Welsh clan.

Oh, and a dragon lord gifted her an egg which hatched into Terrah, a green dragon.
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So, that’s what happened. 
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In a nutshell; girl raised by humans, moves to Wales, and transitions into an elinefae. Then there’s kidnapping, evil-doings, spells broken and cast, fae realm, fights, victory. Huzzah! 

Magickal beings involved: witches, elinefae, a daoi-sith, faeries, elves, a unicorn, a nereid, a goddess and dragons. 

Elan and Arwyn appeared a fair bit in the Darkness & Light Duology. They are best friends with Pryderi and helped him through the many tough times. In fact, it was Arwyn who challenged Rhion when he looked like he may still deny Kiera’s status and home. 
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A  quick note on language:

This book is written from multiple points of view. Each of those characters is an elinefae, so they technically speak in Eline. However, their language involves lots of cat-like noises and is incredibly difficult to write and would be incomprehensible to most readers.

So, for readability, I have written their thoughts and conversations in British English, given that the main clan lives in Wales. Sorry, Welsh isn’t widely spoken, so, yes, it’s in English. Although, some Welsh words have been included. And, if you listen carefully, you’ll hear the Welsh accent. There are also hints of Arabic.

Again, there is a glossary at the back of the book to help with unusual/foreign names/words/phrases. 

When people speak telepathically, I have indicated this in the dialogue tag, and have written those passages in italics. But there isn’t much of that. Don’t worry. It makes sense. 

Oh, and there is swearing. Don’t like it? Bite me – LOL, see what I did there? But seriously, if you don’t like curse words, this is probably not going to be a book you enjoy. An f-bomb lands on page one, to give you an indication. But there was a warning in the book description.

Whilst I’m on the subject of warnings, I would like to remind you this is a m/m/m book. There are moments of violence, elinefaenapping and explicit sex scenes.
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OK, you’re all caught up. Let’s dive into Love Bites More. Are you as excited as me right now? We’re going back into the woods!
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Chapter 1 – Stirrings
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- Elan
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Whimpering at the loss of the male as he withdraws from me, I steady myself against the bench. My buttocks sting as a playful smack strikes them. 

“Aww, did you want a kiss and cuddle, Princess? You came to the wrong place,” my hook-up mocks.

“Fuck you!” I fire back. Even though I know he’s only teasing, the remark rankles. 

“Again? Already? Now you’re just being greedy,” he replies, laughter ringing in his voice.

Dropping my chin down towards my chest, I utter with a sigh, “Yeah, yeah.” 

His breath hitches and his tone turns serious. “Do I hear a complaint?” 

“No. Of course not. Just...oh, never mind. Ignore me.” 

I’m spun around and today’s partner swipes his thumb across my cheek. “You are satisfied, Elan, are you not?” 

We may have casual interactions in the Den of Sin, but ensuring joint pleasure is still a priority. My gut twists at the realisation that I’ve caused him concern. 

“I am satisfied,” I confirm with my best fake smile. 

He believes me enough to wipe himself down, dress and stalk out of the room, without another word. 

The noises and emotions coming from the only other pair in here does nothing to assuage my fraught nerves. But then again, neither has the perfectly adequate session I’ve just experienced.

Honestly, there was nothing to complain about. People come here to work off excess sexual energy with whoever is available and of the same mind. My giver was not selfish. At any other time, I would have been more than happy. But today? No, longer than that... recently, it’s different. 

This has been building for a while, and I don’t know why. I just feel wrong. Incomplete. Restless. A feeling I cannot fully place. My inner cat is prowling.

Rolling my shoulders, I try to release the niggling doubt. I had hoped a quickie before my shift would ease my...stress? 

Washing my hands over my face, I take a deep breath and blow it out. Picking up a towel, I quickly wipe away the mess on my body and the bench. The cleaning duty crew will wash down the room properly soon. I don’t want to be too meticulous and interrupt the pair who are still going.

My session in The Den of Sin, which Kiera has been trying and failing to rename the Den of Fun by the way, was a desperate attempt. I do not do desperate. This is not me! 

“Gargh,” I cry, slamming the door on my way out. 

An overly emphasised, “Ooh,” sounds from inside the room, followed by laughter. 

“RARRRGH!” I roar, furiously stomping down the tunnel. 

Someone coming in the opposite direction looks my way with curiosity. My lip curls, revealing elongated teeth. The other clan member squeaks and hurries past as a growl rumbles from me. 

I jump as a hand lands on my shoulder, pulling me to a halt. I pivot to face my foe, all too ready for a fight.

“Whoah, Elan! What has you snarling this early, Brother?” Arwyn asks, his face a mixture of concern and cheekiness.

My lip curls again. I am unable to control the bitterness spewing out. “If I knew, I would not be in this state.” Turning on my heel, I walk ahead, my shoulders hunched, eyes fixed on the ground.

“Oh, no! You’re not in love too, are you? Pryderi got all cranky when he met Kiera. Who is it? You can tell me.”

I hiss. At my best friend. What is wrong with me? “And with whom would I be in love with, Arwyn?”

Goddess bless him, he just shrugs. “I don’t know. Maybe Kiera has a sister or brother I have not heard of?” Grinning widely, he shoves my arm, wiggling his eyebrows.

His playfulness stops me in my tracks. Turning to look deep into his pale blue gaze, my shoulders relax as a sigh escapes me. Finally, a smile creeps across my ‘anyone-would-do-many-bad-things-just-for-one-kiss-from’, dark pink lips. Others have told me this about my mouth – it was not the flattery they intended. 

Anyway, Arwyn is staring back with widened eyes. A rumble purrs out of my friend, which has me chuckling and shaking my head as my residual tension eases. 

“I do not know how you do it, Brother.” Bowing my head close to his, I offer myself to his consolation. 

He does not disappoint. Ever. His forehead meets mine and we breathe deeply.

“We do not have to know, my friend. Just watch the magick unfold,” he says, sweeping his hand out wide in front of us.

I shove his shoulder with mine. And together, we walk out into the bright light of day.

“Come, Brother, food will help,” Arwyn suggests as we approach the dining area. 

Kiera is already there, pouring our coffees, goddess bless her. Pryderi is sauntering over with their plates of food. With a nod of thanks, I walk to the servery whilst Arwyn takes a seat with our friends. 

Without needing to ask, I pile bacon, scrambled eggs and bread onto a plate for Arwyn. The same as me. Only, I splurge some honey onto my bread. Licking my lips, I take our morning meal across and join the group. Arwyn’s grateful, toothy grin is enough to melt my heart – I love providing for him, even if it is only in this small way. If only it could be more. I give a rueful smile back. 

“Careful, Pryderi. Elan might bite this morning,” Arwyn warns. 

Pryderi raises a brow. “Is that so? Your bed not warm, Elan?” 

“You lot will never know,” I grumble towards my food.

“Ha, don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Arwyn teases Pryderi whilst ruffling my hair. I shirk him off.

“Truly, is there something we should know? Or that we can help with?” Pryderi asks. 

I hold my breath in. Is there? Not if I am to keep the oath sworn as a youngling. Puffing out, I shake my head. “Alas, nothing.” 

Glancing up, I observe three frowns directed towards me. Arwyn, sitting next to me, rubs my arm. Goddess, how I long for his touch. I thought it would get easier with time, but it only gets worse. 

The thing is, Arwyn, Pryderi and I grew up together. We quickly showed signs of becoming Watchers. We are bonded as brothers-at-arms. We swore to one another never to get intimately involved with one another, not wishing to complicate our sacred relationship. 

That was all well and good when we were young, but as hormones kicked in, I developed feelings towards Arwyn. In fairness, who wouldn’t? Just look at him; tall, broad-shouldered, slim-waisted, sculpted, a dusting of stubble on those hollow cheeks, piercing pale blue eyes that shimmer with mirth, and a smile that could melt my leather trousers off. Seriously, that strawberry-coloured Cupid’s bow would test anyone’s resolve. Add in shaggy dark hair I want to run my fingers through, and his fiercely loyal yet teasing personality - how is a male to refuse? 

I fully admit that it was stupid to make that vow. Elinefae are promiscuous when not mated. It wouldn’t have had to mean anything. I hook up with others all the time. But I sigh, unable to lie to myself. It would mean something. Everything. And I won’t be like him.

The frowns looking at me are only getting more furrowed. I shrug my shoulders, attempting a smile. They do not appear convinced. 

Peering at Pryderi and his mate, Kiera, my smile turns genuine. I cannot be anything but happy for those two. They fought so hard to get her halfling-self accepted into our clan. There were literal fights. That sorceress side of hers was not to be argued with, though. Besides, any fool can see they belong with one another. He kisses her nose – the gesture turning my insides to goo. 

Diverting our conversation to clan updates, I avoid the awkward topic of love once more. How many times have I done this? It is almost habit by this point. But I have honour – I will not break an oath, no matter how misguided it was. 

This is the best and worst part of my day, sitting beside my best friend. Being so close that our thighs brush. It would be so easy to stroke his cheek, lean my head against his shoulder or stroke his shaggy mane. But I resist. Again.

Scoffing down my meal as quickly as possible, I get up to start my Watcher shift. There is a parameter to monitor. Duty first!
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Chapter 2 – Longing
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– Arwyn
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My heart plummets, watching my best friend walk away. Again. His trouser-clad arse is all too visible as he strides off. What I wouldn’t give to chase after and claim him. But he would not thank me for it. Aside from our youngling oath, I think those feelings are mine alone. He has never given me the least sign of hope. 

“Poor guy, he really does seem down,” Kiera sympathises. 

Pryderi shrugs by her side. “But what is there to be done? I asked him and he was not forthcoming.”

“I’m not sure he even knows himself. Maybe I should speak with Cerys?” 

I growl. “It is not for you or me to interfere if he does not wish it.”

Pryderi growls back. “Watch your tone, Brother. That is my mate.” 

Said mate rolls her eyes at both of us. “Boys, please! You can both simmer down, thank you very much. Really, I don’t know what’s got into all of you. You’ll be hissing next, and then I’ll have to zap both your noses.” 

We both laugh. Oh, we know she would, but we also know at this stage she is teasing. 

“We would not want a red nose all day,” I reply, chuckling. 

“Again,” she reminds us, smirking. 

Shaking my head, I laugh harder. Yes, that is how we know she would be true to her word. The last time she broke up our fight, my nose resembled a tomato the entire day. Stung like a bee, too. The mere memory has me wincing and rubbing it.

She truly is an impressive woman.  Her soft brown hair and green eyes hide her fire. Feisty yet fair. One-third sorceress, two-thirds elinefae, she has the temper that rivals a nereid, and the power to be deadly. But she is as soft as a kitten with my friend. They truly are well-mated. That ache in my chest returns, my hand stroking it before I’m aware of my action. 

Kiera raises a brow in silent question. 

“Ate too quickly,” I deflect. 

Her side pout suggests her doubt, but to her credit, she doesn’t force me to confess. 

“I should be about my duty,” I announce, standing. 

“Yes. Come, my mate, we should too,” she tells Pryderi.

They walk off in the opposite direction to me. Depositing all our dirty dishes, I slope off. My track takes me close to Elan’s route, but not close enough. 

I cannot help but worry for Elan. My heart bleeds to see him in such sorrow. Does he not know I would give anything to make him happy? Just say the word, and I will be there. Perhaps I should seek him out after our shift. Maybe get him alone and hold him in a safe embrace. True, it would be inviting temptation. But it is worth it if I can help bring him some peace. I am strong. I can keep it in my trousers. Probably. 

Dragging my hand through my hair, I scan the area around me. All seems quiet enough. Chuckling, I think of the alert that went out when Kiera first accidentally crossed our barrier. She was more like a human then, utterly unaware of her true self. Oblivious to what she had done. Pryderi had been the one to investigate. They truly were fated.

How does one know? Pryderi did not seem to fully appreciate they were a soul-matched pair until he kissed her. And what an alarming event that was – it triggered her change, poor love. But he was drawn to her before that. 

Coming to an abrupt halt, my ears prick up. There was a snapping twig. I reach out my senses. A scuffling. But whatever it was has run off by the time I investigate more closely. Probably a squirrel. We really should eat more of those pesky vermin; nothing but trouble. They have no respect, ignoring our magickal barriers and all.

Shrugging, I move on. Hands in my pockets, I could almost be out for a casual stroll. It is a fine day – the sun is shining through the canopy of trees and birds are signing. Another thing that sets our team of three apart; we all enjoy the warmth of the day. Most other elinefae grumble and take turns at day shifts, preferring the night. Not us, though. As long as the light is not directly in our eyes, the warmth is blissful. 

Even on rainy days, which let’s face it, is most of them, the petrichor fills my nose with wonder. My home. That fresh pine scent of these woods is clan to me. Well, that along with the pleasing aroma of apple and vanilla. 

Picking a fern, my fingers fondle its fronds absent-mindedly as I saunter along my route. I cannot take this peace for granted. What happened last year to the Irish clan lives on in my nightmares. Pryderi showed me the horror of the battle which ensued. Fair, the daoi-sith who orchestrated it is now dead and gone, at the hands of Kiera and her helpers. Witches, fae, dragons and even a unicorn got on board with that execution. 

But it was an important reminder of how fragile peace can be. Feeling the tranquillity here now, I would give my life to protect it. Not just because I am blood oath-sworn to do so, but because it is worth fighting for. This precious gift we have must be protected. 

I snort at myself, realising I’m now holding the fern to my chest, stroking its fronds like some sort of nature doll. Ridiculous! I am a grown male. Who appreciates nature. I am just glad nobody saw my soppy display. Grr! Rough, tough Watcher, serving to protect. I chuckle. Who am I fooling? 

My lips pull to one side as I ponder. I am a walking conundrum. Soft and squishy like one of Kiera’s marshmallows – and thank the goddess she introduced us to those. But sure, I would fight tooth and claw if I had to – it is what I am built for. All we Watchers are.

I am the tallest, but not by much – Pryderi is fractionally shorter. Elan is the shortest. But we all tower over most of our clan. Tall and broad – we are clan security. We keep watch. Vibrant violet eyes spring to mind. Closing my own, I try to shut out the image of Elan’s stare, but it only gets stronger. 

So, focusing my gaze intently towards the ground in front of me, and gritting my teeth, I attempt to summon a different picture. Anything. Long, black, shiny hair waving as Elan runs. Grunting, I try again. Broad shoulders, rolling as he runs. No! 

Pausing, I scent around. Aha! Sprinting off, I am upon the rabbit before he can even twitch his nose. My teeth gnaw down, crunching through bone, making it a quick and all too easy kill. Waste not, want not – I snack on the entire thing as I continue my rounds. Mmm, delicious! 

Invigorated by the bunny, I pick up the pace of my patrol. Passing the irrigation system, I make a pitstop at the latrine. I’m a good boy – I don’t befoul the woods unless desperate. 

Back out on the path, I cannot shake the feeling of being watched. But every time I stop to check, there is nobody there. I must be getting paranoid. To keep myself from reverting into a frightened youngling who jumps at every sound, I hum a merry tune as I walk. 

The rest of the clan are not allowed, but as we’re such a close team, Kiera lets Elan and I listen to her treasured iPod in their den. Cerys is mean not to share this wonder with clan. The music which comes from the tiny machine is fantastic. 

The words of a singer called Adele come out of my mouth, singing about all the things I would do to make a certain someone feel my love. 

“Goddess dammit, Elan. That is you, is it not?” I yell, hearing a squeaked gasp as I finished singing my soppy little heart out. 

I was supposed to be alone, enjoying privacy. The little sneak! 

But my friend is not answering me. 

“Hey, Elan. You might as well show yourself. I know it’s you. You think I cannot feel and smell you?” I shout, walking towards where I’m sure he is. 

“Haha!” I cry, jumping around the tree where I saw the edge of his arm. 

“Fuck off,” he all but screams in my face. 

Wait. He was hastily doing up his trousers. His cheeks are flushed. That delicious scent of his is stronger.

“Hey, were you knocking one out on shift?” I ask, my voice husky all of a sudden. I do my best to look accusingly, but there is a different emotion tugging at my loins. 

He flusters. “Maybe. But it’s not as though it’s forbidden to wank on duty. Who cares?”

“Enough! This is not you.”

“Maybe it is, and you just didn’t know it.” He glares, challenging me to argue.

“But I do know. Please. There is something very wrong. Let me help.” I pray to the goddess that my look does not turn into a leer as my thoughts stray to helping him with my hand...maybe my mouth. 

“Leave me be, Arwyn. This is my problem and mine alone.”

“Oh, no. No, no, no-no-no! There is no such thing as a problem which cannot be shared. And the fact you think there is tells me this is more serious than you are saying. After all the recent issues, you are going straight to Cerys after shift. You can complete this duty, can you not?” 

Not waiting for an answer, I pull him into a cwtch – the most comforting hug imaginable. My heart aches for my friend. He has never been this way. We tell one another everything. 

“It’s OK. We’ll solve this. Together,” I murmur, rubbing his back. 

I had expected him to pull away, but he’s melting into my embrace, and it takes every ounce of self-control I possess not to allow my hands to wander. When he finally backs off, he looks up into my eyes. We both draw in a sharp breath. I look away before I do something we’ll both regret. The last thing he needs right now is for me to complicate his life any further. 

I keep Elan with me for the rest of our shift. He is mostly silent, which again concerns me. However, my mind is whirring, and the peace is maybe selfishly welcomed. Why is my friend causing such heightened lust now? I have always found him attractive. But denying my impulses has never been difficult. 

I’ve been finding it nigh impossible to keep my hands off him lately. It is not normal. Maybe if we were a soul-matched mated pair this would explain things. But that cannot be. Raking my hands through my hair, I try and fail to explain these feelings away. 

As I sigh, Elan casts a querying glance at me but I shake my head. I cannot speak with him, not about this. It pains me to admit that. But I don’t want to cause him any more distress. 

It's an agonising shift, but it finally ends. Without stopping for evening meal, I lead us straight to Cerys’ den once we reach the encampment. Typically, she is not there. But Kiera takes one look at Elan and offers to take him to Cerys’ cottage herself – she can transport them with her magick. 

Me? I’m left behind to find some food. Not that I feel much like eating. But Pryderi is there, and I update him. Although, I think Kiera already mind-linked to let him know the situation. 

“It’s so unlike him. He is usually our joker,” Pryderi muses.

“I do not like it. It is wrong.” I may be pouting slightly.  

“Is he ill?”

“He doesn’t smell sick.”

Pryderi runs a hand through his black hair, his bright blue eyes etched with concern. “I cannot explain it.”

I sigh. “Hopefully, Cerys will reveal his truth. If anyone can, it will be her.” 

Pryderi nods in agreement. 
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Chapter 3 – Delving
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– Elan
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Without even being sure what I’m doing here, I’ve allowed myself to get dragged along to Cerys’ cottage. Kiera pulled me through, literally.

Numb. Everything is numb. Cerys is looking into my eyes. 

“I’ll bring him back when we’re done,” I hear Cerys tell Kiera. 

She gives a nod. With a final look of concern creasing her eyes, Kiera disappears. I still cannot get used to her vanishing that way. The witches use portals, and even then, before Kiera was here, they had to have a witch at each end to operate them. 

“Ow!” I yelp and flinch away from the fingers flicking my forehead.

“Oh, you are at home there somewhere then,” Cerys mutters with one of her wry smiles. 

I scowl. “Yes.”

“Well, you could have fooled me, young Elan. You mind telling me why you didn’t answer my first three greetings?” 

What? “I did not hear.” 

With one hand on my shoulder, she turns me in the opposite direction. “Hello,” she says. 

“Greetings,” I reply, my hands on my hips. 

“So, you haven’t gone deaf.”

“It would appear not.”

“Alright, back this way,” she coaxes. 

I’m frowning as I obey. She peers into my eyes, so close that her image blurs. My stomach rumbles. One of her eyebrows rises.

“Are you eating properly?” she quizzes. 

“Of course. But I did not eat after my duty.”

“Hmmm...” She rubs her chin with her hand. 

Wandering to a shelf, she rummages around, mumbling. Pulling out a crystal bowl, she fills it with water at her sink. She turns a knob and water pours from the metal tube. No dipping of bowls or pumping of handles needed. I do not know where the water comes from, but it does not taste like rain. 

Placing the bowl of water on the table next to where I am still standing, she picks up her tingsha cymbals. My head pulls into my raised shoulders, shrinking away from the high-pitched noise. 

Ting ting, she repeats the strikes, going around my whole body. I am forced to cover my ears with my hands. My eyes are scrunched closed. I want to ask her to stop but know she is trying to help, so hold my tongue. 

She pulls on one of my arms. I open my eyes and lower my hands, seeing she has finished. 

“Spit,” Cerys commands. 

Wincing, I summon the requested phlegm and spit into the crystal bowl of water she’s holding up. The water swishes and swirls as Cerys jostles the bowl. 

“Hmph! Well, at least there don’t appear to be any dark energies or hexes,” she mutters. 

The news is almost disappointing. “At least that would have explained this,” I tell her, gesturing down my body. 

“Are you tired?” 

I nod. It is near my bedtime, and my agitation has left me more fatigued than normal.

“Sit yourself down then whilst I cook something up for you. I had sausages on the go. They good enough, are they?” 

That brings a smile out of me. Eagerly nodding, I tell her, “Better than good. My gratitude.” 

“Ha, well, I am glad to see you can still smile. Won’t be a tick. Tomato sauce alright with you, is it?” 

“You know me so well. Thank you.” Grinning, I settle my back against her soft sofa. 

She reappears with a cloth. “Here, place this over your eyes whilst you wait.”

“Am I to play a guessing game?” I tease. 

Ruffling my hair, she replies, “Get away with you, youngling male. It is to soothe those red, puffy eyes that used to be violet.” 

“Oh. Err, my thanks.” Casting my gaze down, I am sure a blush is now turning my cheeks red also. 

Without another word, she walks away again. Tilting my head back, I place the cold, damp cloth over my eyes. A satisfied groan rumbles out of my lips. Mmm...it is indeed soothing. Twitching my nose, I smell...lavender. Our clan witch really is the best. 

Stretching my legs and arms, I sink back further into the luxury of the cottage. Cerys’ home is so cosy and plush. Taking a deep breath in, I savour the aroma of cooking sausages wafting through the room. My stomach rumbles again. 

“Aren’t you the picture of contentment?” Cerys asks as she carries the food to me.

“You make me feel like a spoiled youngling,” I tell her, accepting the plate with both hands. 

“Well, you are worth spoiling sometimes. You Watchers work so hard. Maybe too hard?” she asks, raising a brow as I take my first bite. 

It is rude to speak with your mouth full, so I shrug. No way am I rushing this sandwich. Ahh...it tastes so good! 

“Was that a purr?” 

I finish my mouthful. “Might have been,” I reply, grinning before taking another bite. 

Cerys smiles. “You don’t know how relieved I am to hear that noise. Listening to Kiera, I thought you were going to curl up in a corner and yowl all night.”

I chortle around my sausage sandwich. Munching it down, I manage to say, “I am not that bad.” Holding up the remainder of my food, I tell her, “And this helps.”

She chuckles. “I am glad to be of assistance.”

I’m allowed to eat the rest of my tasty morsel in silence. I gulp down the orange, vanilla and cinnamon tea after. “Ahh...delicious. I thank you.” 

“You are most welcome. Do you feel able to talk about what is troubling you now?” 

I shake my head. “Alas, it is not so simple, Cerys. I do not know. I do not say this to be difficult. It is most frustrating. I just...ache, feel empty,” I say, rubbing my chest. 

“You feel heart sick?” 

Scrunching my face, I inform her, “I do not think that describes it. It is more...you know when you put your foot down on solid ground, but it sinks into what is really a bog?” 

She frowns. “Like something isn’t there when it should be?” 

“Yes. That is more the feeling. A wrongness. Missing...I do not know what.” 

“Ah, I see.” That wry smile is back. 

“Would you care to tell me, please? I do not understand, Cerys. Please.” 

Snickering, she shakes her head. “Tell me, Elan, has anything happened of late? Something significant?” 

She is not going to tell me? My mouth hangs open a moment. “Apart from the clan battle, Kiera’s arrival and mating with Pryderi?” A hint of sarcasm colours my answer.

She looks at me pointedly. 

“What? I am happy my friend is happy. It does not make me sad.” 

“Uh-huh. You keep on telling yourself that, Elan.”

I shake my head. “Truly. It brings me joy to see Pryderi and Kiera finally united.” 

“I do not say any different. But search your heart further. As well as that joy, did nothing change?”

“I still see him. More now than when they disappeared for their what she calls a honeymoon. It is not as if he left.”

Sighing, she shakes her head. “Oh, elinefae are so literal sometimes. Not everything is black and white, Elan. Do you seriously mean to tell me that the balance in your friendship has not altered at all?” 

Folding my arms, I grimace whilst considering what she has said. “Maybe?”

Patting my knee, she informs me in a quiet tone, “There is no maybe about it. You three have been a trio your whole lives. But you no longer spend all of your free time together. Yes, you still see Pryderi, but it is not the same.”

“But I am not jealous. Truly, I am happy for him. He is my brother and friend, not my mate.”

“No. No, he is not...” She pauses. I think she was about to say something but changes it. “Still, it is a change. I think you should acknowledge that. It is a happy one, granted, but that does not mean you do not need to adjust to it, all the same.” 

I nod with a tight-lipped smile. “Yes. I see the sense in this.” 

She pats my cheek then rubs it with her thumb. “Good.”

Leaning towards her, I rub my cheek to hers. “Gratitude.”

Moving so her forehead is against mine, she replies, “Welcome.” 

We smile at one another. 

“Now. Did you want to stay the night?”

“I am not sick.”

“No. But maybe one night away would do you some good?”

“It is kind. But no, thank you. I shall return to clan where I belong.”

“Very well.”

Running my hand down my face, I sigh. “Ah, but I made a fool of myself today. More pussy and less cat. How do I face them after that?”

Rubbing my upper arm, she tells me, “They will only be happy to see you more yourself.”

I bow my head. “I hope that is true.” 

“Is it not what you would feel in their place?” 

“Yes.”

“Right we are then. My old witchy ways of travel still alright, are they?” she asks, tilting her head, smirking. 

“You know I prefer yours. Kiera magick jumps so quickly it makes me dizzy.” 

“I’m glad I’m not the only one. Come on,” she replies, leading me to her garden. 

Once outside, she opens the portal her end. It takes a moment, but I see my home through it. 

I rub cheeks again. “Honestly. Thank you greatly for your kindness, Cerys.”

“Pah, off with you now.” 

Walking through the portal, I chortle, knowing the witch’s gruff exterior hides a soft, squishy heart. 

Breathing in deep, I smell all the woodsy scents of home as I meander back towards my den. I feel comforted and content once more. Could it really be so simple? 
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