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Sorcha is a dark paranormal romance set in the brutal and hidden Level Three wolf-shifter prison in Ireland. This world isn’t for everyone. It includes elements of torture, assault, injury, captivity, violence, slavery, death, control, kidnapping, forced proximity, brutal injuries, graphic language, and sexual activities (male/male/female).

Readers who may be sensitive to these elements, please enter the prison with caution.

Now, are you ready to meet Sorcha, Bannon, and Quill?
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When you take a life, things can’t continue as though nothing happened. Unless you’re used to murdering, there’s no way your own life could possibly continue as normal. There would always be a price to pay for losing control in that way.

He just wasn’t expecting the price to be so high. 

Bannon looks straight ahead at the imposing mansion, unable to take his eyes off his new home, which seems to close in on him as the boat nears land. 

Sitting in the middle of a private island off the Hook Peninsula in Wexford, Ireland, his new residence is as far from inviting as you can get. But it’s not supposed to be. It would hardly be a prison if it gave off homely vibes. 

At his feet, the large duffle bag holds everything he owns. Not much for someone in his sixties. But sixty to a vampire is nothing. He looks like he’s in his late twenties at the most. 

The boat pulls up at the jetty, the suffocating dread building in him, as one of the guards secures the boat to its mooring. 

‘Come on. Move!’

He gets to his feet, not wanting to irritate the guard who accompanied him from the mainland.

Trying hard not to lose his balance as the waves cause the boat to lurch, he climbs out and walks along the wooden jetty. The three storey house towers above him, as he follows the silent guard around the back of the house, until he finally stops at a door in a one storey annex. 

The guard gestures for Bannon to go through the door first, which he then locks behind them. Bannon follows him down the corridor, until he comes to a stop at a door with the number twelve in digits on a plaque to the side. The guard unlocks the door and holds it open for him. 

Bannon steps inside and looks around the small but clean room. There’s a bathroom to the right, with a bed, desk, and wardrobe taking up the other side. The window is at eye level, thick bars covering the glass.

The door shuts behind him with a loud bang, startling him. He drops his bag on the ground, then lowers onto the bed, the suffocating sensation threatening to take him over. He closes his eyes, imagining he’s somewhere else - anywhere else - rather than here. 

But this is where he is. It’s where he’s going to be until he’s released... if he’s ever released. 
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He barely slept, nightmares keeping him company until it was time to get up. He’d been given the schedule by the guard in the boat last night, and is determined not to get off on the wrong foot with anyone here. He was going to behave and not cause any problems. Hopefully that way, his time will pass without incident.

He’s just lacing up his boots when there’s a firm knock on his door. He opens it to find a tall female standing outside. She’s dressed in the uniform of a guard, her straight blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, her blue eyes hard and cold as she looks him over. ‘Bannon?’

He nods and holds out his hand, pulling it back when she merely glances at it before crossing her arms. ‘I’m Duna. Second in command.’ She points down the corridor. ‘Breakfast. Come on. Can’t be late.’

He obediently follows the guard along the corridor to the canteen around the corner. ‘Help yourself.’ Duna walks away, leaving him facing a counter with various fried food and cereals. Bannon picks up a plate, filling it with sausage, eggs, and bacon, before taking one of the empty seats at the end of the table, where other guards are already seated. 

The conversation lulls as he sits, Duna and the other males already tucking into their breakfast looking over at him. He focuses on his breakfast again, hoping they won’t engage him in conversation. It works, Duna and the other guards talking amongst themselves after an awkward minute of silence. 

Bannon picks at his breakfast, moving the sausage and eggs around his plate with his fork. He’s not really hungry. Nerves don’t usually get to him, but today is different. Today he’s taking up his new post as a guard in one of the Raven King’s hidden prisons. 

It doesn’t matter that he’s outside a cell instead of inside one. He’d rather be anywhere on the planet than here, but he doubts anyone is on the island by choice. 

He brushes a crumb off his black uniform sleeve. Like everyone else at the table, he’s going to be tasked with keeping the prisoners in line. Lucky him. He hasn’t got a clue what’s expected of him. He’s completely lost in a world he knows nothing about.

There are five males in the room along with Duna. From what they’re saying he guesses some of them have just finished their shift. He presumes there is a night and a day shift.

He glances up as another male strides into the room, silencing the chatter without saying a word. Bannon tries not to stare at him, but he can’t help it. Whoever he is, he’s the sort of male you can’t help but look at, no matter what. He’s built like a tank and looks about as serious as they come.

The newcomer settles into the seat opposite Bannon, then glares over when he catches him staring at him. His eyes are two entirely different colours - one navy and the other green. For some reason that fact just gives extra weight to his cold glare. 

‘Bannon?’

He nods quickly, deciding not to offer his hand to this guard.

‘I’m Quillan, but I prefer Quill. I’m the head guard. Your new boss.’ He nods down at Bannon’s breakfast. ‘Eat that. Shift starts in ten minutes.’

Quill gets up and grabs some breakfast, before settling back in the seat opposite Bannon again. ‘What?’ Quill asks, catching him looking for the second time.

Bannon shakes his head and concentrates on his breakfast again, the bacon, sausage, and eggs suddenly unappealing. Duna moves up beside Quill, then spends the next few minutes giving him the report from her shift.

So, as Bannon had guessed, there are two shifts. Duna and some of these guards must have covered the shift just coming to an end, handing over to Quill and his team for the rest of the day. 

Bannon risks another quick look at his new boss, before focusing on his breakfast again. Tattooed and pierced, Quill is big and about as intimidating as you can get. His dirty-blonde hair is tied back in a bun, but a few strands have escaped, which Quill tucks behind his ear, as he drinks his coffee. 

Tattoos stretch from his fingertips to his neck, and his lip, nose, both eyebrows, and both ears are pierced. Bit brave for someone who works in a prison, but then again, Bannon doubts anyone would mess with Quill. He certainly doesn’t look like someone you should cross. 

Duna stands, picking up her plate and sliding it into the dishwasher. ‘That’s me done. I’m hitting the sack.’ Quill nods at her before she leaves the room, then silently finishes his breakfast, while the other guards continue their conversation at a slightly lower volume. As soon as he finishes, Quill clears away his things and leaves the room. 

Bannon quickly shovels some food into his mouth, then puts his plate in the dishwasher. He follows the three guards out into the corridor leading from their accommodation block to the prison a few metres away, as they hurry to catch up with Quill. 

They file into a room at the end, taking their seats facing a table. Bannon sits at the back and tries not to fidget in his seat as he waits for the meeting to begin. Quill props himself up on the edge of the table as he checks his clipboard. 

‘Before we get started, this is Bannon,’ he says, nodding to the back of the room. Bannon smiles nervously as everyone slowly turns to give him a quick glance. ‘He’s joining the team from today,’ Quill continues, still not looking up from his clipboard. ‘Now, back to business. I’ll keep the roster the same as last week,’ he says, his attention on the page in front of him as he writes something down. 

He finally looks up, crossing his arms as he looks over the room. ‘The Warden isn’t expecting any new inmates until next week so it should be quiet until then. That’s all for now. Dismissed. Newbie! Hold back.’

Bannon glances nervously at Quill as the rest of the guards head off to start their shift, briefly nodding at him as they pass by. The silence seems endless as he waits for his boss to acknowledge him again. But he continues to read through a document on a clipboard, completely ignoring Bannon.

A good five minutes later, Quill drops the clipboard to the table with a crash that makes Bannon jump. He turns his hard eyes towards Bannon and examines him like he’s something that just crawled out from a crevice in the wall.

‘The Warden told me you can’t talk.’

It’s not a question, so he doesn’t answer. Not that he could. He subconsciously runs his fingers along the raised, lumpy scar stretching from under his chin to his chest. He’s mute. Has been since he was savaged by a wolf eight years ago. He can hear just fine, but you’d think he was deaf the way the rest of the world talk about him, right in front of his face. 

Quill is actually one of the few people he’s met to look him in the eye as he speaks to him. In an ideal world everyone would know sign language, but this is far from an ideal world. This is a world where no one is interested in even attempting to hear what he has to say.

‘I take it that scar on your neck is the reason for that. The Warden said to keep an eye on you around the wolves. Am I going to have a problem with you?’

Bannon shakes his head, unable to break free of Quill’s cold glare. He wasn’t expecting the Warden to tell Quill that, but as it has been mentioned, he might as well acknowledge it. He isn’t a fan of wolf shifters, but no vampires are. For generations, vampires and wolf shifters have been enemies. He doubts anyone remembers why they fell out in the first place, but no one is brave enough to step out of line and make friends. 

In any event, he’d be last on that list. His dislike goes deeper than a generational issue. A wolf took his voice from him. No warm handshake and all is forgiven coming from him any time soon.

Quill frees him from his glare, turning his attention to his own weapon that he has just taken from the safe., checking it before he holsters it.

‘You must really have pissed off someone if you’ve been sent here. Vampires run the prison, but you know all the inmates are wolves, right? Only wolves.’

Bannon nods again. It’s something he’s been trying to psyche himself up for since he heard about the prison. He’s not sure how it’s going to play out for him. Time will tell.

Quill glances over at him, his eyebrows drawn as he crosses his arms, and perches on the edge of the table. ‘Do you know sign language?’

Bannon nods enthusiastically as a small glimmer of hope grows at the thought that someone here might be able to understand him.

‘Don't get excited,’ he says, killing off that hope before it can fully take hold. ‘I asked around. No one here knows it. Keep it to nods and shakes of your head. I won’t be having any deep and meaningfuls with you. You’re here to listen to me, not the other way around.’

This isn’t quite the start he was hoping for. He’s just getting more depressed as the day goes on.

‘There are two shifts - night and day. Wolves are more active during the day, so that’s the shift that needs more supervision. That’s our shift. Duna and two guards look after the night shift when the dogs are locked up. You’ll be working with me for the moment so I can step in if needed. As for your extra ability, what the fuck does ‘can manipulate fire’ mean?’

This is the part Bannon wasn’t looking forward to. It’s not something easily explained without a voice. To add to the awkwardness, Quill raises his eyebrows again, clearly waiting for him to find some way of explaining himself. 

Bannon shakes his head as he reaches for his notebook and pen. Quill watches as he writes a short explanation. He passes the notebook to Quill who reads it aloud. ‘I can create fire, but it takes a lot of energy. I can usually control it. Send it in different directions. Make it burn hotter or extinguish it completely.’ 

He passes the notebook back to him. ‘Fuck! You keep that under control and to yourself. You hear me? The last thing I need is this place going up in flames because you’re too weak to keep a handle on it. I could do without that paperwork.’

Being called weak isn’t something he appreciates, but he doesn’t react. He’s perfectly capable of controlling his ability. He’s only lost that hold once and it was in exceptional circumstances. 

Circumstances that have now led him to this place.

‘Did you hear me or what?’

He nods at Quill, disliking the male more by the minute. He might be nice to look at, but he’s clearly someone who doesn’t take any nonsense. 

Quill pushes to his feet, then walks back over to the gun safe. He passes Bannon a weapon, watching in silence as he checks it is clean and ready to fire.

Quill nods approvingly which helps ease some of Bannon’s nerves. 

‘I don’t usually do this,’ Quill says, lowering his voice even though they’re alone. ‘I’m going to give you some advice to help you survive out there. Whatever you do around the prisoners, don’t let on you can’t talk. If they sense a weakness they’ll use it against you. We’re not expected to have chats with them, so it shouldn't be a problem. Be the strong silent type. You don’t need to talk, because you say what you need to say by just being there. Lay on the don’t fuck with me vibe. 

Bannon nods, the nerves he felt a few minutes ago coming back again. 

‘Good. Now for the official rules. There are only a couple, but I expect them to be obeyed without question. I don’t give a fuck about any vampire and shifter feud. In here we’re guards and prisoners. It’s not personal and it needs to stay that way. I expect my guards’ control to be firm, but not excessive. If I see any heavy-handedness, I will come down on you like a tonne of fucking bricks. Do you understand?’

He nods again, but Quill isn’t looking at him. 

‘Fuck! Forgot,’ he says, looking back at him. ‘You with me so far?’

Bannon nods, hating that he’s already pissing off his new boss. 

‘Second rule. No forcing yourself on any of the prisoners. Don’t look so shocked. It happens. Some of the guards have regular fuck partners. As long as it’s consensual I really couldn’t give a damn. But if I hear of anyone taking advantage, they will be removed from the island, after I remove their dick from their body. I won’t have that kind of shit going on. Are we clear?’

He nods quickly. Having that sort of relationship with any of the prisoners hadn’t crossed his mind for even a second. The worrying part is the way Quill is talking, he’s under no illusions that he has carried out that punishment in the past. 

Quill takes a step forward, narrowing the distance between them, bringing Bannon nearly nose-to-nose with his boss. ‘Third rule. The Warden owns the island, but I am in charge of the prison. Do everything I say without question. I don’t repeat myself, so make sure you’re hanging on my every fucking word. You understand?’

He nods again.

‘Good. Let’s get this fun day underway.’ Quill walks over to the door, pausing to look at Bannon over his shoulder. ‘Are you coming or what?’

Bannon falls into step beside Quill, matching his long strides along the corridor. ‘There are three of these prisons in Ireland,’ he explains as he marches along the corridor to a heavily bolted door at the end. ‘Level One is similar to a regular human prison. Inmates mix with each other, higher numbers and less security. Level Two has fewer inmates with tighter security. You get moved from Level One to Level Two if you’re giving the guards problems.’

He stops at the door and turns to face Bannon. ‘We’re Level Three. Twenty-three of the most dangerous wolves in the country. Apart from exercise, meals, and showering, they stay in their cells. A few who keep pushing the boundaries stay in their cells for mealtimes. Each prisoner is in here for life. Only the Warden knows what they’re here for. None of our business. As soon as they step through the door, they’re all equal. No names - just a number. There’s only one way they’re getting out of here, and that’s when we bury their bodies behind the prison. One way ticket.’

He nods when Quill glances at him over his shoulder.

‘You make any sounds at all?’

Bannon shakes his head, suddenly feeling more self-conscious than he has for a while. 

‘This is going to be fun,’ Quill mutters under his breath. He places his palm against a panel at the side of the door and the light above them turns green. Bannon hears the heavy clunk of locks disengaging, and the door swings open. 

The air surrounding Bannon takes an unpleasant turn. He swallows back the retch that threatens to have him vomiting all over Quill’s boots. It’s stale sweat, rancid bodily fluids, and suffocating humidity. 

Quill briefly laughs at his reaction. ‘You’ll get used to it. The Warden isn’t keen on providing luxuries like air conditioning.’

Or even a window by the smell of the air. It’s all-consuming and he’s been here for less than a minute. Trying to breathe through his mouth just results in his tongue becoming coated in the foul smell. 

As Quill leads him down into the underbelly of the prison, Bannon’s heart races. He hasn’t even seen an inmate or a cell yet, and he already knows this is Hell. 

They’ve gone down another level before Bannon finally sees some sign of life. One of the guards he had breakfast with, approaches with an inmate. The wolf prisoner is wearing a black jumpsuit, his dark eyes sunken in his pale face. He may be here because he’s a hardened criminal, but the wolf moves to the side, his gaze dropping to the floor as Quill passes. 

Quill leads him to a double door - two yellowed windows giving him a glimpse into the canteen on the other side. It looks like most of the inmates are inside, eating their breakfast. 

Quill glances over his shoulder, waiting until Bannon looks at him before he speaks. ‘You ready to meet the dogs?’

Bannon licks his lips, then nods. Whether he is or not doesn’t matter. This is his job. This is his life now. He either faces it head-on or ends up on the other side of the bars.

Quill places his palm against the door, pushing it inwards. ‘You’d better be, ‘cause these ones bite.’
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From the far side of the canteen, Quill watches his new guard moving through the room, throwing his best don’t fuck with me look at the inmates. He’d been working with Bannon one-on-one for a week now and is impressed. 

He might just have to admit that the new guard he had dismissed as a liability on paper, was so much more than he had originally thought. In fact, he’s out-performing some of the longer serving guards. He’s eager to learn, taking in everything he’s told and putting it into action. 

Quill walks around the edge of the room, his attention moving between Bannon and the inmates. Everyone is behaving, eating their food, talking quietly to each other. Apart from showering and brief exercise, this is the only time they see each other. Some take advantage and talk. Others remain in silence, their minds lost or broken.

As he passes by, each inmate lifts their attention from their meal and conversation to look at him. They’re wary of him. Fear him. Respect him. If they didn’t when they came in, he soon put them in their place. It was easier that way. Easier to keep control of the prison and keep everyone relatively safe. While he’s not afraid of using force when necessary, beating the living daylights out of prisoners wasn’t top of his to-do-list.

After doing a lap of the room, he takes up position by the door, facing the low tables, his arms crossed. He catches Bannon looking at him, but his frown convinces him to look away. He’s caught him doing that a few times since that first morning at breakfast. 

It’s probably his eyes that are drawing his attention. He’s had unwanted attention and stares his whole life because of his different colour eyes. They are unusual, but not unheard of. It doesn’t stop people looking though.

But there’s something different about the way Bannon is staring over at him. Maybe he’s wary of him too? Maybe worried he’s going to fuck up and Quill will come down on him like a tonne of bricks. He chews on the ring piercing his lip, as he continues to watch Bannon. 

If he’s being honest, he thought he’d have told the Warden to reassign the new guard by now. He was convinced the Warden had made a mistake. Who hires a mute guard? He has no idea what the fuck the Warden was thinking. Maybe he hadn’t even looked at Bannon’s file? Quill wouldn’t be surprised. 

Or maybe, like most of the other guards here, whatever Bannon did to earn himself a place on the island, means a small detail like being mute doesn’t matter? 

Whatever the reason, it’s Quill’s job to make sure Bannon doesn’t get himself killed. Quill is the only one in the prison who actually gives a damn about keeping the place running smoothly. Duna too, to a certain extent, but her life is slightly easier than his. She rarely interacts with the inmates on the night shift. Lucky her. She had handpicked the guards working with her, so she understood the importance of having the right people in place. 

If the wrong guards were brought in, people could get hurt. The Warden wouldn’t give a fuck about that. But he does. It’s his life on the line if things go wrong. Inmates have killed guards in the past. His job is to make sure that doesn't happen on his watch.

It’s a crappy and seriously thankless job, but it’s a job he takes pride in. Or does most of the time. It’s all he has. When all of his guards make it back to the dorms unharmed, it’s a good day in his books. If the inmates were in the same position, he’s even happier. 

Only time will tell if Bannon will be an asset to the team, but so far so good. 

If he can keep it together, keep a hold on that anger he senses inside the male, he might have a chance. Bannon may have tried to keep his scar hidden, covering it with his shirt collar as much as possible, but you’d have to be blind not to see it. From the portion he can see, Quill can tell it’s fucking huge. 

The male is damn lucky to be alive. He saw the teeth marks left when his flesh was torn apart. It must have been a wolf. Quill can’t think of anything else that could have left a scar like that. 

Fuck knows how he survived, but the fact he did is something he gets credit for. He must be strong, determined, a fighter.

Getting off that boat and walking into the prison just reinforces how strong he is. Not that he had a fucking choice. But, so far, he’s not letting his justified fear of wolves get to him - not on the outside anyway. 

Bannon’s lip twitches as he glares down at the wolves. He’s letting his fear out as anger and, in here, that’s the only way to do it. 

‘Finish up!’ Quill shouts, spurring everyone into action. The inmates quickly finish the last remnants of their food, before standing and lining up at the door in front of him. In silence, the wolves make their way back to their cells, Quill and his guards making sure everyone is locked away, before they head back to their side of the house for their own meal.

The other guards talk amongst themselves, leaving Bannon out of their conversation. Not that he can really blame them. It’s not going to be easy to include him. Quill hangs back before he steps into the kitchen, stopping Bannon at the door. ‘You hungry?’

Bannon pauses, not sure what exactly Quill is asking. 

‘It’s not a trick question. Are you hungry or not?’ Bannon shakes his head. ‘Thought not. I was the same for the first few weeks. Seeing the dogs eating turned me off my grub too. I’m going to hit the gym. You coming?’

Bannon nods eagerly, so Quill heads past the kitchen to the small but well-equipped gym. There’s another one in the prison that the inmates can also use from time to time, but Quill prefers this one. He unbuttons his shirt, laying it across one of the benches before taking off his boots, then stands at the edge of the padded mat in the centre of the floor. ‘You any good at hand-to-hand combat?’

Bannon nods and holds up one finger. 

‘Once? You’ve fought once?’

Bannon nods again, momentarily looking to the ground in front of him, before meeting Quill’s eyes again. 

‘Fuck! Not good enough. You’ll need more experience than that. If the inmates kick off, they’ll be coming at you full force with their bodies. You need to be able to face up to them, take them down without getting hurt. Shirt and boots off then get on the mat.’

He bites back the unexpected smile at the look of horror on Bannon’s face. He’s worried he’s about to get well and truly annihilated.

He might be right. 
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Twenty minutes later Quill holds out his hand, helping to pull Bannon off the mat. His new guard had spent a lot of the time down there, but even though he looks deflated and pissed off with himself, Quill is seriously impressed. For someone with no combat experience, he did well.

He throws Bannon a towel from the cupboard, wiping his own face as he sits on one of the benches. ‘You did good.’

Bannon glances over at him, as he massages the back of his neck. He doesn't believe that for a minute. Quill thinks it’s kind of refreshing that Bannon’s not up his own ass. So many vampires he’s worked with develop this superiority complex when they start here. The power gets to them after a while. There’s nothing he detests more than people who think they know it all. They’re the ones he enjoys watching fail - which they all do at some stage.

‘Hey!’

Bannon slaps the towel against the wall in frustration, then looks sideways at him. 

‘I said you did good.’

Bannon shakes his head, then points to the mat and then to his back.

‘Yeah, you were on your back for most of it, but you didn’t give up.’

Bannon storms over to his shirt, taking the notebook and pen from where he left them. ‘You killed me.’

Quill again just manages to hold back the laugh. ‘Not quite.’

Bannon shakes his head, scribbling again before holding out the notebook. ‘I want more training.’

Fuck! This male is seriously impressing him. ‘Every day before your shift. I’ll train you for an hour.’

Bannon squeezes the notebook in his hands as he nods. When he smiles, Quill isn’t on the ball quick enough to restrain his own smile before it escapes. Bannon looks around the room as he absently rubs the scar on his neck. 

Quill has been around so many vampires and wolves over the years who thought they were strong. But this is strength. Surviving whatever he went through, and facing life with no voice every day is true strength. 

Quill gets dressed again, slipping his shirt back on, then sits down to deal with his boots. It’s been a while since he looked forward to training with anyone. He usually worked out alone, because everyone else just ended up pissing him off. 

He gets the feeling Bannon will be different. With a bit of training, Bannon will be one hell of a guard.

Bannon walks with him back to the prison so they can let the inmates out in smaller groups for some exercise. Bannon falls in with the other guards, herding the wolves into the yard, as if he’s been doing it for years. 

This is probably Quill’s favourite time of the day. He prefers being outside. The prison stinks, is either too hot or too cold depending on what room they’re in, and there are too many other bodies around him. 

It didn’t matter what side of the bars you were on, the place is still Hell. It’s slightly overcast today, so there’s no need for his sunglasses to protect his eyes. He’s the only Prime vampire in the prison. The others can deal with sunlight for a few hours before it gives them trouble. He can only manage an hour or so. Then his eyes sting and he gets a rotten headache. Joys of being pure-blood.

Quill curses to himself when his mobile rings in his pocket. He turns away, facing the wall as he answers the call. ‘Yes sir?’

‘I’d like a brief meeting with you Quillan.’

The phone line goes dead. Perfect! There goes his slightly good mood. But when the Warden summons, he has to obey. He walks over to Bannon. ‘I’m meeting the Warden. Stay here with the others.’

Before Bannon can nod in response, he leaves the yard and heads to the dorms. His heart races as he climbs the stairs leading from the guards’ section of the house to the upper levels of the mansion.

He pauses at the Warden’s door, composing himself before he knocks.

‘Come in.’

He takes a long breath, then opens the door, before closing it behind him and taking up position in front of the Warden’s desk, standing straight and tall with his hands behind his back.

As usual, the Warden doesn’t acknowledge his presence. The power-hungry vampire is all about respect and making sure others know their place. The Warden turns the page of his book, ignoring him as he continues to read. He’ll just have to wait until the Warden is ready. 

He’s glad he worked out before he was called in. Being left hanging like this isn’t doing anything for his mood. He’s never acted out or disrespected the Warden, but has been sorely tempted on more than one occasion. He’s got a job to do and this is just wasting his time.

The vampire is easily in his third century, his hair greying slightly at his temples. His features are sharp, his cheeks and eyes sunken in his pale face. His expensive shirt is open at the collar, the diamond cufflinks at his wrists glinting when they catch the light.

After a good six minutes or so, the Warden finally turns his book over, placing it on the desk in front of him. He gets to his feet and walks over to Quill, stopping in front of him.

‘Quillan. Good to see you.’

Until he met the Warden, he actually liked his full name. But now, hearing him say Quillan in his soft voice gives him the creeps.

‘How is the new guard coming along?’

‘Well sir. He seems competent, but it’s early days.’

The Warden nods as he turns one of his expensive cufflinks. ‘You will make sure he fits in.’

It’s an order so he nods.

‘And the fact he’s a mute isn’t causing problems?’

For some unknown reason, the Warden calling Bannon a mute irritates him. ‘No sir. We’re working around it. He doesn’t need a voice to do a good job.’

The Warden nods again, his eyes travelling over Quill’s body as the silence stretches on. Quill keeps his attention on the oil painting behind the Warden’s desk. It’s of some ancestor, but anything is better than looking at the Warden himself. 

‘That’s good to hear. We have a new inmate arriving tomorrow. From all accounts she’s a feisty one. Her track record includes numerous injured guards and a clear lack of respect for authority.’

‘Yes sir.’

‘I want you to break her, Quillan.’

That gets his attention. He looks down at the shorter Warden. ‘Sir?’

‘She needs to be controlled. That’s what you excel at. Others have failed to get her to comply. I want you to use whatever means necessary to break her.’

Quill doesn't know what to say to that. He’s hurt prisoners before. It’s part of the job. But what the Warden is asking him to do is more than just keeping order. ‘Break her how, sir?’

The Warden shrugs nonchalantly. ‘Flog her. We both know how effective that can be.’

‘Sir, I don’t think—’

Quill’s cheek stings like fuck when the Warden slaps him hard, his heavy ring tearing his skin. ‘What gave you the impression I want you to think? You follow my orders. Do exactly as I say. Do I make myself clear Quillan?’

He nods, biting back the growl that’s desperate to launch itself in the Warden’s face. ‘Yes, sir.’

The Warden smiles as he walks back around his desk, picking up his book when he sits. ‘Glad to hear it. I don't like when you defy me Quillan. Don’t do it again.’

‘I didn’t mean any disrespect, sir.’ Fuck, the words burn as he forces them out. ‘It won’t happen again.’

‘Glad to hear it,’ he repeats. ‘Off you go. I expect to see results Quillan.’

On that note, the Warden dismisses him by getting back to his reading.

Quill leaves the room, gently closing the door behind him instead of slamming it like he wants to do. He rubs the side of his face, his cheek still burning from the slap. Fucker needs to be taken down hard, but he’s not the vampire to do it. Far from it.

Instead of going back to the prison, he locks himself in his room, far away from everyone else who could hear him, as he shouts in rage, kicking the wall beside his bed. 

He doesn’t want to torture anyone. It had nothing to do with the fact he’s dealing with a female. He’d raised his hand to more than his fair share of male and female wolves in his role. It’s not something he’s proud of, but also not something he’s going to dwell on for too long. They all did things they’re not proud of in here.

He knows from experience that gender didn’t matter when it came to unruly prisoners, but that didn’t mean he was a monster. He wasn’t going to hurt her for no reason. That’s not how he does things. 

Unfortunately, it’s not his call. The Warden will be checking on him. No matter how much it sticks in his gut, he’s going to have to do as he’s told. 
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Strangely enough, today was a good day. He didn’t think he’d have many of those on the island. It didn’t have that feel to it. But working out with Quill at lunch was actually fun, and that was entirely unexpected. When Quill mentioned training, his initial thought was that he was going to completely embarrass himself in front of the boss he desperately wants to impress.

Quill is the key to his survival here. If he can get on the head guard’s good side, or at least not on his bad side, he would be okay. Quill is a good boss, but he worked him hard, running him through his daily duties quickly and efficiently. It was taking time, but Bannon thinks he’s getting a handle on the head guard. He’s firm and strict, but nothing he’s done so far hinted that he was unfair in any way. He genuinely seemed to be focused on keeping the prison running smoothly without any problems for either side. 

In his position he could easily take things too far. With these wolves here for life, Quill could let his guards have their way with them without any repercussions. It’s how he expected the prison would be run when he was first told about the place. He never thought it would have the order it does - and that’s down to Quill. The head guard can more than hold his own against anyone. 

From the minute he stepped on the mat, Quill put him in his place again and again. The head guard was savage, his movements methodical and his attack relentless. Bannon has no doubts Quill could have done a hell of a lot of damage if he really wanted to, and had restrained himself during their training, but he’s still sore and bruised from the encounter.

An encounter he was convinced Quill would consider pathetic and weak. 

Instead, the guard had complimented him. That recognition helped his crippling self-doubt lessen slightly. He didn’t care what the other guards thought of him. They didn’t think it was worth acknowledging him because of his disability, so to hell with them. But Quill had talked to him. Even knowing he couldn’t respond easily, he still spoke to him as if his opinion mattered. 

Plus, the head guard made eye contact as much as he could when he spoke to him. He’s not used to that. It’s like he wanted to make sure Bannon understood each task, without having to get a vocal confirmation that would never come.

Bannon liked that. 

It’s a small thing but made a world of difference to him. When he lost the ability to speak, he lost more than just his voice. He lost his ability to make himself heard in so many ways. It was like he suddenly didn’t have an opinion, or anything to offer. Conversations took place around him while he listened on the sidelines. 

He’s still the same person. He still loves literature, art, old movies, good food, even better company. Still adores taking out his motorbike and heading off with no plan in mind. Just riding until he runs out of road. He desperately missed his bike and the freedom it offered. 

Instead of getting lost in his head, he decides to go for a run before going to bed. After changing into joggers and a tank top, Bannon makes his way through the house to the back entrance which leads to the beach. 

The island that the Warden owns is stunning in almost every way. But, having a secret prison under the magnificent house is a blot on the otherwise breathtaking location. 

He takes the path to the beach, thankful to find he’s alone. Bannon waits until he reaches the shore where the large rocks fall away to finer shingle, before breaking out into a run. This is the only time he’s truly happy. Truly free. 

He does a few laps of the beach, then after checking that he really is alone, strips down to his boxers before walking into the sea. The cool water is refreshing after his run, helping to clear his mind of the turbulence that’s always with him. 

He powers through the water alongside the shore, his thoughts wandering to places he tries to keep away from. He misses his old, much simpler life. Misses his family. Bannon’s scar burns when he thinks of them. He lost his family and his voice in that one blood-filled night.

Dark thoughts replace his temporary happiness. Well, that didn’t last long. 

He pushes out of the water and gets dressed, struggling to slide on his clothes over his wet skin. As he’s heading up the beach he spots Quill. Shit! How long has he been there? He was alone when he went in the water, so Quill must have arrived while he was swimming. 

The male is further down the beach, standing on the stones at the water’s edge, staring out at the sea. He either doesn’t notice or doesn’t bother acknowledging Bannon. It is his downtime too, so there’s nothing to say he even has to be polite to Bannon. 

He should turn and head back to his room, leave Quill in peace, but he doesn't. He stays watching him from just out of view. The head guard is impressive in so many ways. His hair is loose, the blonde locks sweeping across his face in the breeze. He’s removed his work shirt, leaving on the black tank top with his combats. 

Quill is confusing him. Bannon is over sixty years old and has only ever been with females. He’d be lying if he said he didn’t look at males from time to time, but looking is very different to acting. And he’s never taken that step. Never really wanted to explore that aspect of himself.

Everything about his life had been torn apart when he was savaged. Being attracted to males as well as females is probably just another symptom of his new confused life.

Maybe.

As he watches Quill, he realises for the first time how sad the male appears. His broad shoulders are slumped, his arms hanging by his side. In front of the other guards, and certainly the prisoners, he stands tall and sure of himself. But out here, alone on the beach, some of that front has slipped away.

As the head guard, his job is to run the prison and make sure everyone knows what they have to do. That doesn’t leave much space for opening up, chatting, or relaxing. Maybe this is the one place on the island he can be himself. Somewhere to cast off all the rules and regulations he has to live by inside the prison. 

Maybe that’s something they have in common with each other. This is their escape.

Maybe he should stop thinking like that before he gets too carried away. They’re not kindred spirits by any means. Quill is his boss and he’s a new subordinate who should just mind his own fucking business and do what he’s told.

He has no idea how things work on the island. He’s only been here a week. Quill has been here for decades. Bannon can’t imagine what Quill has seen, heard, and done in that time. It doesn’t bear thinking about.

Bannon is about to turn around and go back to his room, when Quill pulls off his top and wades into the sea. Seems they might have another thing in common. But instead of swimming, he arches his back and releases his stunning wings. 

His vast navy wings straighten behind him, showing Bannon the deep green flesh covering the front of each wing. Two-tone wings are not uncommon, but he hasn’t seen many in his lifetime. Quill’s wings perfectly match the colours of his eyes. 

He watches as the head guard slowly lowers his wings into the water and just stands in the sea, looking out over the horizon, the cool water swirling around him.

In that moment, Bannon has never missed his voice more. He has the overpowering urge to ask Quill what’s wrong. Maybe...

Maybe what? He can’t blur the lines here. Quill is his boss and he’s a mute newbie who doesn’t know how things work around here. The last thing he wants or needs, is to get on the wrong side of the head guard in his first week - especially after he offered to train him. 

And if he’s having some sort of vampire equivalent of a midlife crisis, is Quill really the male he wants to explore that with?

Absolutely not! There’s no question of that.

Bannon turns away before Quill catches him staring again. It was bad enough being caught over breakfast on his first day. He climbs up the beach, stepping onto the grass surrounding the house. 

‘You need to keep away from him.’

He stumbles, nearly knocking into a tree, when Duna appears out of the shadows that always seem to surround the ancient house. 

She must be on a break from her shift. Duna walks over to him, her arms crossed as she comes to a stop in front of him. ‘Quill is off limits.’

Bannon shakes his head, desperate to stop this conversation.

‘I just need you to listen,’ she says, dropping her voice low. ‘I like you Bannon. I think you’re decent. Probably one of the few decent ones in here. That’s why I’m talking to you right now, so you need to listen to me. 

‘Keep away from Quill. Work with him. Do what he tells you to do. Then leave him alone. The Warden keeps a close eye on him. Believe me, you’d do best to avoid any attention from that high up.’

Bannon points down the beach to Quill then back to her, as he raises his eyebrows. If they’re in a relationship, a part of him doesn’t think he wants to know. But Duna quickly shakes her head.

‘Me and Quill?’ She laughs as she shakes her head. ‘No. He’s a decent male, but he’s my boss. Just like he’s your boss. It’s not happening. Do you understand?’

He hears her loud and clear, although he’s still not sure why he’s even entertaining this conversation. Probably because he’s absolutely positive Duna could break both his legs if she wanted to.

‘Good.’ She slaps him hard on the back as she walks away. ‘Good talk.’

Bannon watches her disappear around the corner of the house, then glances over his shoulder. 

Quill is still in the sea, but instead of looking out over the horizon, his head is down, his eyes closed as the waves break around him. 

Bannon knows he should steer clear. He didn’t need Duna to tell him that. The problem is he’s not sure he wants to. 
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She peers up at the monstrous house as it appears out of the mist surrounding the island. Her previous two homes didn’t look anything as lavish as this one does. Maybe this time she’ll have a full suite with a private bathroom? 

As if!

Sorcha releases a snort as she laughs to herself about that, earning a stern glare from one of her two guards. To hell with him! After this long in chains, she’s going to laugh about whatever the fuck she wants to laugh about. Maybe they’ll think she’s insane and give her a nice, padded cell? 

The boat docks, and when the engine is shut off, she could almost imagine she’s just at the beach, listening to the waves lapping against the shore. But then she’s shoved in the back and ordered to walk. 

She growls at the asshole guard, before pushing to her feet and making her way unsteadily up the boat to the front. The other guard hauls her out of the boat and orders her to stand on the wooden dock, while the second one climbs out of the boat and stands behind her.

‘Walk Wolf!’

‘You know what? I don’t think I want to.’

She nearly laughs aloud at the look on their faces. Idiot vampires weren’t expecting her to refuse. 

The one in front of her tries again. ‘Move!’

She doesn’t get a lot of excitement in her life anymore, so she’s not about to pass up on this opportunity. ‘Nope. I’m quite happy here, thank you very much.’

After looking at each other for moral support, they decide to take things up a level. The one at the front grabs hold of her arm, while the one at the back gives her a good push. With her wrists chained together she doesn't have a lot of room to move, but that’s never stopped her before. 

She throws her elbow back, catching the guard in the gut, sending him down to his knees. When his mate turns around to see what happened, she head-butts him, breaking his nose, blood spewing down his face.

Distracted briefly, the guards do nothing as she launches herself along the jetty. She’s not going to get far. She knows that, but it’s not going to stop her from trying. She hadn’t survived this long just by accepting her fate.

With the vampires getting themselves together and hot on her heels, she jumps off the path onto the beach, racing across the stones as fast as she can. It’s difficult to keep her balance with her hands restrained, but she’s managing to put some distance between them.

To her left, the house towers above her, taking up most of the island with its sheer size. Maybe in the daylight it’s stunning, but in the moonlight, it’s an ominous presence, its eerie shadow following her along the beach.

Then she hears voices from her left. The guards from the boat are catching up with her. She screams as another large vampire suddenly bursts through the trees and throws himself at her. They crash to the ground, the male getting the upper hand for a moment. 

On her back, and on the stones, she peers up at the vampire. His brown eyes are glowing, his fangs visible through his parted lips. He’s obviously been through the wars himself at some stage. There’s a thick raised scar running from under his chin and down his neck.

She smiles at him as he pins her wrists to the ground. ‘Well, hello there gorgeous. If you wanted some alone time, you just had to ask.’ He frowns and momentarily loosens his grip on her wrists. Sorcha shoves off the stones, flipping them both over. 

She drives her restrained hands against the side of his head, dazing him as he tries to scramble to his feet. She pushes upright, desperate to put some distance between the vampire and herself before he can right himself. 

She screams as a ball of flames erupts in front of her. Sorcha veers to the right, covering her head with her hands as the asshole releases another burst in her direction. Fucking vampires and their powers! At least he’s not trying to kill her, just stop her. She doubts he’s missing her by accident.

She risks a quick look behind her. He’s gaining ground, his hands engulfed in flames as he pounds across the beach. Something momentarily blocks out the moonlight. She glances up and knows her cards are marked. One of the blood-suckers is up there. Might as well make her final push a good one. She’ll play with these fuckers as long as she can.

But her fun doesn’t last long. A huge vampire drops to the ground in front of her. He straightens, his green wings stretched out to either side, blocking her escape. She skids to a halt, sizing up her adversary. 

This one won’t be taken down like his friend. Everything about this vampire is menacing. He’ll be the one to take her in. So be it. At least it’s not one of those idiots on the boat. That would have just been insulting.

He flaps his wings, showing the navy skin covering the back of them. The thick black, razor-sharp, talons catch her attention as he moves them. She might want to make things difficult for these blood-suckers, but she’s not keen on being on the receiving end of one of his talons. 

For a vampire this one is impressive. His eyes glow intensely, the unusual blue and green orbs the same colour as his wings. His blonde hair is tied back from his face, but the chase has freed some of the locks.

‘Where the fuck do you think you’re going Wolf?’

His deep, husky voice is the perfect match for him. ‘It’s such a lovely night. I thought I’d have a little moonlit run on the beach.’

He sneers at her, his lethal fangs making a brief appearance. She doesn’t want to get up close and personal with those either. 

Then he hits her with a taser he pulls out of his back pocket. The shock sends her to the ground, convulsing as her system is hit with a surge of voltage. The vampire crouches down beside her, his huge wings blocking out the light from the moon, leaving her staring up at his glowing eyes. 

He punches her hard, and the last thing she hears is his voice coming from somewhere in the darkness. ‘Welcome to Hell.’
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That was a fucking shit-show. In all his years at the prison, a prisoner transfer has never gone as badly as that one just did. He grabs a new shirt from his locker, pulling it on as he tries to calm down. One female wolf shouldn’t have been able to get the better of those two vampire guards. They’re just lucky they don’t work for him. If they did it would be their last day. He doesn’t tolerate idiots.

Quill flexes his fingers, but he’s still wound like a spring. He glances over at Bannon, cleaning his head over at the sink at the side of the locker room. The guard has an impressive cut on the side of his head where the wolf hit him. It didn’t stop him from taking chase though. 

He’s getting the impression it would take more than a punch from a wolf to take him down.

‘You okay?’

Bannon nods as he dabs the cut with a cloth.

‘You did good out there. I’ve got to say that power of yours came in useful.’

Bannon smiles as he nods, then goes back to cleaning the cut. 

Before he met him, Quill was convinced Bannon would be a liability. Catching Bannon looking at him over breakfast that first day had just affirmed his initial feelings, but not for the reasons he thought. 

The new guard is seriously good-looking. 

He can’t even pretend he wasn't looking himself that morning. He found his attention lingering on Bannon long after he’d looked away in embarrassment. But Quill hadn’t looked away. He took the opportunity to have a long hard look at his new guard.

His brown hair and brown eyes matched perfectly, unlike his own freaky odd-coloured eyes. Bannon’s not a Prime, but he’s big enough to be one, which is a plus around here. You need to be able to look after yourself in this dump.

Watching from the sky as Bannon threw those fireballs at the wolf, he realised how deadly the mute vampire is. Fucking lethal in fact. Any worries he may have had about Bannon keeping control of his power had disappeared in that moment. The precision and control he showed on that beach was evident. He’s more than got a grip on his power.

He looks over at his new guard again. He’s done cleaning his wound. Time to get back to work. But this next part he has to do alone. ‘When you’re done, help the others with checking the cells.’

Bannon frowns, no doubt wondering why Quill is ditching him again. But, part of the perks of being in charge means he doesn’t have to explain himself. Comes in useful at times like this.

He grabs gloves from his locker before shutting it and walking away from Bannon. As he heads towards the interrogation room Quill tries to calm his mind, but it’s not an easy task. The Warden didn’t give him anything to use against the wolf. No reason for wanting to break her, apart from her behaviour in previous prisons. 

The sadistic bastard just wanted to throw his weight around. Prove he could control what others before him couldn’t, which is a fucking joke. He rarely comes down to mix with the wolves and vampires living under him. Wouldn’t want to get any grime on his expensive shoes.

He nods at the guard standing outside the door, dismissing him without a word. Both of them know what she’s been brought into that room for. There’s nothing else to say. He opens the door to find her hanging by her wrists from a heavy hook embedded in the ceiling, her toes barely touching the concrete floor. She’s been stripped of her prison uniform, leaving her in her underwear. That wasn’t his request. Someone else took it upon themselves to do that. 

The wolf turns her head towards him, the blindfold hiding her eyes, but he can feel the venom in them through the material. 

‘Are you my welcome party?’

She is feisty. Quill stands in front of her and gets into the right frame of mind. He’s done this countless times. He can do it again. He glances up at the camera over his head. It’s directed at the wolf, giving the Warden front-row seats without having to get a spot of blood or dirt on his expensive suit. 

‘Do you do this for all new arrivals, or am I just lucky?’

‘We do things differently in Level Three. I need to make sure you understand that.’

‘Ah. The taser-shooting blood-sucker.’

Feisty doesn’t come close to the correct description for this one. Quill picks up the leather whip, the weight of it in his hand dragging him down. He’s glad she is blindfolded. He couldn’t do it if she was looking at him. 

She ran, Quill. She ran and hurt one of your men. Punish her for that. It’s a weak reason, but it’s all he’s got.

She smiles at him, grabbing onto the chains supporting her. ‘Go on then. What are you waiting for? Make me understand.’

He circles her, the whip dragging along the ground behind him. He can hear her heart beating rapidly in her chest. She can probably hear his too. Time to get this over and done with.

He pulls his arm back, then strikes out. The leather snaps against her back, and she arches away from him. He hits her again and again, her shouts of pain increasing with each snap of the whip.
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She won’t cry. Not yet. The tears will come. They always do sooner or later. But she won’t give them the satisfaction. 

But she’s so fucking close.

She’d been hurt so many times since she found herself in prison, but nothing compared to what that guard did to her last night. Or was it today? Who knows how long she’s been here for? She’d lost consciousness after a while, and for that she’s grateful. Not that it makes the slightest bit of difference to the pain. It’s all consuming, like fire coursing over her back.

She’s still in her underwear, the cold stone wall she’s now restrained against only adding to the excruciating pain from the flogging. But here is better than hanging from the ceiling of that other cell.

Don’t let them win Sorcha.

It’s a mantra she’s been chanting to herself for years, but it’s becoming difficult not to give in. Her new home is smaller than her last one, which doesn’t help to improve her day. Being half naked isn’t helping to improve that either. The stone walls are damp and cold, the concrete floor ingrained with years of dirt, dried blood, and she dreads to think what else.

The only light is coming through a yellowed piece of plastic or glass covering a small window in the door. Aside from her less-than-comfortable metal cot with sheets that were probably white when they were new many moons ago, is a small table with a plastic chair.

But it’s the item in the corner between the table and the small metal sink that has her on the verge of tears. Instead of a toilet, there’s a metal bucket.

She very much doubts the guards will deal with whatever she puts in there. Something else to look forward to. 

Then she hears the locks disengage. Time for more fun and games. She pushes her fear deep down inside her, letting her inner bitch take control. She instantly recognises the two vampires as the ones who chased her down on the beach. 

‘About time.’

The two vampires glance at each other, before the blonde one leans back against the small table, resting his hip on the edge as he checks the paperwork. While Blondie looks at his paperwork, his companion gives her a thorough once-over. It could just be exhaustion, but she could swear he’s surprised, maybe even shocked, by her appearance. 

‘Inmate Sixty-four,’ the blonde one says. 

‘Asshole. I thought using a taser on me was a low blow, but the flogging might just have changed my mind.’

He glances up at her before looking at his mate. Nope. The brown-haired one had no idea about what had happened. Blondie isn’t happy about her mentioning it. Fuck him! She pushes herself upright so she can use her arm to brush her long dark hair back from her forehead. 

‘Did you really think blindfolding me would hide your identity? I’m a fucking wolf you idiot! I have an exceptional sense of smell. I’d recognise your stench anywhere, and knew who you were as soon as you spoke.’

He glares at her but doesn’t react. 

‘Oh, and my name is Sorcha.’

‘Sixty-four,’ he continues, ignoring her. ‘Four years in Level One, four in Level Two. Now you’re here.’

Eight years? She had no idea it was that long. He catches the surprise on her face before she hides it. ‘Injured sixteen guards—’

‘Nineteen.’

‘What?’ he asks before he can stop himself.

‘That number should be nineteen. Those two guards on the boat.’ She nods over to the silent guard, winking at him. ‘And you. How’s the head? Hope I didn’t hit you too hard.’

She smiles at the vampire, catching the flash of his fangs as he glares at her. Clearly, he doesn’t forgive her. 

‘You’ll get twenty minutes exercise a day,’ Blondie continues. ‘Shower once a week. Because of your moonlit run on the beach, you’ve lost your meal privileges.’

‘Meal privileges? You mean eating in this place is a privilege?’

‘Yes. Being allowed to breathe the fucking air in here is a privilege.’

She blows out a long breath. ‘Whoa. That’s intense. You on a bit of a power trip or something?’

He straightens, his snarl echoing in the small cell. 

‘I’m the head guard so yeah, you
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