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Welcome to Prisma Isle, a realm not for the faint of heart. 



Humans may not exist, but that doesn’t mean villages don’t have any fucked up shit happening inside their walls. We would warn you of everything, except the list is extensive. And we could be here far longer than necessary. All you need to know is that shit gets bad and escape isn’t always possible. 



On the brighter side, because let’s face it, there has to be one. There’s a lot of sex to counteract all that dark. 



Yes, we agree. 



Balance is the necessity of life.
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Adolescent: term in shape shifter culture for children ten years of age to twenty years of age
Antekilio [ant-E-keel-oh]: library of the Sirens
Chicane Village: village of the guilers
Demeter [dee-MEE-ter]: the goddess of fertility, earth, and harvests; protector of marriage and social order; daughter of Cronos and Rhea; mother to Persephone; and creator of the sirens
Full-fledged: term in shape shifter culture for adults; those twenty years of age and older
Galenus [gah-LEE-nus]: male, canine shape shifter, deceased
Informant: soldier to the shape shifter king, Markham
Hades: the Greek god of the underworld; sometimes used as a sort-of curse word by the shape shifters
Kriah [KREE-uh]: a female nymph who lives in Migas Village
Marana: the second cycle (month) of the year
Métamorphe [met-a-mor-fey]: the shape shifter village
Migas Village [MEE-gahs]: the hidden hybrid village and a place of sanctuary
Nestling: term in the shape shifter culture for children one year of age to five years of age
Newling: term in the shape shifter culture for newborns to one year of age
Pteryina [ter-EEN-uh]: home of the sirens; adjacent to The Clouds
Solaris: year, which comprises sixteen cycles (months) for the inhabitants of Prisma Isle
Vasilia [vuh-SILL-ee-uh]: female siren that is the Elder of the sirens and lives in Pteryrina
Verdant Grove: home of the fae
Youngling: term in shape shifter culture for children five years of age to ten years of age
Zancle’s Rock [Zan-kuls rock]: bar and restaurant in the marketplace run by Ambrosia; known for their venison stew
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Beginning of the month of Marana, Year 1027 
Ambrosia reached up and grabbed onto the first craggy rock with a route planned out in her head. Something she forgot about from her last climb. She hauled herself up and ascended the cliff, placing her foot onto a pointed stone several inches from the bottom. The holds lessened the further up she got, but she would be damned if she stopped.
Sweat blossomed on her forehead, and slowly, her anger over her sister’s face ebbed. Mostly because she no longer thought about it. Instead, her entire focus shifted to the climb ahead of her. She was precise in each movement, ensuring she captured the right spot. Her breaths came out in ragged puffs as she paused midway to the top and calculated her next maneuver. If she wasn’t careful where she placed her hand—she went for the next stone and lost her grip, her arm getting scratched ever so slightly. “Dammit.”
That was precisely what she was trying not to do. Okay, that hold wouldn’t work. Which way did she take before? Her gaze fell to another option. It was a little higher than the hold she had previously went for, but it should work. Configuring her next couple of steps, Ambrosia pushed off one foothold to reach the handhold and missed it. Her other foot slipped, slamming her body into the cliff and scraping her knee.
Ambrosia screamed. She quickly tried to reclaim her prior selections with her feet and failed. Her fingers loosened around the rock as she tried again to find a place for her feet. Instead of repositioning herself, she lost her hold and fell backward. 
This is going to hurt. There was no one to blame except herself.
But she didn’t hit the ground. A pair of furry arms came around her body.
“I got you,” the male said.
“Thank you.” Ambrosia shielded the sun from her eyes. She winced as her gaze drifted to her savior. Oh shit. She was not in the arms of a shape shifter. Yep. And not just any shape shifter, a damn wolf. 
“You are hurt,” he stated. “I have a cabin close to here. I can treat your wounds.” The male’s dark ears twitched.
He wasn’t handsome. Yes, he was. Ambrosia swallowed the lump in the back of her throat. The last thing she needed was to be attracted to a shape shifter, let alone a wolf. Besides, she could get treated back in Migas. She might even have some herbs in her knapsack; if she had her knapsack. She’d been so pissed that she had left without it. Crap. “I appreciate it, but if you set me down, then I can certainly take care of it myself.”
“That gash on your arm is pretty bad. It looks like it will require stitches. Can you do that yourself?”
Ambrosia ground her jaw. Who the fuck was this guy? She dropped her gaze to her forearm. Okay. So, he was right, but she could still get it treated back home. Of course, it would take her an hour to get back to the village, and it could get infected the longer it went untended. “How far away is your cabin?”
“Fifteen miles, give or take.”
Damn. She hoped it was far away. It would give her an excuse to head back home instead of taking the male up on his offer. She needed to decide. Her arm throbbed. His place was closer. And he had saved her from a cracked skull or broken spine. “Fine. I’ll go with you.”
“Good choice.” He turned and strode toward the main path.
“What are you doing?”
“Carrying you to my cabin.”
What the fuck kind of answer was that? She walked here so she could walk to his cabin. It wasn’t like she twisted her ankle or anything. “I gathered that much, but you can put me down now. I have two feet.”
“Yes, but you might hurt yourself again.”
It wasn’t like she was clumsy. Ambrosia scowled. “Excuse me? I fell off a cliff. I didn’t trip over my own two feet. Now, put me down.”
His aquamarine eyes fell to hers. “If you insist.” He dropped her in a pile of leaves. Smirking, he cocked an eyebrow at her. “Better?”
“No!” Ambrosia snapped as she pushed herself from the greenery and got to her feet. Brushing out her burgundy-colored hair, she narrowed her gaze at him. “What kind of messed up shit was that? I said to put me down, not drop me.”
“I put you down. You did not specify to set you down on your feet.” 
As much as she hated to admit it, he had a point. Frowning, Ambrosia eyed the male and drank in the full sight of him for the first time since he caught her. Gods, he was tall. He stood almost four feet taller than her. She didn’t even know shape shifters got that tall. Ambrosia watched as he crossed his arms. His biceps bulged from the maneuver, although the black fur covering his body hid his muscles well. She bit the inside of her cheek. She shouldn’t be checking him out. Although, it was good to know something about the male who rescued her from potential death. “What’s your name?”
“Logan. Yours? Or should I simply call you, ‘Your Highness?’”
“Oh, ‘Your Highness’ will do nicely.” Ambrosia grinned. “Now, lead on.” Arrogant prick. If he hadn’t been snarky about it, she would’ve given him her name. No, he had to be a butt. It didn’t matter how hot he was. With an attitude like that, he could patch her up, and she’d go right home without giving him another thought. Bullshit. Oh, shut up.
“Why did you not take the path to the top?” He started back up the trail. They passed a bit of topiary before he cut off to the right and trekked through a menagerie of trees.
“I thought it would be fun.” Yeah, that wasn’t the truth, but like she would tell him, it was so she could blow off steam. Her anger had probably been more of a hindrance than an advantage. Distractions weren’t suitable for climbing, especially without safety equipment.
“That is a lie,” Logan claimed.
How would he know that? Did he have some kind of ability that told him it was? No, that wasn’t—then again, Santos always knew when people were lying. Maybe it was conceivable, more so than she thought. Ambrosia sighed. “Fine. I was trying to cool down.”
“That I believe.”
“Why do you believe that and not that it was for fun?” She attempted to cross her arms and grimaced. Damn it. Her forearm throbbed. The gash on her arm hurt worse than when it first happened. How was that possible? Ambrosia eyed the red stripe along the front of her forearm. Dirt. Probably from the leaves or when she got to her feet. Great.
“No one would climb a cliff for fun when they could hike it.”
She rolled her eyes. “Is that your general assessment or your ‘I-have-all-the-answers’ assessment?” The last time she climbed had been for fun. This male knew little about people.
Logan raised an eyebrow at her. “I have never claimed to have all the answers.”
“Really? Could’ve fooled me. You are the one acting like an insufferable know-it-all.” The smug ass spoke like he knew everything—the isle, people, what they did for fun, and a lot of other shit she was sure she heard in his words.
“You are right, Your Highness. One as wise as yourself only surrounds themselves with those of equal or greater knowledge.”
Ambrosia’s eyebrows knitted together as she replayed his words in her mind. Was that sarcasm? “Are you trying to say you’re smarter than me?”
“Well, you are the one who fell from the cliff, not me.”
“You’re an arrogant ass! Anyone ever tell you that?” And she was the idiot who walked beside him to his cabin. Not that he had any clue she was part shape shifter. Nothing about her gave it away. 
Logan let out a soft chuckle. “Yes, I have heard that before. Still, I am the arrogant ass who is helping you.”
“Oh, and that’s supposed to make it all better, right?” Good grief. Today turned out to be screwed up. First, her twin and those damn bruises, and now this. What did she do to deserve it all?
“It makes me feel better.”
“La-te-da. Good. For. You.” It didn’t change the fact that he was a cocky dipshit. One who didn’t have to catch her. One who didn’t have to treat her injuries. Regardless of how minor they were, he could’ve left her back there.
“Would it not be good for you as well?”
A sneer crawled across her features as she glared at him. What was with this guy? Either he was just a natural-born smart-ass, or he knew exactly which buttons of hers to push. “If I didn’t know any better, Logan, I’d swear you were trying to piss me off.”
“It is just my natural charm.” He grinned.
“Then you must have the ladies swooning.” Gods, she was ready to get her arm patched up so she could go home. She didn’t care that this added more time to her travel. It gave her ample time to cool off.
“Only you.”
“Ha! I don’t swoon. Even if I did, I definitely wouldn’t swoon for you.” Lies, lies, lies. All lies. Except for the swooning part. Not once had she ever melted for a male. And she saw plenty—one idiot after another in the village and the bar. Yeah, falling for a male was low on her priority list. Not to mention, they were all morons.
Stopping in front of her, Logan leaned in close. “Your knees may not have buckled yet, Your Highness, but I promise they will.”
“In. Your. Dreams.” Ambrosia punctuated each word to ensure he understood that nothing he did would make her fall at his feet.
His lips twitched. “I am counting on it.”
She’d slap him just to wipe that smirk off his face if she didn’t enjoy looking into his eyes so damn much. They were the prettiest aquamarine she’d ever seen. Not that she’d ever tell him that. Pompous ass. Ambrosia dropped a hand to her hip and tapped a claw against the ground. “Are you going to keep gawking or are you ready to lead on?”
“I enjoy staring at you, but I would like to get that gash tended to. It is looking a little angry.” Logan winked and continued forward.
Blinking, Ambrosia eyeballed him as he walked away, his tail happily flicking back and forth, not too far from his—her eyes snapped back to his neck as she stomped after him. The arrogance of that male! If she hadn’t hurt her arm, she’d slap the cockiness right out of his mouth.
“Keep up, Your Highness. We are not too far now.”
“Good! The sooner you patch me up, the sooner I can get away from you,” she retorted. The nerve he had to think he could make her want him. Oh, but she did. No, she didn’t! Okay, okay, okay. Maybe, just maybe, he was nice to look at, but that didn’t mean she could contemplate anything with him. She didn’t have the time to entertain someone as arrogant as Logan.
Logan glanced over his shoulder. “Here, I thought we were becoming friends.”
“Like that would ever happen.” Nope. As soon as he found out she was part shape shifter, he’d be like every other purist in that village. She knew what her father had sacrificed. No way would she disrespect him by associating with a shape shifter. Not that she associated with Logan. They weren’t even companions.
Yes, he had likely saved her life, but that didn’t mean they had to be friends, associates, or any of the above. Not that she would mind associating with him. Her eyes drifted to his ass again as she bit her bottom lip. Good gods, she had to stop ogling him. With her good arm, she dragged a hand down her face. Honestly, this was getting just a tad ridiculous.
Traipsing across a few broken branches, she followed Logan into a clearing. Her eyes shifted to a large cabin with a small front porch wrapped around one side. It only had one modest window. Not big enough that anyone could see in, but certainly large enough that an occupant could see out. Not what she expected.
How did she not know about this? She and her twin sister went to the basin often. Indeed, with it buried a way back, she would’ve crossed this place by now. Ambrosia ascended the staircase after Logan, pausing long enough to appreciate the craftsmanship of the woodwork. Somebody had put innate detail into the handrails. It was quite exquisite. 
“Are you coming, or do you plan to stand outside all day?” Logan asked as he held open the door.
If nothing else stopped her from drinking in his assets, his attitude should do the damn trick. Holding back a snarky comeback, Ambrosia strode inside the cabin and took in her surroundings. The living room to her left comprised a simple brick fireplace, a couch, two chairs, and two small tables on either side of the sofa. The dining room was to her right. A table that easily sat six immediately drew her in—another piece of furniture with ornate detail. She ran her fingers gingerly across lilies painstakingly carved in the table’s trim.
“Admiring my handiwork? I am good at other things, too,” Logan said, his voice right behind her.
Ignoring the words that sent a blast of heat to her core, Ambrosia turned and faced him. “You did all of this?”
He stared at her through hooded eyes, a low growl rumbling in his throat as he gripped the back of his neck. “Yes. I did.” Rolling his shoulders, Logan headed into the kitchen. “Sit while I gather the items to treat your wounds.”
That shouldn’t have turned her on, yet it did. Not that she would vocalize her attraction—something she didn’t have time for, anyway. Get patched up and leave. That was her aim. Inhaling and exhaling another deep breath, she sat in one chair at the table.
Logan returned with a few washcloths, a bowl of soapy water, and a few other items. He set everything on the table and sat in the chair across from her. Gently lifting her arm, he inspected the gash and cleaned it first. “Will you tell me your name?”
“I don’t know. I kind of like you calling me Your Highness. It’s quite fitting.” No, it wasn’t, and she hated it, but again, she wouldn’t admit that. It was bad enough she found him attractive. She didn’t need to hear how her name sounded rolling off his tongue.
His eyes met hers. “You do not have to tell me, but please do not insult my intelligence, either. We both know you dislike it.” Logan returned to tenderly cleaning the injury on her arm.
Ambrosia ground her jaw. He was getting on her nerves. How could he tell she lied? There was something about him. Something she couldn’t quite see. It wasn’t like she knew nothing about his species—their shared species. “Why does it matter to you so much?”
“I would simply like to know who I am stitching up. Nothing more than a simple courtesy.”
Courtesy? Oh, what a crock of shit. She didn’t believe that for one second. Narrowing her gaze at him, she frowned. “I might believe the first half, but I don’t believe the second.”
He chuckled. “You do not believe it would be courteous for you to tell me your name? I told you mine. I would think you would reciprocate.”
Damn. Logan wasn’t wrong about any of that. It was the courteous thing to do when someone introduced themselves. Her mother raised her with proper manners. It would be rude to continue this path and refuse to give him her name despite her annoyance with him. He gave her no reason to suspect he would run to his whatever and offer her up to the slaughter. “Ambrosia.”
“Ambrosia. That is a beautiful name.” Logan smiled. “I believe you may need a few stitches on this. I can prepare something for the pain, if you would like, beforehand.”
Good Demeter. He just needed to say her name again. Gods, it sounded like he served the stars on a platter the way it came out of his mouth. So silky smooth. She swallowed. What did he ask? Something about stitches? “Umm… what?”
“Would you like something for the pain before I start on stitches?”
“Oh, no. I don’t think it’ll be necessary.” A few stitches never hurt before. She’d had them once or twice. Her twin received them more, and she was usually the one doing them.
“Alright.” He offered a slight nod, stood, and disappeared back into the kitchen with the needle in hand. Lighting a match, he quickly sterilized the needle and returned to the dining room table. With everything set up, his gaze fell from hers to her arm. “Have you climbed the cliff before?”
“A few times. I typically have the equipment, but the last couple of climbs I’ve gone without.” Today was no different, except her thoughts distracted her. If she hadn’t been, the fall would’ve never happened. That would be a shame. Ambrosia bit her bottom lip as she watched Logan’s nimble fingers move in one continuous motion.
“Any reason?”
“Just to see if I could do it.” At least for the first time around. Though it had been risky, if she’d been smart, she wouldn’t have risked her life by climbing without equipment. Maybe she was just as cocky as Logan. Maybe. Maybe not.
“So, you did something dangerous to see if you could? Sounds a little irresponsible.”
“Oh, and what are you, the guard of responsibility? You don’t know a damn thing about me, so please don’t judge me.” And what if it was true? He didn't have any right to pass judgment on her actions. They were hers and hers alone to take.
“Well, that is not true.” Logan snickered. He tied off the end of the stitch, cut it, and set the materials aside. “I know your name. I know you agree with me on a couple of things, not that you will admit them, and I know you are attracted to me.” 
Her eyes widened. How did Logan know all that? She told him her name and nothing more. No way he saw her checking out his ass. Even if he, by some miracle, caught that, how would he know about her agreement? Ambrosia rose to her feet, the chair scraping against the wood floor. “Excuse me? I don’t know where you got half of your allegations from, but it’s a bunch of crap.” She stalked away from the table and stormed out the door, slamming it shut behind her.
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Logan swung the ax and split another piece of wood. He should’ve chased after Ambrosia yesterday afternoon. Why didn’t he chase after her? Because he’d been a jackass and would’ve only made the situation worse. He picked up the two logs and tossed them onto the pile before moving on to the next piece of wood. It didn’t stop him from hoping, beyond hope, Ambrosia would make her way back out here. Not that she’d been at the cliff earlier, or even the basin. Hades, who was he kidding? She wouldn’t come back out here. Maybe she found him attractive, but that didn’t mean she wanted to spend time around him voluntarily. If she hadn’t needed her arm stitched the day before, guaranteed she wouldn’t have given him a second look. 
He couldn’t explain what it was about her that so quickly brought out his sarcasm. He couldn’t remember the last time he bantered like that, well, with anyone; not since he left Métamorphe, for sure. Maybe before his brother became an Informant. Gods, talk about a long time ago. Eighteen years since he saw Pierce and their two sisters—Dahlia and Zinnia. Eighteen years since he saw his mother.
His gaze fell to the two new logs, and he stared at them for a moment. It had been difficult to stay away all this time, but there was only one thing that awaited him if Informants found him or he returned to the village—death. Still, he needed to get his family out of there. He didn’t know if things had worsened in his absence. Although it was all he— 
His ears twitched at the sound of leaves shuffling. Had someone found him? Had an Informant stumbled onto his grounds? Logan lifted his nose to the air and inhaled deeply; the sweetest scent filled his nostrils—smelled like vanilla. He smiled and set the ax aside. Although he didn’t want his hands full, the cabin wasn’t all that warm. The cold slowly left the isle. The spring equinox just passed, but they still had a few days before welcoming warmer weather.
Collecting enough wood to get a good fire going, Logan walked toward the front porch with the bundle in his arms. His smile brightened as his eyes fell upon Ambrosia standing at the door, mumbling to herself. Now that was a sight to behold. Her burgundy hair swept into a ponytail with a few loose strands framing her face. Jeans and a t-shirt mainly hid her body, but he could see the figure beneath. “I knew you could not stay away.”
Her amber eyes swung in his direction. Ambrosia smirked. “I didn’t come here to pay tribute. I just thought I owed you a thank you for yesterday. So, thank you.”
“You are welcome.” With the logs tucked under one arm, he strode to the porch and ascended the short staircase. “Are you certain that is all?”
“Yes, and now that I have done what I came to do, I can leave.”
“I do not believe you came all of this way for a simple thank you.” He reached around her and opened the front door. “Would you like to come in?”
Ambrosia raised an eyebrow at him. “Why are you being so nice?”
“I would think that was obvious.” He winked at her. It was probably a bad idea on many levels, but he hadn’t had company in a long time. Not that being lonely was a good excuse for inviting a stranger into his home, even if that stranger was the most beautiful female he’d ever seen.
“Anyone ever tell you that you’re infuriating?”
Logan paused for a moment and tilted his head. The corners of his mouth tugged into a wide grin. “Yes. My youngest sister used to all the time.” He couldn’t count the number of times Zinni screamed those exact words at him, only to apologize and hug him moments later.
Blinking, Ambrosia gawked at him and nodded. “Well, as long as you know.”
Her reaction amused him. He couldn’t recall the last time a female outside his sisters entertained him. “Are you planning to come inside? Or are we going to continue standing out here?”
“Normally, I’d say stand out here, but since you so graciously offered…” Her words trailed off as she crossed the threshold.
Good to know Ambrosia was as much of a smart ass as he was; he liked the fact that she could dish it back to him. Logan followed her, shutting the door behind himself. He walked over to the fireplace, carefully arranged the logs and some kindling on the grate, and got a good fire going. “Would you care for something to drink? Or eat?”
“What do you have to drink?”
“Tea and water.” It wasn’t much, but he had to limit his trips to the marketplace. Unfortunately, he spotted Informants around the area once or twice, and he couldn’t take the chance they’d catch his scent.
“Water is fine, thank you.” Ambrosia strolled into the living room. She stopped at the back of the couch and ran her fingers along the woodwork. “You really built all of this?”
“Yes.” Logan crossed the living room and headed into the kitchen with the fire burning. He wouldn’t have had furniture otherwise, not to mention the cabin itself. Nothing, except the forest, existed here before his arrival. It was one of the many reasons he figured it would be a safe place to hide.
“It must’ve taken you months of labor to complete.”
He never really thought about how much time had passed. It kept him busy—his hands and his mind. Logan shrugged. “I am not sure. I did not track the time.”
Ambrosia raised an eyebrow. “How’s that possible? Unless you did nothing else?”
“I did not.” He collected a cup from the cabinet and poured some water from the pitcher he always kept full. It was easier to keep cool water in the house during the fall and winter months. Not so much during the spring and summer. He poured a second cup for himself and carried both across the room to where she stood waiting.
“Thank you.” With a slight nod, she accepted the cup and took a sip. She stepped around the couch, her gaze flicking from one piece of furniture to the next before she turned back toward—Ambrosia bumped right into him, water spilling all over his fur and the floor as the cup fell from her hand. “Oh, gods! I’m sorry.”
“That is okay. Just a little cold,” Logan said. 
He crouched on his haunches at the same time she bent over to pick up the cup. She slipped on some of the water, knocked him backward, and fell on top of him. Not only could he see the flush in her cheeks, but he felt her embarrassment. It amused him. He liked her tiny frame on top of his larger one.
“Oh, gods!” Ambrosia pressed her hands against his chest to get to her feet in a scrambled attempt.
“Mmm, we should have fallen to the ground sooner.” A deep growl rumbled in his chest; he relished her touch. It was a turn-on.
Her eyebrows knitted together as she stared at him in utter confusion. “Why would you say that?” 
Although she wasn’t pushing against his pecs any longer, she stopped trying to get up. How honest should he be at the moment? Lifting his head close to hers, Logan wrapped an arm around her waist. “I enjoy having you against me like this.”
Ambrosia’s eyes widened, her body a little hotter. She shook her head. “Nothing about this is a good idea.”
“Says who?” Every part of him thought it was a great idea. He wanted her, and she wanted him. Where it went from there… well, that, he wasn’t sure was a good idea. He’d been on Markham’s list since he left Métamorphe. She deserved more than a hunted shape shifter.
“Your leader, for one,” she snapped.
Logan barely kept his snarl in check. He didn’t want to scare her off. “Please do not associate me with that male. I am no longer a part of that village.” Even if he were, he would never serve under Markham. He made that quite clear eighteen years ago. It was the reason he lived alone, away from his family, hidden away like a well-kept secret.
“I thought all of you backed him and his… purist lifestyle.”
“No. We do not all agree. Most simply are too afraid to go against him.” Informants hunted those that did. But he didn’t want to talk about that. Logan tucked a loose strand of her hair behind her ear. “I do not think there is any reason we should not explore this… attraction.”
She bit her bottom lip. Those bright amber eyes of hers stared at him. 
It took every ounce of resistance not to pull Ambrosia down or lean up and kiss her lips. As much as he wanted her, he’d never take a female against her will. That happened way too often in Métamorphe. It wasn’t something he supported.
“That I’m a hybrid… it doesn’t bother you?” Ambrosia asked.
“I think you are beautiful. That is all that matters.” He didn’t care that she was a mixture of species because, in his eyes, she was stunning. With her burgundy hair swept back in a messy ponytail, the soft sea green scales along her back and shoulders, her tight, round ass, and smooth, long legs that led to a set of talons he’d love to feel digging into his back. He was desperately trying to keep a particular part of his anatomy from reacting, but damn, his imagination made that problematic.
“What if I still don’t think this is a good idea, but I’m partial to a little fun?”
Logan slowly sat up with Ambrosia now in his lap, but that affected him less than he imagined it would. There was something else in her emotions that he felt besides attraction. Was it a concern? Was there someone she worried about? Maybe. He hadn’t bothered even to ask if she had—“Do you have a mate?”
“What?” Her eyes widened. “Gods, no! If I had a mate, coming to thank you again in person would’ve been the furthest thing from my mind.”
Thank Hades. He let out a sigh of relief. That wasn’t something he wanted for her either, not when he tried to claim the spot for himself. Wow, two days, and he was already thinking that far ahead. Logan shook the thoughts from his head. “That is good to know.”
Ambrosia inhaled and exhaled a deep breath. “It’s not that. We have a unique experience with shape shifters, my sister, and me. I worry about how getting involved with one would affect her. That’s all.”
A unique experience? He didn't ask if she had experience with shape shifters at all. It never came up. Not that she shied away from him before. Or even now. But he didn’t want to ruin the mood and ask either. There would be a time for it. After all, he was pretty patient. He could accept what she offered for now. Logan cupped her cheek. “I can handle a little fun.”
“Gods, I was hoping you’d say that.” Ambrosia sat up a touch and pressed her lips to his. Her tongue swept along the seam of his lips as she coaxed them open and deepened the kiss.
Fuck, she was hot. Logan wrapped an arm around her waist and quickly got to his feet. Damn. They were just kissing, and he was already hard as a rock. If all he had was fun, then he planned to take his time and enjoy every inch of her body. Logan lowered his hands to her tight, round ass and squeezed as he stepped forward, stopping when something crunched under his foot.
Breaking off the kiss, Ambrosia looked down before lifting her eyes back to his. “I think you just broke the cup.”
“Better the cup than the table.” He grinned. His lips crashed against hers as he walked around the couch and carried her to his bedroom. Although it wasn’t necessary, he kicked the door shut with his foot before heading to the bed in the middle of the room. Her legs remained hooked around his back as he climbed onto the bed and lowered her body against the mattress.
The pads of his fingers skimmed across the scales on her shoulders as he broke the kiss. Both of their chests heaved with ragged breaths. Logan stared into those bright, beautiful amber eyes and caressed the top of her head. “Are you sure about this?”
“Absolutely,” Ambrosia said. As if to emphasize her decision, she fused their mouths once again. Her arms unlinked from around his neck and stretched above her head. She released the kiss and nipped at his bottom lip. “Do I need to take it off myself? Or do you think you can handle that?”
“Oh, I can handle it, Your Highness.” Grinning wide, Logan skated a trail of kisses down her neck, over her collarbone, and ended at the dip between her breasts. He undid her ponytail as he continued the path down her body. He fisted a handful of hair, his fingers playing in her silky, burgundy locks as he pressed a kiss to her belly button. His cock hardened more at the prospect of just seeing her even half-naked. Hades, he bet she was exquisite.
Her body arched beneath his lips as her talons gently scraped over his ass. A low growl left his mouth at the tingling sensation that crept along the length of his spine. Hades, he loved the way her talons felt against his skin, especially as they slipped through his fur. His hands slid beneath her t-shirt and grazed her abdomen. The feel of her creamy flesh beneath his hands was like satin. It was soft and completely hairless. Hades, would her whole body be like that? 
Logan groaned as he pushed her t-shirt up. He brushed a trail of kisses and licked her soft, hairless skin. As her back arched, he wrapped his arm underneath her and tugged the top up and over her head. His gaze fell to the most beautiful pair of breasts he’d ever seen, each with a pert pink nipple.
“Like what you see?” Ambrosia asked.
Without hesitation, he nodded.
“Maybe you should show me how much,” she whispered and brought her hands to his arms. Her fingers sifted through his fur, inching their way toward his biceps, collarbones, and chest.
A deep rumble escaped his throat. He didn’t think his cock could get more erect, but, sure enough, it felt fucking stiff. He was more than ready to have her sex sheath his length, but he also wanted to take his sweet time. Logan lowered his head to the dip between her breasts as his fingers curled around her shoulders. He caressed the smooth green merfolk scales there, at her shoulder blades, and down her back as he wrapped his mouth around one of her breasts.
Ambrosia’s body bowed with a gasped moan, pushing her breast further into his mouth. Her hands found their way to his shoulder blades, and she dug in with her nails, her grip on him tightening. As she slid a leg along his side, her talons raked across his ass.
Hades, she tasted like utter perfection. It took every ounce of willpower not to rip her jeans off her body and drive his tongue deep into her sex. Logan switched to her other breast and sucked on her nipple as he kneaded the breast he’d just had in his mouth.
“Oh, gods!” Ambrosia cried out, wrapping both of her legs around his waist. She tugged him closer, her jeans creating friction and heat between them.
Gently brushing his thumb across her pebbled nipple, he licked a path from her breast over her collarbone and up her neck before he fused their lips. Fisting a handful of her hair, he caressed her thigh. He encouraged her to unhook her legs from around his backside with his touch. He unbuttoned and unzipped her pants, then stretched his body out as he released the kiss. Her glassy gaze stared back at him. “If I do not take them off now, then I am going to rip them.”
Her only response—she lifted her hips off the bed. “Then take them off.”
She didn’t have to tell him twice. Logan’s lips crashed against hers again in another deep kiss as he gripped the sides of her pants and underwear and tugged them down over her hips. He skimmed her neck with his tongue and brushed kisses down her body as he peeled her bottoms down the length of her legs.
Tossing her pants and underwear to the side, he slid down until his knees hit the edge of the bed. It was a good thing the bed was as big as it was. Not that he cared. His eyes raked over Ambrosia from her long, luscious, burgundy-colored hair to her bright, amber eyes and plump lips before taking in her slender neck and exquisitely smooth sea-green scales. Finally, he took in her beautiful round breasts, her flat belly, and her hips before his gaze widened at the sight of her hairless sex. “You are stunning.”
He heard her heartbeat quicken, and heat radiated off her body. Her vanilla scent permeated his nostrils until he could no longer contain himself. Logan licked her slit from end to end, keeping his hands across her abdomen to hold her in place as he sucked on her nub and drove his tongue deep into her sex.
Ambrosia cried out in ecstasy as she gripped the back of his head. Her talons scraped his shoulders, and she gyrated her hips against his tongue. “Oh, gods! Don’t stop!”
With the way she tasted, he didn’t intend to. He nipped at her nub, switching his hold from her belly to her hips, swirled his tongue, and drove at her harder and deeper. His eyes lifted so he could watch. He wanted to see what she looked like when she came.
Her hands moved to the bed, and her fingers curled, balling up the sheets as her body bowed and her hips bucked beneath his continuous assault of her sex. She moaned as his hands skated up her sides until he reached her breasts, pinching her nipples before he kneaded both of them.
“Oh, gods! I’m coming!” Her talons dug into his shoulders until little bites of pain shot straight to his cock as she exploded into his mouth.
With her juices coating his tongue, he lapped at everything she had to give him, sucking on her sex until he swallowed every drop. He’d tasted nothing so sweet before. Her taste was as intoxicating as her scent. Something he could get drunk off time and time again. Something he’d never get enough of having. 
As he crawled up her body, he pressed soft kisses across her abdomen. Logan sucked on each nipple and licked up her neck. When he hovered over her, their gazes met. Her lips crashed against his. He deepened the kiss as he lowered his body to hers until her breasts pressed against his pecs. Angling his cock at her slick entrance, he thrust inside her in one swift move. Fuck, she was tight.
She moaned into his mouth as her nails scored his back, and her talons gripped his ass. Feeling her sex sheathed around his cock stilled him. Her hips rocked against him. Ambrosia certainly seemed to know exactly how to get him moving.
Their tongues entangled as he fisted a handful of her hair, and he pistoned in and out of her. His cock never entirely left her slick folds. Hades, she felt terrific. The way she enveloped him was utter perfection. They fit together in ways he hadn’t imagined possible.
Breaking off the kiss, her back arched, pushing her breasts more against his chest as she met him thrust for thrust. Her nails raked down his back, and the grip she had on him with her legs tightened. Through ragged breaths, loud moans filled the surrounding air.
Logan buried his face in her neck. With one hand, he grabbed hold of her hip, and the other curled around her shoulder as he drilled into her faster and faster. He couldn’t tell where she ended, and he began. Her scent thickened in his nose. “Come for me, Ambrosia. Come for me.”
He gently dragged his canines down her neck and sucked on her shoulder for emphasis. He wasn’t marking her, though some part of him, deep down, felt the desire. That was something he wouldn’t do without her permission. Hades knew he wanted to. Now that he had a taste of her, he knew for sure she was his, and he wanted others to know who she belonged to, even if she didn’t realize it yet.
Her talons dug a little more into his ass as she cried out. The walls of her core seized around him, and an orgasm pulsated through her body. His set-off, exploding out of him in endless waves. Though their breathing remained ragged, it took several long moments for both of their bodies to still. Once their breaths settled, Logan nuzzled her neck and brushed a soft kiss across her pulse point. “Amazing.”
“Yes, it was,” she whispered as she stroked the back of his head and along his ears. Neither of them made any effort to move. Ambrosia pressed a tender kiss to his cheek. “It’s something I’d like to do again.”
Logan grinned widely. “Me too.”
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Ambrosia leaned her head back under the spray of the waterfall. Going to the basin this time of night was probably reckless, but she’d done it for years. Many of the merfolk hybrids in her village opted to go out into the ocean, but she preferred the basin for several reasons, like her sister. It was private, so she didn’t have to worry about peepers while she swam naked. Plus, it was peaceful and held plenty of splendid memories for her. 
Although, at that moment, those heart-warming memories weighed on her heavily. She’d been seeing Logan for a couple of weeks now. They had gotten together practically every day since the first time they had sex. No talking, just sex. That was their agreement. Why did she want to tell him about her father? His death? About her twin sister? That they were shape shifter hybrids? That it was the reason she hadn’t thought their involvement would be a good idea? Gods, all these things she purposely avoided.
Ambrosia ducked beneath the water. Gills opened on the sides of her neck, allowing her to breathe without issue, and she swam forward. Unlike other merfolk hybrids, she didn’t have a merfolk form. Just the gills when she swam underneath the surface and light green scales along her back. Nothing more. As she popped above the surface about halfway back to the basin’s edge, her gills closed and blended back into her neck. Her ears twitched when she heard leaves crunching above the din of the waterfall.
Logan stepped out from the treeline. He shifted from his animal form to his humanoid form. Although she heard the cracking and popping of his bones over the rushing sound of the waterfall, it didn’t bother her. She saw her father go through the same transition multiple times before his death. Ambrosia chewed on the inside of her cheek. Damn. She hoped she’d have more time to figure out her feelings for Logan before she saw him again. “What’re you doing here?”
“I was on my way home from the marketplace, and I caught your scent.” He strode a little closer and sat on a nearby boulder. “What about you? Kind of late for a swim.”
“Yeah, well, after a long night, I find this is the best place to be. Not only do I get my scales wet, but I get to relax a bit.” Not that it was the stress of running a karaoke bar that brought her here tonight. Nope. That belonged to him.
“Long night?”
Right. It was her decision not to discuss anything. “You said you came from the marketplace, right?” She paused and didn’t continue until he nodded. “Then I’m sure you passed by Zancle’s Rock. It’s a karaoke bar that my mom owns. Both my sister and I work there. I run the bar and handle most of the day-to-day activities, and my sister is in charge of the music.” Ambrosia half-shrugged. “I’m good at listening, and she’s good at socializing.”
“You? Not good at socializing?” He chuckled. “I do not believe that for a second.”
Smirking, she rolled her eyes. “Regardless, listening to nymphs, satyrs, and the occasional merfolk can get tedious. Anyone really.” This was why she had her office built behind the kitchen, as far away from the customers as possible.
“I imagine if you must listen to nymphs talk about their sexapades all night, it very well could get tedious. Mind if I join you?” Logan gestured to the water.
Ambrosia busted out in laughter. Sexapades. That was a good one. The water hid most of her body, but if he got too much closer, he’d probably see more. She opened her mouth and snapped it shut. It was a simple request. Why couldn’t she give him a simple answer?
“If that is not okay, then maybe I can just stick my toes in the water?”
She couldn’t deny him sticking his toes in the water or joining her either, could she? She wanted him to, but she also needed to tell him what weighed on her mind. It wasn’t a big deal. Her physical desire for him could remain in check. Ambrosia swallowed the lump in the back of her throat. “Um, it’s okay. You’re welcome to join me in the water.”
“Thank you,” he said as he stood. Closing the distance between them, he got into the water until it rose to his chest. His gaze stayed on her the entire time. “There seems to be something else on your mind. Care to talk about it?”
Ambrosia sighed. How did Logan know that? Either he was good at reading her facial tics, or he possessed an ability they hadn’t discussed. Seeing as he’d done it since they met, the latter seemed more likely. Not that she intended to ask. “Am I that easy to read?”
“Sometimes.”
She didn’t know what to make of his answer. It didn’t seem like much of one. Sighing again, she tilted her head and studied him. His aquamarine eyes lit up, sparkling against the night sky. A shiver shot down her spine. Good gods, when he looked at her like that, she could almost swear he saw every secret. She bit the inside of her cheek. There didn’t seem to be any good reason not to tell him the truth. No matter how much she questioned the decision.
Except he wasn’t an Informant. They carried marks on their right shoulders. And Logan didn’t have one. He just had scars. Not that she ever asked about those. Part of her wanted to know how he had gotten them. She even wanted to know about the one sibling he had mentioned. “Things are… changing between us. I just don’t know how to handle that.”
“Why does it have to be handled at all? Why do you not just follow the path and see where it leads us?”
Moment of truth. Ambrosia bit the inside of her cheek again. “You know how I told you that my sister and I… we have a complicated relationship with shape shifters?”
“Yes. I remember that.”
How did she tell him this? Gods, she didn’t know. Just blurt it out. No. That didn’t feel right. Her gaze dropped to the rippling water in front of her. Ambrosia opened her mouth and snapped it shut. Her eyes lifted back to his. “We’re what makes it complicated. Our father… was a shape shifter. My sister and I are hybrids.”
Logan stood there in silence, his eyes widening as he stared at her. “No part of you even looks shape shifter.”
“I know. That’s where it gets complicated. My sister and I are twins, mostly. I take more after our mother with the siren and merfolk ancestry, and my sister got more of our father. She has canine ears, just on the side, like mine.” She tapped her ears. “There are a few other things that differentiate us, not that any of that is the point. I guess it’s just… someone killed our father when we were young. That, combined with the fact that we hide that part of our genes, complicates our relationship.”
Inhaling and exhaling a deep breath, he scrubbed his face with his hand. Slowly, he nodded and stepped a little closer to her. “You are worried what she would think if she found out about our relationship,” he said, more than questioned.
“A little, yeah. Just by being who we are, we’re already targets. I know what happens to shape shifters who mate outside their species.” At least if anyone ever discovered them. Not that she wanted to admit it, but her attraction to Logan went beyond sex. She wanted a genuine relationship with him where they held hands in public and went out to dinner in the marketplace. But they couldn’t have that. Not with Informants constantly searching for hybrids like her. “My sister was closer to our father than me. She took it harder than I did when he died. You and me, I think if she found out, she’d see it as a disgrace to his memory, to everything he sacrificed to protect us.”
“Even if she saw you happy? Something I am certain your father would have wanted for both of you.”
No. Maybe. Her sister swore she’d never mate. That didn’t mean she had to follow the same path. Not that she was even thinking about mating Logan. It was way too soon for that. But she couldn’t deny that she cared for him. “I don’t know.”
He closed the distance between them. Reaching up, he caressed Ambrosia’s cheek with the back of his knuckles. “Do you think it would be worth it to find out? See where this goes?”
Part of her screamed, yes. The other part, the more logical part, understood everything he risked just by having sex with her. The last two weeks had been nothing short of amazing. If she were smart, she’d cut off all ties with him and end things before they couldn’t turn back. “I don’t get you. With what I just told you and how things work with your species, you’re still willing to risk being with me?”
“I have learned that some things in life are worth the risk.” Leaning in, he brushed a soft kiss across her lips. His mouth tugged into a smile as he stroked her cheek with his thumb.
She hoped that was true. No matter how much she told herself otherwise, it was already too late to turn away from Logan. Grinning, Ambrosia wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her body against his. “I guess there are.”
A soft growl came out of him. “You are very naked.”
“That, I am.” Hooking her legs around his waist, she fused their lips together. Something about this kiss was different. It was unhurried. Even the desire she felt coming from him was different. It wasn’t the urgent, uncontrollable need she was accustomed to feeling.
Shivers ran down her spine as his hands gingerly traversed her back and cupped her ass. He turned them both around, deepening the kiss and starting toward the edge of the basin.
Ambrosia caressed the nape of his neck as their tongues entangled and the kiss deepened further. Good gods, this wasn’t like anything they shared with one another before. It was like they both wanted to take their time and genuinely enjoy each other. Not that she thought for one second they’d make it back to his cabin. Besides, they were utterly alone. 
Logan climbed out of the water, and it sluiced off both their bodies. His fingers skimmed along the small of her back, inching up the length of her spine. He followed the pattern created by her scales.
It was nothing more than a tender touch, yet she arched into it. His caresses sent blasts of heat to her core. She moaned into the kiss and gently raked her fingers along his shoulders as he eased her back onto the grassy area of the ground. Not that it felt cold in the slightest against her bare skin. Every part of her body was warm, and he’d barely touched her.
With a low rumble in his chest, he broke the kiss, trailed a path down her jaw, and nipped at her shoulder. Lowering his body to hers, he continued the trail he’d started and swirled his tongue around her pert nipple, then latched onto her breast. As one hand fisted a handful of her hair, the other kneaded her other breast.
Letting out a soft gasp, her back bowed, pushing her breasts into him. Heat radiated through her body. It just made her want to touch him more, to learn every nuance. She gently dragged her talons across his ass, skimmed her nails over his bunched-up shoulders, tracing each muscle. It didn’t matter how much of him she felt beneath her hands; she still yearned for more. He seemed all too happy to comply.
His mouth switched from one breast to the other, not that it stopped him from paying both breasts attention. He used the tips of his claws to caress her collarbone and brushed a thumb over her nipple.
Between the way he touched her and the desire that rolled off him, her body was on fire. She had an inferno building in her core. Ambrosia’s nails skated up his spine, along the nape of his neck, and across the backs of his ears. Her talons raked over his ass again until they reached the small of his back, splitting her thighs wide.
Logan growled. He gently traced a path along the valley of her breasts, down her abdomen, and then across her belly with his claws. Retracting his claws, he rubbed her nub with his thumb as he slipped one finger inside of her.
Moaning, she rocked her hips against his finger as his lips crashed against hers. She swept her tongue along the inside of his mouth. For the first time since they’d met and agreed to a sexual relationship, she felt every emotion coming off him in small waves. It wasn’t like he just poured his feelings into the kiss as he deepened it once more. No. This was something more. Something she’d never felt before. Something she couldn’t quite explain. Not that she was sure she was ready to, either.
Her talons dug into his back as he slipped another finger deep inside of her. As his fingers slowly penetrated her sex repeatedly, she rocked her hips against him. Ambrosia broke the kiss, both of their breaths ragged as she tightened her grip on his shoulders. “Oh, gods. Don’t stop.”
Burying his face in her neck, he nipped at her shoulder and rubbed a small circle around her nub. He licked along her neck and then nibbled on her ear. “Come for me.”
Somehow, her body heard his instruction. She didn’t know if it was the way he whispered the words, or if it was the jolts his tongue shot straight to her core, or a combination of both. Whatever caused it, the inner walls of her sex clenched around his fingers. An orgasm pulsated through her body as she cried out his name.
Logan kept his fingers inside her and helped her ride out the release. His gaze fell to hers as he pulled his fingers out and licked them clean. “I love how you taste.”
Her eyes widened ever so slightly, and she bit her bottom lip as she watched his tongue work over his fingers. For a moment, she almost swore she could feel the gentle roughness of his tongue at her slit, but his head was nowhere near the apex of her thighs. Logan nuzzled her neck before his lips fused to hers once again. He stroked down her side, gripped onto her hip, and slowly eased his cock deep inside her sex.
Skimming her fingertips down his back, she rocked her hips as he slowly drove his cock into her repeatedly. As their tongues entangled more, she couldn’t tell where her breath began and his ended. Gods, she loved the way he felt with his body pressed against her like this. Despite their height difference, they fit together like perfect puzzle pieces. 
The gentle strokes of his shaft against her inner walls were torturous, but she wouldn’t change any part of this. It wasn’t just how good he felt on a physical level. It was more profound than that. Somehow, he had wiggled his way into her heart. This time between them expressed everything they both felt. Even if neither of them could speak their truth, it didn’t change how sensuous this was between them—something she never wanted to end.
Her hips lifted to meet his thrust for thrust as a low growl rose in his chest. She loved that sound and desperately wanted him to make it again. Ambrosia dragged her hands across his back, his fur sifting through her fingers as she explored every contour and inch of his muscles. Her talons raked down his ass, splitting her thighs wider, which allowed him to penetrate her deeper.
Another growl left his mouth as he buried his face in the crook of her neck. He tightened his grip on her hip as he braced himself with his other arm. He pistoned in and out of her sex, faster and harder.
Each stroke of his cock sent a jolt of lightning through every synapse of her sex. It was like she felt him deep in her core. Arching her back, she dug her nails into his shoulder blades. Her thighs tensed, and a powerful orgasm slammed through her body. Ambrosia cried out in ecstasy.
Logan bit down on her shoulder with a roar as an orgasm exploded out of him. His fingers dug into her hip as the two of them rode out their releases together. A moment passed, and he licked the mark he’d left on her shoulder.
Both of their chests heaved with ragged breaths as they lay there in silent bliss. She lazily stroked up and down his spine. There wasn’t any hurry for either of them to move. That he marked her kind of surprised her. It was something she’d seen on her mother’s shoulder. According to her father, it was the way a canine shape shifter marked their mate. That didn’t seem likely. She and Logan hadn’t mated. Despite that minor fact, his action didn’t bother her. Not in the least. As her breathing steadied, she pressed a kiss to his forehead. “Just…wow.”
“I could not have said it better.” Logan’s gaze met hers. He brushed a loving kiss across her lips. 
Staring into those bright aquamarine eyes of his, Ambrosia smiled. She saw the change between them, even felt it. Maybe this was the beginning.
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Once afternoon meal passed, Derrick met Gabby at the river right outside the borders of the territory of Métamorphe, just like they did anytime they could. But she’d been distant lately, avoiding him, refusing to tell him what was wrong. The situation what it was, these moments they could steal away were so precious. 
She stood at the water’s edge, her arms crossed over her chest, the sunlight glinting off her pure-white fur. The tip of her tail flicked back and forth ever so slightly as she stared into the aquamarine water of Ryn River. Derrick’s ears twitched as he listened intently, searching for any sign that another was nearby. Nobody followed him, but he had to be sure. Confident they would remain alone; Derrick shifted to his humanoid form and crossed the grass where she stood. As he came up behind her, he placed his hands gently on her shoulders. She flinched away from him, and he frowned. 
“Gabby…” Placing his hands on her shoulders again, he gently turned her around. She refused to look at him. Fear spiraled in his gut. “Tell me what is going on. What is wrong?” She didn’t speak, not even as he placed a finger under her chin and tilted her head up, trying to catch her emerald-green gaze. He towered two feet taller than her in either form. But she had never appeared afraid of him. Never jerked away from him. Not once. They’d been together three years now, despite their different forms, his Informant status, or how it affected their relationship. The punishments were more extreme for those in his position than for the regular inhabitants of the village. Should Markham discover he had mated without permission, the punishment would be more severe. Yes, many openly frowned upon the different forms together, but no one in the pack was ignorant of what that truly meant. Neither of them ever cared about any of that, though. They only cared about being together in whatever way they could. 
“Please, talk to me.” 
“I do not know how.” Gabby’s voice trembled. “This was not supposed to happen, Derrick. This, this was not…” She visibly swallowed. “I was taking the herbs. I do not know what happened.” Tears spilled onto her cheeks, disappearing into her fur. 
A slow chill spread through him as a sinking feeling filled him up. Derrick closed his eyes and drew her body against his. “Oh, Gabby… Oh, gods. You are with child.” It wasn’t a question. It didn’t need to be.
“I believe so. I cannot confirm it for a week or so longer. But I think so. I…” 
As she dissolved into sobs, he held her even tighter against him. So many emotions rolled through him all at once he almost couldn’t sort through them. Having a young, especially with your true mate, should be joyous news. A life they created together; their love made manifest. But they could never have children and raise a family. Not here. Not under Markham’s rule, with his laws such as they were. 
Especially for a couple like them. 
Lowering their bodies to the ground, Derrick held her on his lap, stroking her ears and the back of her head, letting his touch drift down her side. He kept his senses on high alert, ensuring he would hear anyone who drew near. He was quiet as he allowed her to calm. After several moments, he spoke, “Everything is going to be alright. I am going to make this alright.” 
“How in Hades’ name do you expect to do that, Derrick? If I am truly with child…” She shook her head. “As soon as Markham discovers it, you and I both know I will be no longer. And you—” 
“Stop it, Gabby. Do not speak of that. It will not happen.” But he was fooling himself. Markham didn’t allow the different forms to mix. Period. The male’s obsession with purity of blood would never allow that. If she was with child and refused to leave the village because he couldn’t, there would not be another outcome. And that outcome was not something he would, or could, allow. “I was going to tell you. I got a lead on Logan.” 
“Another one?” 
“This time is different. I am sure of it.” At least he hoped. It was all he had to hold on to these days. “He has stayed hidden for this long. Perhaps he can help us. He may even know how to leave the isle.” Or kill Markham. Not that it was likely even possible. Leaving the isle, though, maybe he would know how to do that. If they could manage that, his Informant status wouldn’t matter. Sure, if a shape shifter deserted the pack, Informants hunted them across the isle and dragged them home to make an example of, but he doubted Markham would send anyone after him and Gabby if they left completely. Too much work. If they could figure out how to escape and he could get their families to come too, he knew Gabby’s twin would come; those two would follow each other anywhere. Her mother would be the issue.
“If Logan knew how to leave the isle, he would not still be on it. I never knew him well, but even I know that.” 
“His bloodline is still here. His family lives in torment like the rest of us because of the ways of our king. I do not think he would leave without them. I am going to seek him out and attempt to speak with him.” 
“And what if nothing comes of it?” The weariness in her voice made his heart break. 
“Then I will continue to search for a solution until I find one.” Derrick lifted her chin until their eyes met. “I will not give up on life with you, Gabriella. Never. You are my life. I will
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