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This is still dedicated to Nightwolf;

Who has opened a world of the Sámi to me!
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I dedicate this book to you, bro;

You will forever be Danner Man!
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A Small Word From The Authors

Here is the YouTube channel of Nightwolf.

https://www.youtube.com/c/FlakeyBwoy

Also: https://www.instagram.com/Flakeybwoy/
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Until the next book.

Framtida – future.

On a personal note. I, Kiltron would love to sincerely thank Lillith de’Lion for allowing me to feature some of her poetry in here. She is a fantastic writer. I humbly look forward to working on our little project together. It may involve Werewolves.
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The Poem
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The silence of desire brings forth the passion within my quiet moans,

Fingers will continue to caress my folds until the hungers gone.

-Desire’s Dream, Lillith de’Lion
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Aila went home before she would go meet up with her children. They were her children now. Olga was always like a daughter to her. Mikael is her son born of the mighty Wolfen Lord. Melody, a Sámi girl that she once despised, is mated to her son and Olga.

Aila sat at her desktop computer. It was a hardcore gaming machine that she never played much, if ever. Mikael did. The she-wolf let out a deep sigh. It felt good to be friends with Helga again, to be mated to her even. Her only regret is that she wished it happened over two thousand years ago. It was hard to fathom that she has lived so long.

Fafnir is finally free from his prison, and he is on his journey to re-mate his old mates.

Aila leaned back in her chair and smirked wolfishly. Helga had made it clear that he must do this. The Sámi Moon Shaman had threatened to take away his power. He growled and left in a sour mood. Aila was sure the first mate he came across would put him in a far better position again. She gave a silent chuckle to the thought.

The she-wolf clicked on her profile for DeviantArt. She browsed her notifications. She went to other people’s profiles and checked out their art. Then she came across some literature. There was a poem that caught her attention. It was called ‘The Alpha’s Mate’. She liked the sound of that. Aila began to read.

Omega was once what I was called before he took me as his mate,
One could say that it was many things but in, reality it was fate.
The first time that our eyes met there was something in the air,
A hint of musk the scent of which made me lose all care.

Aila stared at the monitor for a moment. She paused. There was something eerily familiar about this poem.

My skin began to tingle as my heart began to race,
I began to feel a burning desire and knew I must have a taste.
A need to have my chalice filled by the one who is so free,
With visions of us locked together with his blade inside of me.

Aila has felt just like this when she was with Fafnir. When he thrusted himself inside her. The Alpha let out a whiny pant.

This urge I knew that must quench regardless of what it takes,
It is now the time to prove my worth as I open, up the gates. 
At last, the cup shall be brimming with his precious seed,
The emptiness within will finally be replete with him inside of me.

Was this woman a werewolf? Could she have once been a mate? Who was this woman? Aila felt the need to know. Perhaps one day she would seek this woman out. She read on.

This tree will now bear his fruit when the season shall begin,
And I will never be called omega by another soul again.
I shall take my place by his side as we both accept our fate,
For I am now called alpha, and I am the Alpha’s mate.

Aila was in awe of this poem. It explained her and Fafnir together. It sent a shiver up through her body. What a beautiful poem. Aila read on through the profile. Read everything the woman wrote. When she was done, she came to the realization that this woman was not a werewolf but would make a great one. The she-wolf smirked wolfishly.

I would love to make a wolf of her, Aila thought.

Aila wondered who this girl had lost in her life to make her feel this way. Why in the metaphor of a werewolf? Not that it mattered. Aila made a point to one day to go in search of her. Those words moved her like no other. The she-wolf read the poem again. Tears of joy and sadness graced her cheeks.

Fafnir. Helga. My loves.
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We Ride
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My love!

My mate!

My Melody!

Why do you deny me?

-Olga
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Olga was leading this ride. She sat upon her hog and waited for Mikael and Melody to get their gear together.

“Come on you two. Time is a wasting,” Olga shouted to them.

Mikael and Melody seemed to be talking about something. He nodded and Melody ran over to Olga and climbed onto the bike behind the golden she-wolf. Melody’s arms went around Olga’s waist and her head leaned against her mate’s back. Olga gave a big wolfish grin to her other mate. Mikael laughed. He was happy that Melody was slowly coming around.

Olga revved her chopper, and they sped off toward the city of Luleå with a howl upon her lips.

Mikael sped behind and kept up to the wild she-wolf. This was freedom. They were of the Sundsvall pack. Aila’s pack. They were family. Sámi.

Olga felt rejuvenated with Melody sitting behind her. An energy she has not felt in a long time. The she-wolf let out a howl. Melody followed suit and let out a long howl of her own. Two she-wolves out to play. 

A deep howl sounded behind them over the roar of the road. Melody looked behind her and winked. Olga held up her middle finger with a smile on her face. Mikael laughed.

He was content to follow Olga’s lead. He has always been that way. Her experience on the road attested to it.

It would be about a four-hour drive to their destination. Longer if they stopped on the way. Which Olga planned on.

Olga pulled over on the side of the road near the town of Lansån. The she-wolf gave Melody a quick kiss on the lips.

“Wait here. I’ll be right back,” Olga assured.

Olga went into a stand of trees for a moment. Her hand transformed and clawed the bark. She wanted to be with her wife. To feel loved and the sexual contact. Olga craved it badly. She let out a soft whine and then sighed. A few deep breaths to steady her nerves.

She thought about Sitri. How she wanted to be mated to her also. Threads reached out and Olga got a response. She felt the demoness. It was amazing. This put her in better spirits. Olga smiled faintly. This was good news. She decided to head back.

Olga got back on her hog and nodded to Mikael. He nodded back with a smile.

“You ready for the ride of your life, my love,” Olga said to Melody.

“You bet your fine ass, I am, wife,” Melody said then kissed Olga deeply on the mouth.

Olga smiled wolfishly. It was time to ride. She made the sign of the horns to Mikael. He chuckled and shook his head. He knew Melody will come around. She just needed time to process her emotions and sexuality. This was all new to her. It was for Olga’s sake also, but she always went full in headfirst with her emotions. Never pulling her punches.

The trio sped off on toward their destination.
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Alpha of the Pod
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We breed;

We feast!

-Aglaopheme

She waited patiently.

A small yacht motored its way in the Bottenviken, just off the coast of Luleå. People dressed in their bathing suits. Drinks were served and the party continued. Music was heard as it bleared out across the waters.

Her head was above the water. Just enough for her eyes to peek out. The seas were calm this day. The day was hot again but there were still chunks of ice from the freak winter storm that happened. She had her suspicions on how that happened and hoped she was wrong in the assumption.

Aqua eyes watched everyone on the boat. How they interacted. What was said. Mannerisms. How they spoke. Most importantly, body language.

She planned on boarding the yacht. There was something that must be done. There were others with her. They were young and needed their first experience in the mating hunt.

She went underneath the waters and swam toward the party boat. She would show them a party like no other.

They reached the rear of the yacht, five in all, and climbed onto it.

Tail fins melted into small puddles of water to be replaced by legs. The five nude women stood on these legs. All were beautiful. Better to snag a mate.

“Come! Let us get this party started,” the lead woman said with a toothy grin.

They made their way to the deck above where the other people mingled.

Predatory eyes lingered on a male. He was a strongly build man with brown skin and spiraling tattoos that wrapped around his arms and legs. She liked what she saw. He would not be her prey this night. These humans were for her kindred. They have never mated. They were of age. It was time for them to breed. She smiled. Serrated teeth glinted in the pale light.

“Whoa! Who are they?” one of the men asked as he stared in disbelief.

The ladies looked at the newcomers and sneered, wondering why these other women were here.

Another of the men walked up to one of the new girls and said hello. She smiled and led him to sit down on a bench seat. He was in awe of her nude form. She was muscled and full of a toned belly that pouched out. She stripped his trousers down to his ankles and massaged his manhood until it aroused to a hardness ready for penetration. Then she mounted him. He winced as his penis took away her chastity. She let out a small squeal and then a gasp of pleasure overtook her. The woman moaned loudly as ecstasy grasped her in its clutches.

“Oh fuck, baby. We should put a condom on... oh god... before I cum,” the tattooed man pleaded.

But it was already too late. He exploded within the newcomer woman.

Suddenly they both went over the rail into the water below. The people in the party gasped in surprise.

“What the fuck was that
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