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	This book is M/F/M

	If you don’t know what that means…It means

	one woman…two men. Casadea is the second most powerful Elemental with in the series, and due to her age…she cannot control the power by herself, so she needs two Supreme Alphas.

	So, if you are not into two men sharing one woman, this is probably not the book for you! PS, this book is messy, as it begins the series

	This book is not a Pretty, Peachy Keen, Menage Urban Epic Fantasy Romance like many others out there; so don’t expect that here. 

	This book will probably piss you off, because it is filled with drama, heartbreak, anger, and frustration, until the three people involved come to terms with their love, what it is to them, and who and what they will become once 

	they each accept it and the power.
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		On Pg. MFM Explicit Graphic Sexual Situations

		British/Language written in text/Slang

		On PG. Attempted Murder…

		On PG. Accent/Written into dialogue

		On PG. Murder…

		Dark Magick Curses…

		Violence

		Cliffhanger to the Next Book

		Lots of Profanity



	please adhere to Advisement.
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	Rated-R Reader Discretions is Advised 18++.

	Be sure to check out the back of the book for pertinent author info, a word glossary, as well as genres as well.
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Chapter One

	Seattle Washington...

	Friday Night
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	4:30pm… 
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	and I had no desire to go to work. I was on my sixth month as a bar back, and so wasn’t happy about it. I went to bartending school just like the next jerk-off, not to mention had been tending bar since my twenties, so I had experience up the wazoo; therefore, I figured it was my lil brown face that was keeping me as a bar back. 

	Most of the bartenders here at Slapjacks were white or were so ethnically challenged; that they looked white.

	Don’t get me wrong, most of them were cool as shit; but it was one of those, “Hey you’re cool and all, but that’s not my problem,” white people answer. 

	Except for Cole.

	Cole was my dude and always down. 

	The servers were awesome too, and that was probably because most of them were minorities. Dena was Black, Kerri Asian, Melissa Mexican, Aja, Middle Eastern, and Manook African. I’d been here for the last eight months, first as a server because the funky ass owner thought I was pretty for a “Black” girl, but I guess I didn’t actually have the package for being a bartender like Mina, Servia, and Meghan. 

	That was all plastic there. 

	Apparently, my boobs weren’t big enough, but then I guessed my brown skin just might not have been the delicacy I saw it as. I wanted to be a bartender just like the rest, but my boss Frank was a gaping fucking asshole who basically wanted me to fuck him to get the position; and I'd die before I'd fuck that bald fat fuck! 

	I had my pride…which was why I was looking elsewhere.

	I had an interview the day before at Noir, and it seemed to go well; so, I was now crossing my fingers. I sighed as I put on my cutoffs, the button up flannel and white summer blouse, cowboy boots, and finally the fedora. 

	Just like me to balk the system. 

	Seattle was a pretty cool place to live, however the humidity and rain all the time sucked ass. I seized my purse, my keys, then headed out my front door. I frowned as I realized that Maggy wasn’t home again. She must have met some hottie, because she was going on three days now. I shook my head laughing, because Maggy was one wild ass white girl. 

	She was down for shit…that even I had to seriously think twice about. 

	But hey, I say live and let live! It was so not my place to be judging anybody; especially growing up in NYC. I was the only Black girl for miles that tended bar, or almost tended bar; so, I was kind of a novelty. I couldn't even count the numbers drunken men gave me; but I was looking for that spark…no matter if it was a bar. I’d moved to Seattle from New York, because after spending my entire life there; I just felt at 32, I needed a change of pace. 

	I had a degree in nursing, but after the first four years I realized you needed to be a special kind of person to want to relieve the suffering of the world; especially when 70% of it belonged to ungrateful dick head assholes!

	I’d been on what I called a hiatus for the last two years, at the annoyance of my mother. My mother, a Puerto Rican-Jamaican woman had worked her entire life, and now that she was up for retirement; she still couldn’t seem to want to retire from her civil job. 

	So, the very idea of someone taking off two years and just roaming spelled lazy to her. My dad on the other hand, he grew up in Jamaica unlike my mother, so he got a kick out of what I was doing; because he said he did the same thing in his 20s hopping from island to island. I laughed as I thought about his chocolate face, and that Cheshire grin he was never able to get away with…with my mother. I remembered the looks on my parent’s faces when I told them I was leaving New York. My dad laughed nodding in agreement. 

	My mother on the other hand, I swore was going into cardiac arrest! My parents had lived for 30-years in one borough never even venturing outside of their borough unless it was to fly to Jamaica or Puerto Rico; so, to my mother the fact that I was moving actual states away and not cities nearly caused her to lose her mind.

	My brother Corey thought it was a joke too, until my last week there. He swore he would come out and visit, and now here I was eight months later. Things weren’t actually going as planned, but I guessed they could have been worse. I wasn’t homeless, and I wasn’t turning tricks…so yeah…my life was pretty okay compared to some. Plus, I figured if it got that bad, I could always just go back to nursing. 

	My license was still valid, I made sure I stayed up on procedures and the latest new techniques; I just wasn’t feeling it anymore. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for; I just knew I’d know when I found it! And as for my love life it was pretty much shit too, but surprisingly, I was okay with that too.

	There had been a couple of guys who I was nearly tempted to go home with, but at the end of the night that something was still missing. However, there was this one dude who came in on the regular, but I could never get a good enough look at his face. He was always in the shadows, almost like he was hiding from something or someone. 

	For six months now, I would see him park himself at the same booth, at the same time each night, and order the same thing. He rarely spoke to anyone and would simply sit there drinking his beer. He was nice looking from what I could see, but he never spoke to me, so we sort of kept up this silent watching contest. Him watching me, and me watching him.

	Then there was six-three-and a half ass spanking hot Cole. 

	I thought sighing, but that was a complex issue I was so not touching…Cole was a hoe . I groaned as I opened the door to the bar, then sighed again as I saw Frank's fat ass. I hated that motherfucker, and I swore if he rubbed his stank ass crotch up against me one more time pretending, he couldn't get pass me; I was going to smash a beer bottle over his fucking head. 

	He sent me a leering grin, and it made my stomach turn as I saw his yellow ass teeth.

	Yellow from years of smoking, and God only knew what else.

	"What up Cass?" Kenny called smiling as I walked through the door. Kenny and I were the only black people in the spot, and we would laugh after hours attempting to get rid of each other; because Kenny stated that you can't have two token blacks! 

	He was a dumb ass, but he was mad cool. 

	"He finally letting you take over?" Kenny asked, and I frowned.

	"Hell no…I'm sick of his fat ass!" I spat, then looked around to make sure Frank wasn’t within ear shot.

	"Sure, about that? The roster said you were up tonight?" Kenny laughed as he hauled the keg towards the bar, and I rushed into the back room where the schedule was. 

	Sure enough, my name was first bartender, and I did a little dance.

	"See what happens when you keep to your morals." Frank laughed, and even though I wanted to punch him in his face; I nodded slightly, then walked out the room. 

	He was a creep and a fucking pervert, and nothing could change that.

	And I sure as hell wasn't as grateful as his nasty ass look implied.

	"Saddle up…you ready to ride solo tonight?" Jeff asked laughing as he walked from the back carrying a case of glasses, and I returned his laugh.

	"Well it's not really like I'll be by myself…aren't you on too?" I sent back, and he grinned.

	"Yea, but not until ten-pm; so, you got this by yourself." Jeff stated frowning slightly now, and I sighed.

	"I got this…believe." I grinned, and it was like famous last words. 

	I hadn’t worked that hard in a long time! 

	I felt like I was back in E.R! 

	It seemed like every time I thought I could take a breather, more people packed themselves into the bar!

	"Fucking shit!" I moaned, and Jeff laughed.

	"Told you! It's one thing bar backing, it's another actually bartending. Not to mention, I think the college is doing some kind of open house; so, all the kidies are away from their parents tonight. Just make sure you're checking IDs." Jeff laughed, and I nodded as three more what looked like freshmen grinned at me. 

	I was completely surprised that their IDs said twenty-one.

	 


OMG! 

	Got Dayum!
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	By 10pm… 

	[image: Image] I was so ready for Jeff to take over. I had another three hours to my shift, but it wasn't as bad with Jeff and the two new bar backs Frank hired yesterday. I poured myself a shot of tequila, then chased it quickly with a beer.

	"Now that hit the spot." I exhaled grinning, when someone laughed.

	"Can I buy you another?" He said, I turned, when my mouth nearly dropped to my almost nonexistent boobs.

	"Sure." I smiled as I recognized the shadow dude. "And you are?" I grinned widely, because he was way better looking than I’d imagined. 

	Details cover model for fucking sure! 

	Cropped blonde hair on the sides, but just a bit darker there. Longer on the top, and a lighter blonde, seriously intense ice blue eyes, at least two days scruff on his chin, and forearm tats.

	"Name's Case." He said with a lopsided grin, and I nodded completely feeling him; as I turned my back for a second to pick up my mouth and compose myself. I turned back around with a big smile.

	"Well thanks Case, what can I get ya?" I smiled, and he returned it.

	"I'll have the same, but a shot of Jameson." He stated nodding to my duo. I nodded, poured out the shot, he downed it, then I put the beer on the bar. "So how long have you actually worked here?" He asked looking around, and I smiled as I wiped the bar down.

	"About eight months." I countered, and swore I detected an accent as I handed the older man next to him his rum and coke. 

	Higgins was pretty much a fixture of the bar. 

	Jeff told me that Higgins had been coming in since as far back as Jeff could remember, and Jeff'd been at Slapjack’s for the last five years. I remember groaning at that, praying that it wouldn't take me five fucking years to actually get my shit in order and figure out what the hell I wanted to do with my life.

	"I've seen you here before, but I was never sure if you were new or not." He said, and I smiled.

	"Stalking me?" I grinned, and he laughed.

	"Maybe." He sent back grinning wider, and I couldn't help the wetness I suddenly felt between my thighs.

	"Well I'm off at one-am if you wanna stick around." I countered attempting my sexiest look, and it must have worked; because he grinned, raised his glass to me, nodded, then sauntered off to his usual spot.

	"Well la-dee…never thought I'd see the day that prim and proper Caseda would pick up a total stranger at a bar?" Dena purred, and I laughed sending her the finger.

	"With looks like his, it would be a complete waste if I didn’t." I winked laughing, and she did too.

	"That right there girl… dayum." Dena sighed, took her drinks, then walked towards the tableful of college guys.

	 


Chapter Two

	Two Hours

	Later
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	The next… 
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	two hours flew by and by 1am I was exhausted. As if on cue he suddenly appeared grinning, I laughed, then nodded.

	"Let me just get my stuff." I called over my shoulder, and he nodded smiling. We walked from the bar together, and when I saw his beat-up truck I paused. He shrugged grinning, and I sighed. 

	Well at least it drove. 

	I thought as I hopped in as he opened the door for me.

	"So, Case…tell me about you?" I said, and he laughed.

	"Not much to tell. I'm single, never married, no kids, and I do pretty well for myself." He said smiling.

	"Really, and what is it that you do…well for yourself?” I countered, because he hadn’t answered the question. I detected that accent again, but he hid it well. If there was one thing I could spot in a minute, it was a liar, and fakeness. 

	I’d always just attributed it to growing up in Brooklyn.

	"This and that?" He said smiling, I nodded, but frowned deeper. 

	I prayed he didn't do something illegal. 

	Suddenly my spur of the moment adventure was a bit chilling. 

	I really didn't know this guy, and I'd hopped into his truck like nothing.

	"I won't hurt you …if that's what you’re thinking." He suddenly said as he placed his hand on my knee as if he were reading my mind, some of the tension ebbed from my 

	 


body; but I was still on alert.

	 


Brier 

	Washington…
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	Ten minutes…

	[image: Image] later we drove into the driveway of a very nice-looking house, he hopped out, then came around the car to open my door. As I hopped down, he drew me into his body, then kissed me. I couldn't help the moan; his grin grew as he drew away from me, took my hand, then led me towards the house. He fumbled for his keys, then opened the door ushering me in.

	"No need for lights just yet." He stated, then tugged me up the hallway towards some rooms. Before I could see the room…he was already unbuttoning my blouse. He sighed as his hands touched my skin, and I bit back the moan as he pinched my nipples.

	"Sorry…not much there." I said, and he chuckled.

	"As long as it's a mouthful…it’s just fine with me." He countered, lifted me, then took me to his bed. He stripped off his clothes in a hurry, reached for my jeans, then shimmied them down my thighs.

	"I've thought about fucking you for the last six months now." He murmured against my skin, and I gasped as his hand encountered my clit through my undies.

	"Seriously?" I moaned surprised as he hooked his fingers in the fabric, and it gave way. I gasped, he laughed, then buried his face in my pussy.

	"Yes! Just the smell of you drove me crazy for months." He groaned against my clit, and I panted from the pleasure.

	I thought his words weird, but the pleasure of his mouth clouded out everything else.

	"Oh shit!" I cried as he lapped me up, sucking my clit into his mouth. His tanned face between my legs was a turn on as the moon poured into the room. The contrast of our skin together looked amazing to me, and I wanted him on top of me.

	"Fuck me now!" I groaned, and he shook his head no.

	"Not yet baby…I'm not done." He murmured against my clit, and I screamed. Over and over his mouth fucked me, until I couldn't take it anymore; gripped his hair, then pried him off my clit.

	"Now! I want to feel that hard dick of yours!" I moaned, he laughed, then did exactly what I said. He jerked my body into his, threw my legs over his amazingly tight forearms, then sent hot dick straight up to my cervix; and I screamed. His mouth swallowed my scream as he ground his hips into me!

	"Shit…shit…fuck!” I shrieked as he continued to work his magic, his hips taking on an urgency and a bounce that I had never felt in my life from a man; as if fucking me was his number one aim, and my pleasure was utmost.

	“It is.” He hissed, I gaped up at him; but before I could comment he sucked my lip into his mouth, and I moaned; because it seemed as if his dick had not only grown in size but pulsated inside of me giving me pleasure I had never fucking had in my life.

	“Case!” I yelled, he laughed into my throat, nodding as he jerked back sucking my nipple into his mouth biting, and I screamed again as he worked his hips into me. I gripped his pale ass cheeks driving him deeper inside me and could have sworn he growled.

	"Put yer legs on my shoulders baby…I wanna feel how deep this hot pussy is." He moaned, I did as he instructed, then nearly stopped breathing as he drove his dick up even deeper growling again. 

	I wasn’t sure what was up with the growling, but fuck if it wasn’t a turn on.

	"God yes, oh God yes baby!" I shrieked, and he fucked me even harder now the bed smacking the wall, as his balls  slammed into my ass. He suddenly pulled out, slipped his dick into my ass; and I screamed from the pleasure pain it sent through my body. He brought his hand around, inserted two fingers into my gaping pussy, and I began to squirm on the bed.

	"You like this dick don't you! You like me fucking this hot ass of yours don't you!" He groaned, pulled out of my ass, took the condom off, then rammed his hips forward and I howled from the pleasure.

	"No." I moaned shaking my head, because he was bareback, but his mouth covered mine.

	"Shush…I'm clean." He growled, and I could have sworn that sounded so fucking real! 

	"Fuck me… now." He commanded, flipped us, and I was suddenly on top of him. 

	"Ride this dick like you own it." He demanded, I did just that, flinging my head backwards enjoying my ride.

	"Fuck…fuck… fucking shit!" He groaned, then rose up to meet my thrust, jerked me down, then rose all the way up to embrace my body. 

	" Fuck you ride good baby. Shit …I need to taste you. Can I baby…please?" He groaned as he laced his fingers in my hair, jerked my head back exposing my neck; and I nodded assuming it was part of the sex, thinking nothing of it. I inhaled as he suddenly bit me, and the most exquisite feeling spread through my body. 

	I screamed in succession as orgasm after orgasm shot through my body, him continuing to pump me full of hot dick as he sucked on my neck, my body spasming into each new orgasm .I collapsed on top of him wide-eyed then. 

	Never…and I mean never in my life had a man made me cum like that; not to mention more than once in one sitting.

	"What...the fuck...was that?" I panted and felt his smile on the side of my face. He drew back from me grinning, I frowned, because his canines were seriously long. He smoothed the hair back from my face, kissed my lips, then placed me on the bed next to him.

	"Me fucking up and making you my mate." He whispered fuck, I jerked back, then gasped as his eyes turned amber. I scrambled up from the bed, snatched up the sheet to cover me, then stared at him completely horrified. 

	"Fuck! Don't be afraid baby…I screwed up…but I promise when you turn, I'll be right here with you." He sighed as he rose running his fingers through his hair, then brought me back to the bed.

	"What do you mean turn?" I gaped as I jerked away from him.

	"I'm a were." He returned, sighed, then frowned running his fingers through his hair again; but that didn't mean a damn thing to me.

	"Aware… of what?” I sent back glaring.

	“No lovie, I am a Were?” He stated again with a slight chuckle and my frown deepened.

	“And what the fuck does that even mean?" I asked as I ran my fingers through my now nearly curly hair, staring at him wide eyed.

	"That when the moon rises on Thursday, you'll turn…we'll mate again…and we'll pretty much belong to each other after that. You as my Queen, and me as your King. I’m sorry, you’re something I wasn’t expecting…I swear to God! It wasn’t supposed to happen like this. I have never… fucking lost control like this in 9 centuries!" He groaned, and my eyes widened as I just stood there gaping at him.

	"I’m sorry…what?” I countered confused, as well as suddenly pissed off.

	"I never meant for this to happen! I wanted you for the last six months, but I never realized just what it is that you do to me. I knew you wanted me too, every time you looked in my direction, plus I could smell your lust…but I lost it baby; and I’m fucking sorry!” He moaned, rose, when I swatted his hand away from me.

	"I did too, but whatever this is…I didn't sign up for that shit!" I said, then began jerking my clothes on shocked.

	I texted for an Uber, snatched up my purse, then walked out his front door.

	“Damn it Caseda…wait!” He yelled, and I paused turning to glare at him. 

	How the hell did he know my full name? 

	Most of the people I worked with didn’t even know it! 

	They just thought it was Cass, and I never corrected them. 

	I was surprised that the Uber showed up that quick, jumped in just as he cleared his front door, then looked back my heart pounding in my chest. What the fuck did I just get my ass tangled up in? 

	I saw his eyes flash, but what scared me more… was the grin that followed afterwards. 

	It promised this wasn’t over.

	 


Chapter Three

	Monday….
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	I exhaled deeply… 
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	as I walked into work seriously not feeling it. I frowned because as much as I wanted it, I was a bit annoyed to see my name for opening bartender. I seriously didn’t want to work that hard tonight, so I prayed since it was Monday…we’d hit a lull. I looked at the clock, then exhaled noisily; because I had about a half an hour to get myself ready, and out of this funk. 

	I took a bite of Cole’s chili fries over his shoulder, when he grinned looking up at me backwards.

	“Hey babe, what’s up. You feeling okay?” He asked frowning as he turned in his chair, bumped my knees, and it caused me to straddle his lap. I sighed, then laid my head on his shoulder straddling him, wrapping my legs around his waist; my new auburn hair color falling onto his shoulders.

	“No, I’ve felt like shit since Friday.” I moaned, and he rubbed my back. 

	Cole was such a sweetie! 

	I swear. 

	He was the kind of guy you doodled and dreamed about, because he was so fricken amazing as a person too; even if the looks could drop panties in mere seconds, not minutes. I’d had a thing for him when I first started working here. Like seriously bad too, where I felt like I was in the seventh grade with my first crush again. I hadn’t met anyone hotter than him, before I met the supposed wolf. 

	But I wasn’t stupid enough to believe that Cole would ever be into me or be faithful for that matter. He stood about 6’2 1/2, dark brown hair, and sexy emerald -green eyes.

	“Nothing to do with the dude you left with on Friday?” He asked pulling back from me, and I sighed shaking my head no.

	“No, he was just some weird ass. The sex was off the fucking chain, but he has serious issues.” I exhaled as I rose from Cole’s lap, then grinned as I looked down at the woodie he was sporting…when he grinned shrugging.

	“Really Cole? Thanks babe. That’s the best…right there.” I grinned back winking, when he flung his head back laughing as I walked into the bar area. As I checked off the night’s set up, I sighed thinking about crazy. 

	Fuck if he wasn’t so damned hot. 

	There was something about him that was seriously strange. 
I mean despite the fact that he kept growling like he was a damn wolf; but there was something else there drawing me to him. I shook my head, snatched up three of the vodka bottles, then restocked the Grey Goose. I knew damned well I wasn’t catching feelings for him over one fucking night! 

	I yowled at myself, snatched two bottles of tequila from the bin, then replaced them disgusted with myself. 

	But I swear, he’d touched something, and not just my G-spot! 

	It was like he knew me, and I knew him on another level; even if I was trying to ignore whatever the fuck it was that he’d done to me! All weekend I’d been thinking about nothing else! 

	Like there was some kind of call surging through me anytime I thought about him. 

	Three days…and two of those I was so sick that I thought he’d given me something, because he’d gone bareback, and I bit his lip too hard causing him to bleed, and neither of us noticed it until afterwards! I went to the E.R, and they looked at me like I was crazy; because the nurse said get over it and stop being a baby…I had a cold…tended to the scratches on my left breast and right thigh, then sent me home. But I was… a nurse! 

	What I was feeling had dick to do with having a cold! It mimicked it, like the cold/hot flashes, as well as the fever; but I’d broken six tiles in my shower, the glass mason jar we used for sugar, and my bed frame! 

	That wasn’t fucking normal! 

	I knew something was wrong, but everything in me denied what my childhood memories were screaming at me as true! 

	I still had his teeth marks on both sides of my neck, and my roommate Maggy kept grinning at me over the breakfast table this morning, until I finally screamed what laughing; then had to explain to her that I’d had the best…and I seriously mean most excellent sex I’d ever had in my life with a complete psycho stranger who thought he was a werewolf! I inhaled, took the case of Brooklyn IPA from the case, then began restocking them. 

	Those eyes had nearly been my undoing. Ice blue…but get this…with flecks of gold and green in them. 

	I had never in my life seen a pair of eyes like that, and I dated many plenty a white boy! And that body and tats, not to mention dick of his had me spinning Teddy all weekend long; which is how I broke the tiles in the shower in the first place; fixated on him! 

	But why did I always have to get the psychos! 

	I groaned, then commenced to get my shit in order for the Night.

	 


Seattle

	Washington…
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	Case...

	[image: Image] couldn’t seem to stop pacing. He frowned as Nita placed the cup of coffee on his desk sighing. 

	“This can’t be good Case?” She said, he rubbed his temples, sighed, then growled.

	“I know…my wolf is on one because of her! When I saw her, I thought it was complete bull shit. It’s me, after all. I’ve been through nine centuries and never once had a mate Nita! Shit, I’d completely given up on it. But as I sat watching her for the last six months like some bloody stalker… every nuance, movement of her body, smile, flick of her wrist, the way she tilted her head, or spoke to someone; everything in me screamed that she was, whether I wanted to accept that or not!” Case growled, and Nita sighed again.

	“I’ll send Mac into you.” She offered; Case looked up from his pacing, sighed again, then nodded as he jerked off his tie, then threw himself into his seat burying his head into his hands.

	“What up wit chue?” Mac grinned as he walked into the room, his brown face lit up with a smile. However, when Case looked up, he gasped, then let out a long-drawn-out whistle. 

	“Damn, never thought I’d ever see the fucking day!” Mac screeched, and Case frowned at him.

	“Fine, but what the shit am I supposed to do Mac? My wolf is going insane! I can’t concentrate, was fucked up for the last three days, and can’t stop thinking of her. I marked her Mac! 

	And not once with my bite, but three times, as well as my claws! 

	Me Mac! 

	I lost fucking control after 9 centuries! Mate, I bit her without explaining it fully, not to mention without her permission! Its outlawed!” Case hissed, Mac huffed up, then frowned.

	“Then I guess it’s a good thing you’re Pack Master, and I got your back! But what the fuck were you thinking Case!” Mac yelled, and Case groaned burying his head again. 

	Only Mac could speak to him like that. 

	They’d been mates for five centuries, not to mention he was second.

	“That’s just it mate…I wasn’t…couldn’t; she had me that much on tilt! I swear, the minute I touched her I lost it! I don’t even know what happened Mac! I swear! She is something I can’t deal with, but my fucking wolf won’t have it any other way. Not to mention, she thinks I’m some psycho!” Case groaned.

	“Okay, but why would she think…you did not Case!” Mac cried, Case frowned, looked up at him with mournful eyes; when Mac’s widened, and he slumped on the sofa in Case’s office completely stunned. 

	“Shit man, you ain’t playing you got it bad. Fuck! But if the Elders find out, Pack Master or not, you’ll have to answer for it. You bit her right?” Mac asked, and his mouth dropped even more as Case looked up, then took a ragged breath nodding.

	“Yea, three times.” Case frowned, and Mac gaped at him.

	“Case! Dude it’s Monday! The Blood Moon is in three fucking days! When was the last time you saw her?” Mac yelled.

	“Friday, when it went down. I swear, I had no intention of ever even speaking to her. I’d been going there for the last six months now. She was beautiful mate. Deeply bronzed skin that seemed to glisten in just the right amount of light, legs that seemed to never end, and an ass that made my dick stand at attention; but I swear mate…I…never…intended on speaking to her! 

	“Then, she fucking looked at me! It was like something between us swapped, and my dumb ass offered to buy her a drink; the bleeding bartender! But I was surprised when her amazing looking golden eyes locked with mine, and she grinned saying yes. 

	“And that’s when I should have had a fucking think…and just legged it, but I couldn’t, I swear! I even teased her about going home with me, and I was stunned as shit when she agreed. One thing led to another, and my fucken wolf lost it! I not only bit her three times, but I marked her as well inside and out!” Case howled looking up at Mac, and Mac took a deep breath sighing. 

	He was Case’s Second, so whatever problem he had it was Mac’s job to help solve it; but shit, he wasn’t sure if he could help with this! 

	Especially if from what Case described was a woman of color! 

	If she said no, then she meant that shit, and Case was lucky he didn’t get his ass kicked on top of it. 

	Mac exhaled deeply, then frowned. 

	He’d never once seen his friend this bad in five centuries; so, she must have had some bomb ass pussy! 

	Mac thought chuckling to himself, when Case frowned up at him.

	“Yer not helping the situation!” Case snapped, and Mac laughed. They had a link…like no one else in the pack.

	“Fine, but I seriously don’t know what to tell you! Except to maybe explain to her what happened. And if she is your mate Case, don’t be tearing shit up! If this is a Black woman you suddenly find yourself mated with and to that shit is only gonna piss her off; and drive her even further away from you. 

	“That might be cute with the women you normally date, but here it could get cho ass kicked, not to mention cut. She won’t care that you’re a wolf. If you bit her, then I’m sure the change is already happening. Man, I can’t believe you fucking marked her!” Mac said exhaling deeply again.

	“I swear mate, I never meant to! But something about her body, the way she screamed me name; fuck, just thinking about it…mate…I swear. Like he knew we’d never get that again, so he was seriously marking her as his; whether I wanted him to or not.” Case moaned as his eyes turned amber, and Mac grinned.

	“Well, you better figure out something; because you have three days before she changes, then the Elders will get involved. And we definitely don’t want the fucking Numinous involved. I’d suggest you talk to Achak, Ki'somma, and Matcaw. Dude, they’ll understand that it was an accident. 

	“But if you keep this shit to yourself, then it’s bound to blow back on you. It’s not like you’re Beta man, you’re a fucking 900-year-old Alpha Pack Master. You’re not allowed to make mistakes like this!” Mac said, Case rubbed his temples even more, then nodded looking up at him.

	“I know mate.” Case countered, then sighed as he rose. “You got the rest of the day?” Case asked, and Mac grinned rising, fixing his tie on his handsome slate grey suit.

	“Yup, go handle yours. And remember what I said man, you dealing with a black woman; throw the shit you normally do out the window, because it won’t work with her.” Mac stressed, Case nodded, gave Mac a pound, snatched up his sportscoat and walked out his office.

	“McKenna & Jameson Attorneys at Law?” Nita answered the phone, then looked up as he nodded walking past her.

	“Feel better baby…believe me; they’ll understand. This isn’t like you.” She said placing her hand over the phone, he nodded, then walked towards the elevators.
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	Case sighed…
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	tossed his suit coat on his sofa, then sighed again running his fingers through his hair as he began to pace. 

	What the fuck was he going to do? 

	He was already stuck like stupid on her, and he barely knew shit about her! But he knew deep in his spirit and soul that she was the one. His actual mate, something he never thought he of all people would ever have. 

	It was why he lived like he did, not giving a shit about the women he dated, because he knew they weren’t the one; merely a pit stop to the one he was meant to spend the rest of his life with; he just never thought he would meet her in a bar!

	That face, that smile, the way she tilted her head when she flirted; it was driving him crazy just thinking about it! He knew his wolf would make him do some stupid shit too, if he couldn’t have her. He’d already acted like a stalker for the last six fucking months, he was just glad she hadn’t realized that every night she worked, he was there for her, and only her. He’d seen several of his pack there, but he’d kept to himself as if he were just having a drink, least they find out what he was really there for. 

	He could have sworn he saw Cole there, but he was focused so intently on her, that the Pope could have walked up to him screaming that he was going to hell; and he never would have even noticed him. Case sighed, massaging his temples again. 

	For three days, he’d had the headache and knew it was from her. The change was inevitable, and he’d pussied out, because he didn’t want to see the horror, let alone the hate in her face when he had to fully explain to her what he’d done to her. 

	He knew he needed to speak to the Elders immediately, but then he’d have to admit that after nine centuries he’d gotten twisted over a skirt, something he’d prided himself on not doing for centuries. He yelled, then threw himself on the sofa taking a deep breath. 

	But shit …she was like liquid heat. 

	And the way she’d screamed his name caused his balls to seize up, and he never came so friggen hard in his life. She’d kissed him back with all the pent-up frustration he’d had as well. 

	He glowered once more, because something between them seemed to have swapped, and he fucking needed her; even if everything in him wanted to ignore that. Case scowled deeper, jerked up from the sofa and headed towards the shower. He kicked himself on Friday night for not going back and cleaning up Pollux’s place, but he figured he wouldn’t care. Especially since Judy usually came on Mondays
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