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			Prologue

			Charles, Charlie to most people who knew him, was so lost that he hadn’t any idea if he was walking on the ground or the sky. He knew the difference, of course, but it was so dark out tonight that if there had been a moon shining, he couldn’t see it. When he sat himself down on a log to get his bearings again, he paused in his thinking to look at what could have made the sound he’d heard.

			Terrified out of his mind when he saw glowing eyes looking at him, Charlie sat as still as he could. The eyes grew larger and incredibly more shiny as the beast made his way to him. He didn’t run, knowing that even if he knew where he was at the moment, the wolf would know it better. It would chase him down and kill him without any hesitation. 

			The wolf, a big gray fella, just stood there within a few inches of his outstretched legs. When he laid down, putting his heavy head onto his leg, Charlie had another moment of fear. The thing never took his eyes off him either. As soon as he felt he was brave enough to try and talk to the wolf, he was gone, and a man was in his place. 

			A fully clothed man with the gray of the wolf’s fur colored into his hair. Even his eyes were the same as the wolf, Charlie thought. Still, neither of them moved until the man sat back on his butt and regarded him. 

			“You live on the property not far from here, is that correct?” Charlie told him he was only squatting there until they found him. But he was a mite lost. “Yes, I’ve been following you for some time. And in all that time, you didn’t harm any other animal you came across, and there were plenty of them, too. Why is that?”

			“You mean the rabbit and the family of deer?” The man nodded. “I don’t have a need for meat just now. I only kill when I have to. When my belly feels like it can’t go another minute without some meat in it. And even then, I use it up to the best I can. What I can’t use, I find some other animal that will use the rest. Why do you ask?”

			“I’ll get to that. You didn’t seem that surprised when I changed from wolf to man. Can you tell me why that is?” He nodded and told him what he’d been seeing a lot of lately. “Yes, war will make a man wish for better times. So you were surprised, but you just wrote it off as being another strange thing that had no explanation. That’s a very good reason, I think.” 

			“They say that the war is about over. I don’t know much about that. I can still hear shooting when I’m out and about. I don’t have any land left because the soldiers took it all when they was coming through. Not that it was much more than a bunch of rocks and stumps to begin with.” The man only nodded. “I’m Charles Griffin. Most call me Charlie. A great deal more, but I ignore them. Not everybody was able to go to school all the time. I had my family to feed when my daddy up and got sick. Momma died a few weeks ago, and I’ve been roaming around since looking for work. I don’t suppose you know anyone that might be wanting an extra hand around or two, do you?”

			“I do, as a matter of fact. My name is Romeo Hank. The Hank is for when I need a last name. But I do have something that I’d like to propose to you if you’ve got the time to listen.” Charlie told him he didn’t have anything but time right now. “All right. “I have a medium-sized pack. You can see a few of them over there watching over us. They’re all just wolves. I’m the only wolf shifter that I know. They’re a good bunch. Hungry most of the time, but then all of us are, correct?”

			“Yes. Some more than others. At least I can find me a bit of string and fashion me up a hook to use.” Romeo told him that was excellent. “You need me to fish some fish out for you and your pack? I don’t mind at all doing that for you. In fact, I’d be powerful happy to help you out.”

			“Not just yet. But I think that I will take you up on it soon. I have a daughter. Her name is Luna. Such a beautiful name, don’t you think?” Charlie asked if it meant moon. “It does. Thank you. You’re  very well educated for a man with no means of living.” 

			“My mom was a school teacher when I was born. They fired her, of course, when she had me. She didn’t know my daddy, so that didn’t help her none. She taught me to read and to figure. I can write too but I do have to think about the spelling of things. Can you write?” Romeo said that he’d been given a great gift in that. “I think so too. When I find me a newspaper or some little old book, I treasure it for a bit. Then, I pass it on if I can. I don’t have to know the people in the paper. I just like reading about their stories. Are you going to tell me what this is about?”

			“I am. I was working up to it but I believe you to be a man that can be trusted with things in life. I would like to change you into a wolf. One such as I am. You’ll be a man when you wish. A wolf when necessary. There will be magic as well as wealth.” Charlie told him he didn’t have use for wealth, but food all the time would be nice. “That is precisely what I’m speaking about, Charlie, my good man.”

			Throughout the rest of the night and well into the morning, they spoke of things that Romeo needed from him. It wasn’t brought up again about him being changed, but Romeo did tell him that his daughter and found out that he, plain old Charlie was her mate. The soul reason that he’d not been harmed while wandering around in the woods.

			“Do you understand what it is I want you to do?” Charlie said that he thought so. “No. I’m sorry. I can’t allow you to go into this only thinking you understand. Please, ask me anything that you’d like. You must be clear on this. I need for you to be clear on how it is. I wish for you to someday take over for me.”

			Romeo never got upset with him when he asked his questions. If Charlie was honest with himself, which he usually tried not to be, he was afraid that Romeo had picked the wrong man. That he’d be better off finding himself someone else to take over his empire.

			“You’re the right man, Charlie. When I told you that I’d been following you around, I wanted you to know that it wasn’t just last evening. But for some time now. I’ve seen you share your last bit of food with people. Work for someone who cannot do for themselves and not take anything but a bit of bread and water. You’re a very good man. A better man that I am.” Charlie started to protest. “No. I’m correct in picking you as my replacement. And if that is some of your worry, being an Alpha, you’ve no worries there either. I will not leave this earth for the next until you are comfortable with what is needed of you. Now. If you’ve no more questions, I shall leave you to allow you to think on it. I’ll be back here tomorrow so that you can tell me your answer. I know I have picked the right man, Charlie. It’s something that you can do easily to save this pack and my daughter.” 

			Luna followed him as he walked around. He’d thought about calling Romeo back and asking more questions, but he didn’t. Sitting down again, his leg bothering him from sitting so long, he looked at the big, beautiful wolf. 

			“You’re not really his daughter, are you?” She shook her head. “I didn’t think so. Is there any more of the others that he claims are his children?” She nodded this time, and he determined by asking questions that it was one other female. “I don’t know what to think about all this, to be honest with you. Are you my mate? Is he telling me the truth? I just don’t know what to think.”

			She nodded or shook her head after each of the questions he put to her. Yes, she was his mate. Yes, Romeo was telling the truth. There were many more questions and answers. He was headed back to the area where he’d first seen Romeo when he felt the pain take his breath away as it slammed into his left shoulder. 

			Falling back, he hit his head and laid there while trying his best to catch his breath. That was when he heard the other gun shots, the wolf howling and trying to hide. Pulling Luna toward him, he whispered harshly into her ear, hoping that at least she’d understand him enough to know that she must warn the others.

			“Go. Tell Romeo to hide the pack. To make sure you and your sister are safe.” She didn’t want to leave him, whimpering at him as she laid her head on his shoulder. “Go. Please. Run and escape before they hurt you, too.”

			When she left him, Charlie closed his eyes. Opening them when he felt the shadow darken over  him, he looked up in time to see the barrel of a large rifle. He was a goner. He knew that. He could only hope that Luna and the others were safe.

		

	
		
			
			

			Chapter 1

			Harman was glad that he’d been able to leave the hospital, but he wasn’t as sure that he was fit enough to be living on his own like the doctor had told him and was glad now that he’d gone to stay with his parents for the first few days. Being pampered was the best when his mom did it.

			Twice now, he’d fallen over when reaching for something just beyond his reach and overestimated his ability to get something. So, he needed to call the doctor again before he did something permanent to his noggin. His mom came in the back door, and he nearly sobbed, he was so happy to see her. She’d been out pulling the last of the garden things out of her plot out back.

			A week ago, he’d been volunteering at the hospital, feeding babies, changing diapers, and such. He’d really enjoyed it, all of it that had anything to do with his plan of playing nursemaid to the little ones. Not to mention, he also had learned a great deal about babies too. Since his brothers were finding their mates, and some children were coming along, he thought of himself as an expert on changing the diaper in record time. But he had also hated the job.

			Harman had been planning to write a book that he knew would be fun to write. He was still going to write one but things had evolved into something more when he was working with the nurses. He’d never met a more bitter group of women than he had in the nursery department. He was sure that it was only this department at this hospital as he’d not run into it at other places he’d been.

			It had started out with it being a book, a manual, so to speak, about what babies and mothers, too, had to go through before they were able to take their little ones home. He was also going to suggest things that the nurses and staff told him that would be helpful to new parents as to what they will need as opposed to what they might not. However, working with three or four nurses who were caring for the babies had gossiped every day about what the children would have to endure—in their opinion—when they got home. They made every parent sound like they were drug addicts as well as mooching off the government’s tit—in their opinion. He’d heard that several times and ‘popping’ out babies so they’d get more money. They didn’t know half of what they were talking about, he soon discovered and had been, but not taken seriously, asking them not to talk about others in his presence. 

			So he’d taken notes on what their lives were up to so as to show them that they were no better. The things that they did while working to compensate themselves for being ‘short-changed’ for being a nurse. A job that they specifically went to college for. Stealing was the biggest factor in these ladies’ lives right after badmouthing people who weren’t at their best when bringing a new life into the world.

			When he was leaving after telling them off, one of them picked up a fire extinguisher and knocked him on his ass. Before going down, he was hit again and then a third time. Had he been human, he would have died then, but he did end up in the hospital for several days with a concussion as well as a hundred stitches in his head alone. He’d found out later that they had kicked him several times in the ribs, breaking three ribs, as well as dislocated his shoulder when they tried to drag his wounded body to the bathroom. They confessed they had hopes of him dying then and where no one could come to his aid. Lucky for him, when he’d been hurt, his family could feel it and alerted someone to come and help him. Damn, but his head still hurt.

			“Should you be up and around, young man? I thought you were told to do nothing but lay on the couch for a few weeks. You took a hard blow to—You look a little pale, son. Are you all right?” He told his mom that he’d been bored and had to keep moving, or his wolf was going to take him. “Oh well then. That’s good. I know that you can heal yourself, Harman, but those women need to see what harm their actions can do to someone. Would you like me to get you a cup of tea? When was the last time you had a pain pill?”

			“I would love a cup of tea so long as you sit with me to drink one yourself.” She got busy at the  counter, and he sat down. It was his head that was bothering him the most, he told her. Harman told her about the dizziness he was still feeling, too. “I’ve fallen over a couple of times. And I swear that something is in my ears ringing all the time. But it’s my headache that really bothers me. My ribs, too, if I bend too much. Other than that, I’m all right.” He wasn’t, and the look she gave him told him that she hadn’t believed him for a moment.

			“I’m going to call the doctor. When I first came in, I did think that you looked a little off. I’ll do it now.” While she was on the phone, he stayed in the chair. If he was honest with himself, he didn’t want to move. He was dizzier with his eyes closed and not moving than he thought possible. Christ, he wanted to shift and get better. “I’ve spoken to your doctor. He’s concerned, and Edwin is going to come over while we wait for an ambulance. He will be better at keeping you steady than I can, I think.”

			He didn’t even argue with her but said he was ready to go. His mom looked as if she’d been crying, and it hurt him that he’d caused it. Trying to talk to her, however got him nowhere. All of a sudden, his brain froze up like an ice cream headache, and it was all he could do to not fall over. Again.

			Harman had to close his eyes several times while the medics were there. They were afraid to put him on the gurney they had because he was bigger than the two women who came to get him. It wasn’t until two of his brothers, he couldn’t focus on who they were, came into the house to help him off the chair and on the gurney that he started feeling sick again. 

			When they told him he was going to feel a small pinch, Harman thanked them for the meds that he knew would knock him out. Telling his mom that he was better now had her smacking him gently on his arms. Then she sobbed, telling that she loved him with all her heart. And that he needed to know that daily. That was the last conversation they had because it was the good meds he was getting.

			It scared him when he woke with a man standing over him with a mask on. He tried to pull his arm free to lash out at him, but he was chained up. Nothing in the world could have prepared him for the fear he had at that moment. 

			“It’s me, Harman. Doctor James. You are at the hospital, and I’m going to send you to surgery to see what we left behind. That’s the only thing I can think of that’s having you so sick. Even as a wolf and not shifting, you should be feeling better and about healed. You have a hard head, boy.” Harman asked where his mom was. And why he was chained to the bed. “She’s down the hall. And you’re chained up because you’ve tried to take out a few of my nurses when you’re barely awake. Come on now, Harman, just let the meds take you under, and we’ll get this taken care of.”

			He was given more medication, and he felt himself slipping away. Hearing the doctor say that there was an infection scared him enough that he woke fully again. With a nod from Doctor James, he was out again. The meds were finally kicking in.

			When he woke again, he was in a pretty room. Harman didn’t have any idea why he thought it was pretty. The walls were drab brown, the curtain was a sickly green color that had too many patterns in it, and he could smell every person who had ever been in this room recovering. He looked around when he heard a small sound.

			“What’s a four-letter word for fucking?” Before he could think about it too hard, he told his dad that it was shag. “Thank you. It fits. You’re awake again. How are you feeling?”

			“I don’t know? Maybe I’m better? What kind of newspaper has that sort of crossword question in it.” Dad laughed and showed him the front cover of the book of crossword puzzles. Then he explained where he’d gotten it. “Mom know that Storm gave you that for helping her out the other day?”

			“She thinks it’s a hoot. The two of us sit in the living room and, just at random, pick a page and ask each other questions. It’s about as much fun as watching television as we’ve ever had. What do you mean, maybe?” He eyed his dad and realized that his vision wasn’t blurry anymore. Haman told his dad. “How about that noodle of yours? Is it still as painful as it had been?”

			“No, now that you mention it. I mean, I’m still in pain, but not like I was at home. This morning?” Dad corrected him. “Three days ago? I really don’t care, actually. I do feel a great deal better the more I talk to you. What happened?”

			Harman could remember being afraid because someone said infection, but he must have  misheard them. But when his dad started explaining what he’d gone through, he was glad that he had been at his parents’ home instead of by himself. The doc said that Mom had kept him from dying. He knew that he couldn’t, but it could have made him lose some function that his brain needed. Well, he supposed that would be about everything in his body.

			He was talking to his dad and sitting up in the second chair in his room when his mom showed up. She hugged him several times, telling him how much he’d scared her and not to do that again. He told her how grateful he was that she’d taken such good care of him. It made him chill a little to think about how close he’d come to having a severe brain injury.

			“They found two itty-bitty pieces of red paint from the fire extinguisher in your noodle. I tell you, son, when he showed them to us afterwards, I had a hard time seeing them. But he’s what he is, a good doctor because of what he found.” Dad wiped his face with his handkerchief, very emotional sounding too. “That’s why he makes the big bucks, I guess. Saving my son.” 

			The doctor in question came into the room to talk to him. Telling him what he’d found and that the police had matched it up to the extinguisher that they had

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/Image1451.jpg
KATHI S. BARTON

JARMAN

\ 7: i\ GRFFIN BROTHERS goo






OEBPS/image/Image1460.jpg
HARMAN

GRIFN BROTHERS 001 ¢

KATHI S. BARTON





OEBPS/image/1.png
KATHI S. BARTON

AWARD WINNING AND BESTSELLING AUTHOR

‘ .\
‘ RMAN

GRIFIN BROTHERS oo 5






OEBPS/image/Image1471.jpg





