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      I hope you enjoy reading The Night Hunting!

      

      This book is set in a bigger “universe”, called Rite World, where many of my series take place. This “universe” is still our modern world, but with a large, hidden supernatural society. Because there are many series in this same universe, there will be many cameos in my books, but don’t worry. Book 1 of any new series is designed to be a good entry point into this universe. Hopefully, you’ll like it a lot and will pick up the other books too! <3

      

      Don’t forget to sign up for my Newsletter to find out about new releases, cover reveals, giveaways, and more!

      If you want to see exclusive teasers, help me decide on covers, read excerpts, talk about books, etc, join my reader group on Facebook: Juliana’s Club!
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      I hated this feeling, that I was walking down a foggy street and couldn’t see the way to go. That was me every second of every day since I woke up five days ago, my memory gone.

      I stared at the large painting above the fireplace—a two feet tall slit in the wall that extended ten feet. The painting, a modern-style watercolor, depicted beautiful black wings, the feathers floating to the ground.

      I should remember this place, this painting.

      “There you are.”

      I spun, looking at the young woman walking in the living room. “Hey,” I said, turning back to the painting.

      Ivy stopped by my side, staring at the painting with me. I gave her a quick side glance. Ivy was pretty. She had long, light brown hair, brilliant blue eyes, fair skin, some freckles on her nose. She was lean and supple, like a ballerina, and an inch or so shorter than me.

      She was always dressed up—everyone in this house was—and tonight was no different. She wore a beautiful dark-blue dress that came down to her heels, a slit revealing her left leg. The bodice hugged her tiny waist and large breasts. Elegant, yet sexy.

      “Pretty, isn’t it?”

      I nodded. There were many paintings around this house, most of them colorful abstracts, but this one had bothered me in a way I couldn’t explain since I first woke up.

      “Why this painting?” I asked, surprised at my words.

      Ivy shrugged. “I don’t have an answer. I think that when I saw this painting, it reminded me of the battle between the underworld and heaven. Not all demons are bad, not all angels are good. We’re not defined by our species or our environment. We can be more. And this painting, of the wings of a fallen angel, seemed like it belonged in a demon’s home, don’t you think?”

      I glanced at her. “Were you always this philosophical?”

      Once upon a time, that would have been a rhetorical question, but as it was, I really didn’t know.

      I had woken up five days before in a strange bed, in a strange bedroom, with two strange people watching over me. Then two more strange people rushed in the room, and everyone rejoiced I had recovered from the attack.

      Until they realized I didn’t remember anything.

      Well, I remembered a few things. My name, my age, my birthday, that my eyes were blue, that I was half-demon and half-wolf shifter. I remembered that a supernatural world existed, and it was hidden from the human world. I remembered how to walk, how to brush my teeth, how to use silverware, how to write, but I had no recollection of this house, of this woman standing beside me, of my past. Memory seemed to be funny like that.

      Ivy smiled at me. “Sometimes I have a bout of inspiration.” She pouted her lips and flipped her hair over her shoulder.

      I smiled back at her.

      This young woman, who was a year older than I was, was said to be my best friend.

      And my sister.

      My half sister.

      Even though I liked her company and she made me laugh more often than not, I had no lingering feelings for her. Nothing that told me how close we were, how much I loved her. There was a huge hole in my chest that would be challenging to fill until I recovered my memories.

      If that ever happened.

      She offered me her arm. “Come on. We’ve been away from the party for too long.”

      I hooked my arm on hers. “It’s not a party.”

      “Potato, potato.”

      I chuckled as Ivy steered us away from the living room. We crossed the large hallway that cut through the center of the mansion and walked to the far back, where a sunroom opened to a large porch and outside pool.

      I inhaled as we crossed the threshold to the porch, enjoying the fresh air and the day’s warmth. It was nighttime, but the weather in Vancouver—just outside the city—seemed pretty good for July.

      I tensed when I saw the five men standing at the edge of the porch, wearing suits and holding champagne flutes in their hands.

      Higher demons, and one of them was Prince Paimon of the underworld.

      My father.

      Each time I was near him, I expected a kernel of recognition, a memory to flash behind my eyelids. A feeling to come back to me.

      Nothing. I had nothing.

      But he saw Ivy and me returning and he smiled at us. Because he was a higher demon, he looked young for his age—midforties—when in truth, he was thousands of years old.

      Since I first laid eyes on him, I had been tense around him. The man was tall and well posed, exuding power and confidence from every pore.

      I felt small and silly next to him.

      But he had been nothing but patient and caring since I woke up.

      I gave him a little wave, and Ivy nodded her head at him, before taking us to the side where a full bar was. This mansion was incredible. A modern structure with lots of white and glass, and some wood and metal details. It had a formal living room, a family room, a formal dining room, a breakfast room, a fully equipped kitchen where ten people could cook without bumping into each other, three sets of stairs, a library, two offices, a dozen suites, and in the basement, a gym and training room. Not to mention the extensive gardens, the pool house on the other side, the six-car garage, and the maids and cooks and employees the mansion required.

      Ivy had told me she bought it three years ago. About two years ago, our father moved in, and a year ago, I did.

      “Here.” Ivy handed me a flute with champagne. She grabbed another one and touched mine with hers. “Cheers.”

      She drank half of the champagne in one go.

      Having a feeling I had not been a heavy drinker before, I sipped my drink.

      Two maids in black uniforms came out with trays filled with hors d’oeuvres and passed it around. I almost rolled my eyes. There were only seven people here, and two more inside the house somewhere. This was supposed to be a business dinner, but Ivy was right. It did look like a party.

      A maid stopped by our side, offered us food, then at Ivy’s request, left the tray on the bar’s counter beside us. She picked up a flaky crust topped with a reddish cream and popped it in her mouth.

      “Yum,” she said, her mouth full.

      I shook my head, and was about to reach for one too, when a harsh whisper came from the group at the edge of the porch, and the two of us turned to the demons.

      My father had a hand up and he spoke in austere tones, but even with my half-wolf hearing, I couldn’t hear each word of what he was saying.

      I had asked so many questions when I woke up. Besides the where am I, who am I, I also asked about my mother, where was she, or had I always lived with my father and with Ivy?

      They told me everything—it had been a lot in a short amount of time, but I think I got the gist of it.

      My father used to be a prince of the underworld. After a long time in power, the king had grown bored and a little greedy, and my father and his brothers—brothers by title, not blood—had been talking about measures they could take to prevent the king from breaking the natural balance of the world, but before they could do anything, King Brikan’s ruthless children attacked. They killed him without giving him a chance to explain or to repent, and with him gone, the former princes grew weak. They had to flee the underworld, or they risked being killed too.

      In fact, all demons taking refuge in the underworld fled, afraid of the new king and his sisters. They seemed to have a low tolerance for any kind of demon, even the ones with a good heart.

      Weak and alone, my father found Ivy and she took him in. 

      A year later, when I needed a place to hide, she took me in too.

      Seeing the group of higher demons wouldn’t turn on each other, I finally reached for the pastry I wanted to try.

      My hand almost smacked someone’s chest. I pulled my hand back. “I’m so sor—” My words died at my lips when I looked at who had walked up to us. I hadn’t even seen him. “Roman, hi.”

      He smiled at me and my cheeks warmed. “Enjoying the party?”

      “It’s not a party,” I said again.

      Roman tilted his head. “We could put on some music and turn it into one.”

      “Oh, I like that idea.” Ivy went around the bar, where the sound system controls were. She pressed a button, then fussed with her phone, and a low rock ballad started playing from the speakers along the ceiling. Since Ivy liked music so much, each room in this mansion had a hidden sound system. 

      Roman stared at me. I thought he was going to ask me to dance with him, so I looked out at the pool and took another sip of my champagne, as if I wasn’t interested in him or anything else.

      Roman was a full wolf shifter from my pack.

      And my mate.

      Long ago, my father had a love affair with my mother, Kali. After they broke up, he found out she was pregnant, but by then, she had holed up inside her pack, and he couldn’t get to me.

      I had been raised by my mother in our wolf shifter pack, and despite her trying to isolate me from others, I had gotten close to Roman, and we found out we were mates.

      Then one day, a year ago, an older man assaulted me. He called me names and slapped me in front of half the pack. I lost control and used my darkfire on him. Everyone found out my mother had been lying, and I was half-demon.

      They turned on us.

      My pack attacked us. They killed my mother and were about to kill me, when Roman stepped in and helped me escape. He didn’t care what I was. He just wanted me safe. He said he had apologized many, many times for not being able to save my mother too, and he apologized again when he told me the story.

      I didn’t remember any of it, so I told him it was okay.

      Thankfully, he had patience and didn’t push it. He didn’t even try holding my hand or touching me. He stood close by, always within my reach, for when and if I needed him.

      “You need time, and that’s what I’ll give you,” he had said.

      I appreciated that. I appreciated him.

      I drank another sip of my champagne and peeked at him. Roman was handsome. He was tall and wide, and his body was hard and full of muscles—I had seen him training without a shirt yesterday. He had light brown hair and dark green eyes, which contrasted nicely with his tanned skin.

      Right now, he wore a dark blue suit that seemed to have been cut for him.

      It was easy to see myself falling for him, though with the mating bond, that would happen regardless of whether I wanted it or not, wouldn’t it? I always thought that with the mating bond, I would lust after him the moment I set my eyes on him, but it hadn’t happened. It could only be my memories. The damage to them was so deep, it was affecting the bond.

      “Any news from the office?” Ivy asked Roman.

      “Nothing unusual,” Roman said. Our father had a fake office front in Vancouver, where he did a lot of business with other demons and gathered allies. Roman went there a few times a week with Rotgar, one of the demons standing with my father right now. The higher demon was the general to my father’s army, his left arm, while Ivy was his right. Roman said he went to the office to help out; with what, I had no idea. Apparently, I used to help too, but since I woke up, they kept me away from the office, saying I should rest until my memories returned before I rejoined the family business.

      “I need to stop by there tomorrow.” Ivy groaned.

      “All right, stop,” I said. “If this is a damn party, then no work talk.”

      Ivy pointed to the five demons a few feet from us. “And what do you think they are doing?”

      I shrugged. “I don’t care about them. This is about us.”

      Roman nodded. “I like the no-work-talk-during-parties rule.”

      Of course he would agree with me. He always did. Maybe that was a mate thing?

      Loud laughter came from beyond the pool.

      A woman wearing a beautiful dark-green gown walked out from the pool house. She was gorgeous with smooth dark skin, dark eyes, and long black curls.

      She walked over the pool without getting her shoes or dress wet.

      Dot, a Nightmist witch. Probably the last one from what they had told me. She was powerful and a little nuts, but so far she seemed like a crazy aunt who loved to get in trouble with her nephews and nieces.

      “There you are.” My father beckoned her to join him. She glanced at us, winked, then joined the demons and their conversation.

      “I feel like we’re the naughty kids and we’re being punished by not being able to join the important meeting,” Ivy said. She drained her flute and reached around the counter to get the champagne bottle from the ice bucket.

      I frowned. I felt like that too.

      After all, hadn’t I been told the four of us were now plotting how to take the underworld back and restore balance? Not just plotting, we had been taking action. That was why these four demons were here, to talk business.

      And we were not in that conversation.

      “Aren’t we helping them?” I asked. Honestly, I had been lost in this whole plan since I couldn’t remember anything, but my father always said that Ivy and I were playing a big part. “We should join them.”

      Ivy nodded. “We should.”

      Roman groaned. “You know, I will do anything for you, but I don’t want to headbutt with your father. What if he decides he's had enough of me and throws me out?”

      I stared at him. Roman had been crucial to my survival. If it weren’t for him, I would have died with my mother, and he had given up everything to be here with me.

      “If he throws you out, I’ll go with you.”

      Ivy scoffed. “As if he would let you leave.”

      “My point exactly.”

      She narrowed her eyes at me. “Smart.” She took my hand in hers. “Let’s go.”

      We turned toward the group as a maid appeared at the doorway. “Dinner is served.”
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      My father seemed like quite a laid-back man. He hadn’t raised Ivy or me, or any of our other siblings—I had been told there were many—and he wasn’t the most fatherly type. But he had tried. He had been around while Ivy was growing up, visiting her here and there, and he had reached out to me many times, but my mother wouldn't allow him to see or talk to me.

      Still, now that Ivy’s house had become his house too, he had a handful of rules, and one of them was no business talk during mealtimes, which left us with small talk.

      “It was boring,” I said as I descended the stairs to the basement the next morning.

      Ivy chuckled. “Yeah, it was.”

      Dinner had been boring, and after, my father had closed himself in his office with the other four higher demons, leaving me, Ivy, Roman, and Dot out of whatever they were planning.

      I stopped at the end of the stairs and turned to Ivy. “Is he doing this because of me? Because I still don’t have my memories back and he’s afraid of overwhelming me?”

      She cocked an eyebrow. “How would I know?”

      I shrugged. “You’re his favorite.”

      Ivy snorted. “What? I’m not.”

      I resumed walking into the basement turned state-of-the-art gym and training facility—in a corner were a dozen of big weightlifting equipment and several weight racks, on the back were equipment like treadmills and stationary bikes, and to the other side was a large open area for training.

      I frowned as I stepped onto the mat … thoughts like this always made me stop and wonder. How did I know about weightlifting equipment and such when I didn’t remember being in a gym before?

      This memory thing was way complicated.

      Dot, who was sort of my doctor, had told me that the innate things we do as we grow and learn are deeply ingrained and those wouldn’t be easily gone. As for my memories, she was confident they would come back. Every couple of days, she meditated with me, using her magic to prod inside my head to unlock whatever vault my memories had buried themselves into.

      “You sure are,” I said, and for the first time ever, a little jealousy made itself known. At first, I didn’t like it, but then I held on to it. If I was feeling something, then it meant there was a memory attached to that, right? “You’re like his general, and I’m … I’m just a private.”

      She bumped her shoulder on mine. “That’s because of your memories. You are a general too, but right now, you’re a little lost. Don’t worry. Once your memories are back, you’ll see you’re his favorite.”

      I shook my head. “If my memories come back.”

      Ivy frowned at me. “Don’t say that. Be positive. Your memories will come back.”

      “If you say so,” I muttered.

       My sister turned and took several steps back. “Ready?”

      I glanced at her. My sister and I had traded the formal outfits for workout appropriate clothes—yoga leggings, tank tops, and sneakers. She had tied her hair into two braids, while I preferred a ponytail.

      I sighed. “What do you think?”

      She chuckled. “Just … relax. You’ll get it.”

      That was what she had been saying for the last four days. When I woke up five days ago without any memories, I had tried using darkfire and the thing just flickered in my open palms and died a horrible death. When I tried again, it was inconsistent and weak. I had no real control over it. I had wanted to train right away, but they had told me to take it easy for one day. Maybe in that one day, my memories would come back and then I wouldn’t need to train, because according to them, I had been using darkfire for over a year and I had gotten good at it. The wolf within me had practically gone silent since I dedicated myself to my demon side now.

      Honestly, after they told me my pack tried to kill me, that they had killed my mother, and that the injury that had taken my memories away had been caused by them, I didn't mind. Six days ago, a group had found me when I was out on a mission with Ivy and attacked us, intent on finishing the job they started a year ago. Good riddance to my wolf.

      I watched as Ivy extended her hands in front of herself, palms turned up. I mirrored her. She called on her darkfire and black flames covered her hands, flickering up past her head.

      I took in a deep breath and focused. I opened myself up to my magic. I felt it fill my veins, flooding my chest. I conjured black flames above my palms. They flickered once, twice. I held my breath, knowing they would be out in another second. No, I had to focus. To think about the darkfire, to dive into the magic, to swim in an ocean of darkfire, to breathe and eat its energy. It was part of me; I just had to trust them, trust myself.

      The flames held on. I gasped and stared at Ivy.

      “Yes! Keep doing whatever you’re doing!” She molded the flames in her palms, and they took the shape of a half dozen darts. “Keep your focus and shape them. Whatever you can do. A dart, a stake, a ball, even a worm. I’ll take it.”

      I laughed and lost my concentration. The flames disappeared instantly, and my laughter died as suddenly as it came.

      “Shit.”

      “No, no shit. You did it!” Ivy beamed at me. “Next time, I’ll leave the jokes out of it.”

      “I like your jokes.” Ivy was fun, easygoing, friendly, caring. She had been the most patient with me and helped me more than anyone else in this house.

      She did a mock curtsy. “I’m glad to be of service.”

      I laughed again then forced myself to stop.

      I had to make this magic thing work. I felt like, if I could reach into my darkfire, remember how to use it, then it would unlock everything else. As soon as I touched the magic, controlled it, an avalanche would ensue and I would be myself again.

      Right now, I was a shelf, mostly empty, with no thoughts of my own.

      Did I like chocolate, or was that new? What was my favorite color? What was my favorite food? What was my mother like? Did she try protecting me from our pack? Was she good to me? Did she love me? How did Roman and I find out about the mating bond? I guessed I could ask him but I wanted to remember it all by myself. I wanted to feel it.

      And for some reason, I was sure I could figure it out if I mastered darkfire.

      “All right. All right.” I rolled my shoulders and let out a deep, steadying breath. “Let’s try this again.”

      Serious, Ivy nodded and took the same stance as before. Her darkfire came easily to her, and I liked to think it was because she was a full-blooded demon. However, I just wanted to believe that to make me feel better. I wasn’t a full-blooded demon, and from the tales I heard, I could rival Ivy in power, regardless.

      I wanted that back.

      I called on my darkfire and focused on my hands, on my upturned palms. I envisioned the magic, a dark, oily liquid swimming through my veins, flooding every inch of me like my blood, breathing magic into each one of my pores and cells. I could do this. I knew this. It was instinctive. This magic was a part of me.

      Flames sparked to life in my hands. I concentrated and visualized them stronger, bigger, brighter. The darkfire expanded from a small flame to a ball enveloping my hand, to a flare that shot up toward the ceiling.

      I snickered. “I’m doing it.”

      “Focus,” Ivy said, her voice sharp for once.

      I put her out of my mind, focusing on my magic, on my darkfire. 

      I made the flames even bigger.

      A tingling started under my skin, an exciting feeling, a sense of power and belonging. This was it. I was doing it. This was my magic, and I was in total control.

      The sensation increased, a powerful force buzzing through my muscles, something exhilarating and scary at the same time. In my mind, I shaped the darkfire like two long pillars jutting out of my palms. Slowly, my hands withdrew, hovering beside the pillars. The pillars expanded, reaching the floor. I pushed and pulled, shaping the darkfire until it could contract and expand at my will.

      My toes curled, my stomach lurched, eagerness danced along my skin.

      And then it burst. The magic exploded out of me, so strong and sudden, not even Ivy had time to control it.

      The pillars blew up around us, sending us flying back. Ivy hit the wall, and I landed on a bench. The pillars disappeared along with any remnants of darkfire, but my side hurt where it had slammed into the hard, metal bench.

      “Are you okay?” Ivy’s question turned into a cough. She leaned against the wall, a hand over her chest.

      Groaning, I pushed to my feet. Shit, I would definitely have a purple bruise on my right hip and waist tomorrow. “I’ll live. How about you?”

      “I’m fine.”

      I glanced around. The mat was scorched. The ceiling too.

      “Damn it.” I had messed up again. Big time. “I could have hurt you for real.”

      “No, it’s okay. I was able to push it back, that’s why we still have our hair and clothes intact.”

      I pointed at her. “See? I’m a menace.”

      “Don’t flatter yourself, Raika. That was barely something. Even if I hadn’t contained it, I don’t think it would have hurt us that bad. Besides, that’s why I’m here. To teach you and to stop things if they get out of control.”

      “It’s hopeless.”

      “You know, no one is born knowing how to use their magic. Even witches train for years before they are allowed to use their magic in public.”

      “I’m not a witch.”

      “But you went through something we have no experience with.” She pressed her lips tight. “I … Pretend you’re learning it for the first time. It’ll be easier.”

      I slapped my hips, then winced in pain. Shit. “It might be easier, but it’ll take longer. Doesn't Father have grand plans on how we’re going to save the underworld from the current tyrant king? I need my magic right now if I’m going to help.”

      “Getting frustrated won’t help.”

      No, it wouldn’t, but I could do little about my emotions. “I want—”

      Footsteps sounded from the stairs. A second later, Roman appeared in the doorway. “Hey, hm, Ivy, your father is asking for you.”

      Ivy frowned. “Just me?”

      Roman nodded. “Yeah. Apparently, he found an entrance to the underworld and wants to go scouting.”

      I stilled. “And he didn’t ask for me?”

      Roman turned his eyes to me. “Sorry, Raika, but until you can control your darkfire, you’re staying here.”

      That hurt like a bitch.

      Once more, I was certain that everything in my life was tied to my magic. If I could touch it, hold it, everything would make sense.

      “I’m sorry, sis,” Ivy said. “I’ll be back as soon as we can so we can continue training, okay?” She didn’t wait for a response, simply offered me a tight smile and walked away.

      Feelings of not only being lost and empty, but useless wormed through me.
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      After Ivy left, I stayed in the training room a while longer. At first, I wanted to keep training with my darkfire, trying to control it, but Roman reminded me of a very important detail.

      “Without Ivy here, if you lose control, there will be no one to make sure you don’t harm yourself or burn down the house.”

      Of course, he was right.

      So, to burn off my pent-up frustration, I hopped on the treadmill and ran for thirty minutes. At first, I almost gave up because of the pain in my hips and waist, but as my body warmed, the pain disappeared. I would probably regret it later.

      With each step, my body relaxed and my frustration faded away. I was still upset with myself, with my luck in life to have my memories gone like this, but I didn’t feel like being reckless anymore.

      Roman stayed there with me, doing some weightlifting exercises, but thankfully, he didn’t say anything else.

      When I got off the treadmill, Roman halted in front of me. “Go take a shower and change. I have a surprise for you.”

      I frowned. “What surprise?”

      “It wouldn’t be a surprise if I told you. Now go. I’ll be waiting for you in the foyer.” He gently grabbed my shoulders and pushed me toward the stairs. But I didn’t move. “Come on. You’ll like it. I promise.”

      I rolled my eyes, but did what he asked. I had to admit, the prospect of a good surprise did lighten my mood, and when I finally came downstairs after a nice, warm shower, and changing into clean clothes, I had a spring in my step.

      I went down the stairs, but faltered halfway through.

      Roman stood in the foyer in gray slacks and a white button-up shirt, the sleeves rolled to his elbows, showing off his forearms. He saw me coming and smiled at me.

      I expected my heart to lurch, my breath to catch. It didn’t, but I couldn’t deny two things: he was caring in a way that made me feel like the most important woman in the world, and he was handsome.

      If fate had chosen him to be my mate, I was probably a lucky girl.

      He approached the end of the stairs and offered me his hand. “Let’s go, princess.”

      I took his hand and let him help me with the last three steps. “And where are we going?”

      He chuckled. “I’m not ruining the surprise.”
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        * * *

      

      Roman took me to paradise.

      Or almost.

      The bookstore he drove us to was small and cozy and had that sweet smell of old books I loved so much—how did I remember that?—but the only flaw here was that all the books had a price and if I wanted them all, I would have to pay a small fortune.

      “You can buy as many books as you want,” Roman assured me when we first arrived. “Your father is paying.”

      I didn’t know which shelf or section to browse first. I grabbed one of the big mesh totes the bookstore offered and decided to walk through the shelves. I didn’t want to miss any hidden gem.

      Roman followed me from a distance, an easy grin on his lips as he watched me go nuts over books.

      My cheeks warmed at his attention.

      Roman probably knew me better than anyone, seeing as he'd known me since I was a little girl, and we had been mated for years now. And yet … when I looked at him, I didn’t feel what I would have expected from a mating bond. At least, that was how I thought a mating bond should be. Every time mates looked at each other, their breaths caught, they lost all control, and couldn’t keep their hands to themselves. That was what I had read in fantasy books.

      I halted. How did I remember that, when I couldn’t even remember the titles of books I had read before? I couldn’t even explain how I knew I loved books so much. I just … felt.

      Honestly, this memory stuff was too much for my addled mind.

      I continued my way through the bookstore, my finger brushing the spines of books I wasn’t even interested in. Books felt like one of the pieces of the puzzle that completed me and I needed to touch them.

      Ivy’s mansion had a library, but all the books were fake. They were huge encyclopedias with beautiful leather covers, and their only purpose was to look pretty on the shelves.

      I had asked to come to a bookstore before, but my father had been worried about me being out when I didn’t even remember my own house. But now he had allowed Roman to bring me here and I knew why: to occupy myself while he, Ivy, Dot, and a handful of his demons went on their mission. So I wouldn’t be upset about not being able to join them.

      I turned into the romance section, and suddenly an image flashed in my mind.

      A man whose face I couldn’t see, standing at the corner of a bookshelf, wearing nothing but jeans. A powerful tug came from my chest and I pressed a hand over my breast, as if I could soothe the pain that it left behind.

      My head snapped toward Roman. Was that him? Had he been with me before while I browsed books somewhere? And why had he been shirtless? And that feeling, that tug … it could only be the mating bond.

      I opened my mouth to ask Roman about it, but then a woman with a little girl walked in the same corridor. As they passed by us, the little girl pulled at her mother’s sweater and whispered, “Mommy, she looks like a princess.” Then she looked at me again and smiled.

      Something tugged inside of me again, different this time, and I smiled back at her, suddenly taken aback. As the girl and her mother walked away, my chest constricted and my eyes watered. I pressed a hand to my chest. What the hell was this about?

      “She called you princess,” Roman said from behind me.

      I inhaled deeply and blinked, pushing the tears away. For some reason, I didn’t want him to see this little insane reaction I had just had.

      I turned to the books. “She was just being kind.”

      “No, Raika, she wasn’t. She was being honest.”

      A knot formed between my eyebrows. I knew in real life princesses didn’t wear huge ballgowns everywhere they went, but that was how I imagined them. I was dressed up, in a simple but elegant black dress that went down mid-calf, high heeled pumps, and a set of beautiful diamond earrings and a delicate pendant, which I was told had been gifts from my father on my last birthday.

      My long black hair was pulled back into a half ponytail that curled in a big wave down my back, and I had a little makeup on.

      I looked rich, sophisticated, but certainly not like a princess.

      Shaking my head, I continued browsing the shelves. I paused again at the middle grade section, where a bunch of adventure and fantasy called to me. I picked one up and looked at the cover: a young girl holding a sword atop of a mountain.

      Suddenly, I saw a little girl in my mind, seated on a rug, surrounded by pillows, and holding this exact book.

      I gasped and held the book tighter. I stared at Roman.

      “What is it?” He approached me, his hands hovered over my arms. “Are you okay?”

      My throat went dry. “Tell me, when we lived with the pack, was there a little girl who liked to read? A place with a large rug and several pillows?”

      Roman’s lips thinned and his brows slammed down. “Hm, yeah. The rug and pillows were at the library. You loved spending time there. As for the little girl … she liked books too.”

      “Was she something to me? My cousin? My friend?” It would be odd for me to have a little girl as a friend, unless this was an old memory, and I had been a little girl at the time too.

      “Raika, I’ve told you before. You didn’t really have any friends there. Just me.”

      I nodded. He had told me that. He even told me the pack had hated my guts since I was born, even though back then they had no idea what I was. They had always treated me bad.

      I let out a long sigh. “I … I don’t know what is happening, but I just had two flashes and I’m certain they are memories.” 

      “Two?”

      Giddy, I placed the book I was holding inside the tote and looked around. “I should start picking

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/images/image-3_the-night-hunting.jpg
HUNTIN

RITE WORLD: NIGHT WOLVES: B OK 3

JULTANA HAYGE RT ;





OEBPS/images/wolf-for-night-wolves.jpg





OEBPS/images/rw_branding_final_main_graphiconly-copy.jpg





