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Osiris= first king of Egypt, murdered by his brother Set, but revived by his wife Isis, after which he became the ruler of the underworld and the judge of the dead. Egyptian god of the afterlife, resurrection, fertility, and agriculture

 

Asť/Isis=representing motherhood, fertility, magic, and healing. Known as the Queen of the Throne or "Queen of Heaven" under the name Aset, she was the wife of Osiris, the mother of Horus, and played a key role in resurrecting her husband, earning her the title "Great in words of power" (Urt-Hekau) for her magical abilities.

 

Sekhmet= goddess of war, destruction, and plague, but also of healing and protection, representing the destructive and creative power of the sun. Known as "the powerful one" or "Eye of Ra," she was sent by the sun god Ra to punish humanity but was eventually calmed with wine, a story that highlights her dual nature of wrath and healing.

 

Thoth=god of knowledge, wisdom, writing, the moon, and magic, often depicted as a man with an ibis head or a baboon. He is known as the patron of scribes, the creator of writing, the inventor of the calendar, and the recorder of the gods' verdicts in the afterlife.

 

Anubis = god of mummification, the afterlife, and the protector of the dead, typically depicted as a jackal-headed man. He guided souls to the afterlife, where they faced judgment in the Hall of Truth by having their hearts weighed against the feather of truth, a process he oversaw.

 

Set= an ancient Egyptian god of chaos, storms, the desert, and foreign lands, brother of Osiris, and husband of Nephthys.

 

Aramuk= ancient scribes, powerful magical human beings who bridge the gap between the Gods and humanity. Weilding the most powerful Orishain ancient African- Middle Eastern magick, which was assumed to have died out centuries ago.
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Atabey= supreme ancestral spirit, often called a goddess, in the indigenous Taíno mythology of the Caribbean, particularly associated with Puerto Rico (Borikén)

 

Juracán= a powerful storm deity, and the entity that controlled it, the goddess Guabancex. Guabancex, known as the "Lady of the Winds," was the goddess of storms and chaos, and Juracán represented the destructive natural force of these storms.

 

Yucahu = a sun deity symbolized by the "Sol de Jayuya" or "Guey" petroglyph found in Puerto Rico, representing strength, health, longevity, and the life-giving power of nature.
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This is a *Shared Universe* Series

For voracious readers who read deep!
If you are a 1 to 2 book series readers and satisfied with that…this probably isn’t the series for you! 

We roll Deep with Dark Magick, insane bouts of Sex… Bed Hopping…Reverse Harems… Voodoo Queens…Priestesses Divination…elemental orishas & Drinking the Blood of Our Enemies.

The books get Hotter and just a bit Darker as you go…as well as become Reverse Harem due to Legacies and Prophecies. The Gods enacted…Some of the Books in this series Crossover too with the ALFT, BYB, & PNM. 

The Vampires in these series are Mycenean, Arkadian, Sumerian & Babylonian, except for Saix.

This Universe in this “Shared Universe” due to a Specific Prophecy and Certain Characters Carrying Over to other books series from TBMD, so they are Best Read in Chronological Concurrent & Side by  Side Order* 

You can read them out of order, but some decisions may not make sense to you
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*A Lite Farie Tale*

Book 1. Midna’s Farie Tale; Prince Kailen

Book 2. To Teach is Divine; King Halleren

Book 3. Proceed with Caution; Prince Bekan

Book 4. Naudha’s Revenge; Stasis

Book 5. Gata; Odin’s Daughters 

Book 6. Realm Takeover; Is this the End 

Book 7. A Lost Queen; Prince Kailen’s Choice

Book 8: The Gods of Thunder; Baldur

Book 9: The Chronicles of Tikur; Chosen by Two

Book 10: One Night

Series 3. 

*Bayou Blues; Louisiana Made*

Book 1. Louisiana Pack Alliance; Louisiana 

Book 2. Bayou Blues; Luc & Izzy(

Book 3. Married to a Werewolf

Book 4: A Wolf King with No Queen; This Pack is Mine

Book 5: Werewolf Wedlock is Ecstasy

Book 6: Severed Bonds; Moree 

Series 4

The Death Merchants

A Infante

Book 1: Bitten in Time; Harry

Book 2: When I First Met You; Killian 

Book 3: Tousled by Chance; Hadley 

Book 4: When You First Met Me; Oliver 

Book 5: Merged by Fate; Landon 

Book 6: When We First Met; Massimo 

Book 7: Fused by Power; Jacob 

Book 8: Merchant Beginnings; Callum 

Book 9: A.T.E.C U; Brokers: Evan & Kragen

Book 10: LWWAU; If I let Go: Aglain

Series 5

*Paranormal Matrimony Vampires*

Book 1. Married to a Vampire

Book 2. Vampire Marriage is Bliss

Book 3: Vampire Sovereign

Book 4: A Bite that Lasts; Kiren St. Night

Book 5: SiS (secrets in silk) Kyrie Bloodworth

Book 6: I Don’t Bite & Tell; Sabastian St. Gallory
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		On PG Scottish/Irish accent

		On PG British accent

		On PG Languages from all over the world

		On PG. Sexual Situations 

		ON PG. Marijuana Use

		 On PG. Use of Dark Magick

		On PG. Attempted Murder…

		On PG. Murder…

		On PG. Governing Council that Kills Constantly

		Lots of Profanity



please adhere to Advisement.
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1558 England…

Balliol College
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“Well…
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hello Nevens, wonderful evening we’re having eh?’ Professor Henry Cummings called to Professor Stanley Meany.

“I should say so Henry, a bit chilly, but nice none the less.” Nevens answered as he pulled his cloak closer around him.

“Where you off to Nevens?” Henry asked smiling.

“Lessons. The head master has championed each of the new professors to be attend Mr. Lock’s lectures, yet I am well behind my own schedule. I daresay it shall be a bit tedious and boring, given the situation. I imagine it complete and utter chaos for the students.” Nevens complained, when Henry chuckled.

“You do say, and how long is Mr. Lock with us?” Henry asked chuckling.

“I believe tis a week at the very least, and the students are all in a thunder. I vow,  many of them have already loss themselves to his opulence.” Nevens fused, when Henry chuckled for a second time shaking his head.

“Well, I must be off, you know how Grimily gets if I am tardy. I shall see you in the dining hall later, Nevens. Keep your chin up chum, twull all be over soon enough.” Henry called over his shoulder as he made his way to the rectory. 

Nevens exhaled noisily as he continued walking towards the library pensively. 

To be as liberal as Lock, why that was simply imagination for some. 

Nevens had never once lived outside of himself. 

To be that free and independent was merely a dream to him. 

He stumbled, dropped his lecture materials, then bent to retrieve them. Nevens instantly noticed the expensive well-polished pair of boots in front of him now.

“Good morn .” Someone said, when Nevens looked up completely surprised. The young man standing before him was unknown. Nevens was sure he was not one of his students, as he stooped to aid Nevens retrieve his scattered notes. Yet, what caught Nevens’ attention was the pale blue of his eyes, as if they were exactly what he had imagined the artic appeared akin to. He appeared not much older than Nevens himself, yet there was an air of maturity about him. Equally, Nevens knew he did not belong at Oxford; despite his fur lined cloak and appearance.

“May I be of some assistance, young sir?” Nevens asked as they both stood after retrieving the notes.

“Yes you may, I am quite turned around. I am seeking the lecture hall. I’ve come to hear Lock speak tonight.” The young man sent back with a smile. Nevens groaned inwardly then.

“Oh that.” Nevens muttered, when the young man smiled for a second time.

“And you do not care… for Mr. Lock?” The young man asked, when Nevens exhaled loudly.

“Not particularly. I imagine he is selfish, irresponsible, and a bit of a dreamer.” Nevens stated.

“Really now?” The man asked laughing.

“Yes, and this whole blasted lecture is a disruption, which the university could most certainly do without. His ideals on there being no Original Sin are preposterous. It obliterates all that we here at Oxford teach and believe! Why the head master would even allow this, I can most certainly not fathom.” Nevens grumbled. The stranger laughed again.

“Well then, might I suggest a nice warm pint of ale to take the chill off, and you may entertain me with your thoughts on Lock while we await the lecture?” The young man suggested smiling. The stranger’s smile was welcoming, and strangely enough, Nevens realized that he was actually agreeing to the stranger’s request with a smile. 

Nevens and the stranger walked across campus chit chatting about this and that, and once they reached the gentleman’s club, the stranger handed his cloak and cane to the lad at the door. He motioned for Nevens to take a seat, and he did a bit nervously.

“Now, where were we?” The young man asked and Nevens looked at him blankly. This fellow was quite strange, Nevens pondered as Standish served him the warm cider ale. The sharp blue eyes seemed to notice everything around him, and each time he smiled, it was as if Nevens was missing something. Nevens returned the smile but felt a bit uncomfortable. As the night wore on, someone suddenly touched Nevens on the shoulder startling him.

“Nevey, the lecture is about to begin. Headmaster’s assistant Willis is searching for you, you best make haste Nevey!” Cromely cried excitedly as he seized Nevens’ cloak, scarf, and gloves.

“Well thank you for the ale, maybe we shall meet again kind sir.” Nevens returned with a smile and the stranger nodded, but the look was anything but friendly as he glared at Cromely. Nevens paled slightly as he glanced at the stranger again, then turned quickly and hurried from the room with Cromely in tow.

 


Hume’s

Lecture Hall…
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The lecture…

[image: Image] went off without a hitch and by weeks’ end Nevens felt exhausted. Although he had enjoyed the lecture immensely to his surprise, he was happy to see Lock and his entourage depart for greener pastures. 

After the initial shock of it, the next week transitioned back into its normal smoothness. Nevens was happy to be lecturing again, and he smiled as he made his way towards the gentleman’s club. 

Nevens suddenly remembered the stranger and realized he hadn’t seen him again since the night Lock was on campus. As Nevens stepped across the threshold of the club, he felt someone staring at him. Nevens gulped as he recognized the young stranger. He realized instantly; he’d never gotten the fellows’ name. He motioned for Nevens to have a seat, and he did timidly.

“I daresay I did not imagine that I would ever see you again.” Nevens chirped nervously with a slight smile.

“Well I happened to be in the area on an errand of business and decided to stop in and have a slight nip. I had no notions that I would run into you again Mr. Meaney.” The stranger replied with a slight smile of his own.

“And you are sir?” Nevens asked as the young fellow served him the steaming ale. It took the chill off his hands and the tip of his nose as he brought the mug to his lips.

“Did I not introduce myself?” The stranger asked grinning.

“No, I do not believe you did sir?” Nevens sent back with a confused look.

“Sephoroth…Mr. Meaney.” Sephoroth introduced himself extending his hand across the table to Nevens. Nevens noticed it was a bit chilled as he took it, but he just assumed he had most likely just come in from the cold.

“What a peculiar name you have sir, and what is it that you do Mr. Sephoroth?” Nevens countered smiling slightly.

“Yes, well some say. And most assuredly sir is not required, and this and that.” Sephoroth sent back, and Nevens noticed the smile again as he nodded. Nevens also realized there was no mirth in that smile. 

He observed it did not reach the man’s eyes either. Nevens nervously fiddled with his ale, as they both sat in silence staring at the flames in the fireplace. After about an hour Nevens cleared his throat and rose from the table.

“Well my friend, I guess I shall be off. I do say I am dreading the four-am class call I must answer to.” Nevens stated rising.

“And I alas must be on my way as well. Mayhap we shall meet again Mr. Meaney. I daresay that I cannot wait until we do. Good night to you, kind sir.” Sephoroth returned, shook Nevens extended hand, then walked from the room. Nevens looked at the spot Mr. Sephoroth vacated, and he felt a chill suddenly run up his spine.

“Okay thar old Nevey?” Brineridge asked as he saw Nevens just standing there. Nevens shook himself, then looked up with a slight smile. 

Snap out of it Nevey, he chided himself, then looked at Brineridge again.

“Yes, just fine Brineridge. Well, I’m off then.” Nevens said as he left the club. The night air was extremely cold, despite the fact that it was mid-October. 

He gathered his cloak tighter around him and hurried on his way to the dormitories. As he climbed the stairs, he could have sworn he heard a noise. He paused on the landing to look back, lifted the candle for a better look, but he saw nothing. He trotted on to his quarters then.

Nevens shed his clothes, then got into bed sighing.  Nevens moaned to himself as that bottomless feeling enveloped him once again. 

Where is your life headed Nevey? 

He asked himself frowning. 

He was already twenty-and-eight, and still nowhere near to being established. 

He was the last handed lectures, the first to be overlooked for elevation, and the last to be called friend. 

Were it not for Henry, he would have no clue what the word friend actually meant. 

He exhaled once more again, reached over, and blew the candle out, then hunkered down into the coverlets feeling what true wretchedness felt like.

 


Gentleman’s

Dormitories…
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Something... 
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woke him. Nevens jerked awake and sat straight up in the bed. He peered around the room but saw nothing out of the ordinary. He placed his hand to his chest and could feel the thudding of his own heart. He took a deep breath, and as he was about to lay back down he heard the strike of a match; then the room was illuminated.

That was when Nevens saw him. 

However, before the words could leave Nevens mouth, his embrace was secure, the yell lodging in Nevens’ throat. Nevens felt himself floating higher and higher. When he drew back from him, Nevens realized it was the stranger.

“I could leave you here…like this. Is this what you wish?” He whispered near Nevens’ ear then.

“N…n…no.” Nevens whispered back, but he could barely breathe as he did. He could feel what one might call life-force leaving him.

“You have a choice then, something I was never given. I can leave you like this…and you will die…or you can take my blood; and I can offer you all that you wish my beautiful one. But you must make a choice now, time is of the essence.” He said, and before he realized it Nevens began to suckle at his wrist. 

Nevens felt the convulsions, just before everything went black.

Nevens was startled awake by the sound of birds, scrambled out of bed, then rushed around the room gathering his garments. He dressed as quickly as he could, washed his face, gather his notes, and rushed from the room. He ran towards the lecture hall, and by the time he got there, he noticed he wasn’t even winded. As he hurried into the hallway, he saw his students were waiting by the door. It was 7:30 am. 

He’d missed three and a half hours!

He looked to his left and saw the Headmaster on a course straight towards him. 

In the six years that he had been there, Nevens had yet to see the Headmaster.  

“May I have a word Mr. Meaney?” He inquired with a deep frown. Nevens motioned for his students to enter the room as he unlocked the door, then nodded to the Headmaster. “I daresay that you are nearly four hours behind schedule Mr. Meaney?” The Headmaster stated frowning.

“Yes Headmaster, this I know. I had a dreadful ache which caused me to over sleep, and it shall never happen again.” Nevens replied looking contrite.

“And see to it that it does not Mr. Meaney. The only reason I am employing leniency is that in all the years you have been here, you have been impeccable where time is concerned. See to it that it does not happen again.” The Headmaster quipped, then turned on his heel leaving Nevens to stare after him. He breathed a relieved sigh as he entered his lecture hall.

As the day wore on Nevens began to feel inferior to the hours prior, so by the time his lectures were finished for the day he had to cancel off with Henry. He headed straight for his room; however, he never made it. When he came along the crypts of many long dead and famous alumni of the college, the pain seemed to wrack his entire body. 

He thought, if he could just tarry here and rest for a moment, as he made his way inside the crypt. Nevens crawled into a small spot and closed his eyes as the images began to fill his head. Nevens gasped opening his eyes, and he was standing before him.

“What have you bloody done to me?” Nevens shouted, and the stranger smiled.

“Nothing that I cannot fix if you will but allow me to.” He replied and Nevens scrambled away from him.

“Do not handle me!” Nevens yelled.

“Mr. Meaney, you mustn’t act this way if I am to assist you.” He called softly, and Nevens backed away from him.

“Go to hell, you demon!” Nevens yelled again, and the next thing he knew the man seized him by the throat, his feet dangling.
    “We shall not resort to name calling Mr. Meaney. You will require me very shortly, and when you do, but summon and I will be here.” He hissed as Nevens shook his head violently.

“I shall never beckon you demon!” Nevens yelled, and the stranger tossed him aside.

“You shall, or I will put you down myself. You cannot be allowed to roam all of England of your own accord. I just cannot have that. For your own safety, may I suggest you remain here for tonight? I will send someone else to you, but you cannot remain here like some rabid animal.” He hissed, then 

disappeared. Nevens curled into a ball moaning to himself.

What had he done to him? 

What had he become?

What would happen to him now?

 


England 21st Century 

The Marquess [image: Image]

of Havenshire Estates
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“I need … 

[image: Image] that fucken book Saix and you shall get it for me. I need you on the next plane to America now, not tomorrow. Sephoroth spat, and Saix sighed glaring at Sephoroth.

“Surely they’re already looking for it?” Saix replied frowning.

“It has been nine months, and not one person has been able to find Magellan. I need you on this Saix, because it seems as though I cannot trust anyone else!” Sephoroth yelled as he threw the man across the room, then walked to him and ripped his throat out. Saix closed his eyes exhaling deeply. When Saix opened his eyes he looked at the private dick. 

Seph could be such an arsehole sometimes.

“And you remember it too Saix. I want it in a week.” Sephoroth threatened. Saix nodded and left the room frowning.

 


West Los Angeles California

Walgreens

Santa Monica & Highland…
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Saix …
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watched her as she walked into the Walgreens, and realized she was oblivious to nearly everything and everyone around her. She was beautiful though, he thought watching her with a slight smile. It wasn’t beauty like the four other women she was with, but something so quiet it silently summoned him, drawing her to him. He shook himself then. 

What the fuck was he doing? Seph would kill him if he found out. 

He glanced up and saw Ennix. Ennix motioned towards Saix, and Saix replaced the magazine walking towards the door.

“Mullins just happened to be at Charley’s yesterday, and he said he spotted the bird with the green hair there. I’ve got two invites for us tonight at Taboo, if you’re up to it?” Ennix asked, then shoved Saix because Saix wasn’t paying attention.

“What?” Saix asked annoyed.

“Where the hell is your brain Saix, I said…” Ennix began when Saix waved it off.

“I heard you! Bloody fine, whatever.” Saix sent back frowning.

“You best get your head off the birds Saix, you know what we came here for.” Ennix countered frowning as well and Saix glared at him.

“Shut your bloody cakehole Ennix I know, now come on.” Saix snapped, as he took one last look at her. 

She would be his he vowed, as he walked out the Walgreens and into the purple twilight of the night.
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West Hollywood California

Unemployment Office…
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So … 

[image: Image] I’m sitting in the unemployment office and thinking how much my life has become crap, and I wanted to cry. Ten years as a chef all shot to hell, because of an ex-boyfriend who could not seem to let go! I had the bright idea of going back to school to become a teacher, but every day it seemed like that dream was getting further and further away. 

I was at the height of my career, when one of L. A’s most famous got food poisoning at my restaurant. I knew I’d been set up, but unfortunately, for me there was no way that I could prove it. So here, I sat a year later, my restaurant closed, sued in civil court, and waiting for an unemployment check. 

What else could possibly go wrong? 

I thought as the angry looking old African-American woman motioned me towards her desk. I got up and walked to her. I sighed as I sat down and looked up at her.

“You do know Ms. Asana your payments will run out next month, right?” She said, and I frowned. 

You would think with the money I’d made; it would last longer. 

I hadn’t touched my savings yet, but it looked like I might have to do just that. 

With a mortgage to pay, car payment, and just plain eating, there was no way that I couldn’t! 

She had me sign the paper and I left the offices.

Shit, this sucked. I thought as I got into my bug. Well at least I wasn’t homeless, and I shook my head telling the man I didn’t need my windows washed. I reached into my purse and gave him the last ten-dollar bill on me. He smiled and continued to bless me until I told him he was welcomed to it as I drove off towards home. 

As I drove home, I was in another world. 

What would I do now? 

It wasn’t as if I could go back to work. Even though I was almost done with my teaching credentials, I would still just be covering my bills. 

This was not where I had imagined my life at thirty-three. Culinary school had been a blast, and my parents seemed genuinely happy I’d finally chosen a lucrative career at 22. However, getting your first and only restaurant shut down at thirty-two, sued in civil courts for everything I owned, besides a measly twenty-thousand-dollars was definitely not in the plans. 

I sighed as I pulled into my drive, got the groceries from the trunk, and commenced to try to open the door with both bags without dropping them. Eddy got off his bike then and rushed up to me. He took one of the bags and I smiled down at him.

“Thanks Eddy…got a buck with your name on it if ya can get the door open. I said, and he grinned. 

Eddy was the neighborhood helper, you could say.

He took out the trash, pulled the cans in after the trash on Mondays, cut lawns; and any other job, which would help him acquire his weekly supply of comic books. There wasn’t much else a ten-year-old could do to earn money. 

However, shit, with the way things were going for me, I just might be right beside him next Saturday! 

I reached into the wash coin bowl, gave him his dollar, he said thanks, smiled and closed the door behind him. It was four-o’clock, and for some reason I was tired. 

This was strange. 

It wasn’t as if I had to work anymore. I plopped down on the sofa and turned on the flat screen. Maybe I could have a stay at home, watch Someone Like You, and have a pity party? The phone rang, and I reached over to pick it up.

“Hello?,” I sighed into the phone.

“Hey gurl, it’s me Jess. What is you doing tonight?,” Jess asked and I grinned slightly. Jessica Marie Chin was one of my best friends, and she and Kimberly Natasha McGillis, my other best friend was always looking for a party.

“Nothing yet. I was thinking Someone Like You, and ice cream,” I said exhaling deeply.

“Oh…my…God. You are such a loser! Good, you’re coming with us,” Jess said, and I could hear laughter in the background.

“Who all going?,” I groaned not feeling it.

“Me, Kim, Sasha, Steph, and Drew,” Jess sent back.

“And where would that be?” I could hear more laughter. “This new spot just opened up last week, and you have to go with us. It’s a restaurant, sort of club. And the men, you would not believe! Rich too, and they don’t have a problem buying a girl a drank either.” Jess said excitedly.

“I don’t know if I should,” I moaned not wanting to.

“What the fuck else do you have to do? Watch T.V? No, you’re going and that’s that. We’ll be there at nine-thirty so be ready,” Jess snapped.

“I guess,” I exhaled for a second time.

“Good, not to mention I want to meet the owner. From what I’ve heard, he’s pretty hot. See you at nine-thirty,” she commanded and hung up. I moaned, then hung up the phone. I so did not feel like going out tonight, but I knew Jess, she would never let it go if I didn’t. I got up then sighing again as I went to my bedroom. I looked into my closet, then sighed again.  

What do you wear to a restaurant, slash club, which wasn’t overdressed, slutty or just plain geeked out? 

Knowing Jess, she would be in a dress, so I looked through the dresses I had. I settled on a black one that wasn’t too dressy or too casual. I took out my red-strapped heels, then looked at my feet. 

They were in need of some serious loving. 

I laid the dress on the bed, took out the shoes and walked into the bathroom. I collected my pedicure set, then sat on the edge of the tub. If I did them now, I could roam the rest of the day and not worry about them; then try to do it last minute. The phone rang again, and I hobbled into the bedroom to get it. “Hello?” I groaned, thinking it was Jess calling back.

“Hey Jo, it’s me Josh.” He said, and the groan turned into a growl.

“I know exactly who it is, what do you want?” I snapped. Josh was my former boyfriend. He was an asshole and a complete screw up. 

Who said co-workers could date and still get along?

When I first saw him in the second row of my culinary class, I’d acted like a schoolgirl with her first crush. He was all Laguna Beach hottie, wrapped in an enormous, magnificently, luscious, tight tanned bod. We’d been friends for like years, until he asked me out two years ago. 

I fell in no time. 

Now here we were two years later and couldn’t stand each other. I’d always believed he had something to do with the food poisoning at my restaurant too. We’d blown his restaurant out of the water just three days after opening, and now that we were closed, he was well above cost. 

His was actually making a profit now, and it just seemed strange to me.

“I was wondering if we could get together tonight and talk.” He asked. 

However, what he really meant was if he could come over and fuck me. 

We’d been doing the breakup sex thing for about a month now, but I was sick of it and him. Not to mention if Jess saw him she’d fly into one. Jess never liked Josh to begin with, so when we broke up she was ecstatic. He’d always said he couldn’t understand why she acted so black, especially since she was only half. 

He couldn’t seem to fathom why they acted like that! 

His words, not mine.  

That struck a wrong note with Jess. Yeah Jess was hood at its finest, but it had nothing to do with whom she was as a person. Jess wanted to kick his ass, and it had nothing to do with him being white. I wouldn’t say Josh was racist, more like ignorant and sheltered. To Jess he was an asshole, and she said I just could not see it.

Jess is half-black and half-Chinese but feels  more comfortable identifying with African-Americans. She said she needed to break away from the traditional Asian values of her father’s family, and I would just laugh. She was only really hood around Sasha and me though. I guessed since my mom was Romanian and my dad African, and Sasha was African-American, Jess figured she could be.

“I think we’re done Josh. Not to mention I have plans with Jess tonight.” I said.

“It’s cool, whatever. Just don’t call me when you get that feeling again, because I promise you from now on I’ll be busy.” He sneered and hung up. No worries. I thought smiling. 

He wasn’t that good anyway. 

I looked down at my feet then. 

For once, I would like a man who would make me cum screaming at the top of my lungs and make my toes curl! 

I laughed as I hobbled back to the bathroom. I looked in the mirror and sighed. My hair looked a fright. It was to the middle of my back, but it curled. I wasn’t petite like my mom either. I guessed I took after my father, who was six-feet-five because I was five-nine. 

I suddenly thought about me as a dude. 

No one knew I had a twin brother unless I told them, and Tobey could be a dawg where women were concerned. Curly blonde hair and honey colored eyes like my dad, and the women go crazy for him. I even went so far as to tell him he was the reason women did stupid shit like that, and he would laugh and call me Betty Friedan; then say I was a hater and bitter. I laughed as I thought about my brother. 

Who said twins were just alike? 

I finished my feet then took a shower. When I was done, I walked into the kitchen to fix myself something to eat, took my dinner to the sofa and flipped the T.V back on. Satellite was shit, no matter what they said. 

Then I guessed I went to the movies too much, because I’d seen every movie on the TV so far. I walked my plate back into the kitchen, then lay down on the sofa thinking I would just take a quick nap.

 


Four Hours

Later…
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When I…

[image: Image] jerked awake, it was eight-fifteen-pm. I jumped up from the sofa and rushed into the bedroom. 

Jess was going to kill me!

I perfumed my body, brushed my teeth, then got dressed. I looked at my hair and decided to put it up. 

Dark hair and light eyes was somewhat funny, I always thought. Nevertheless, my mom said it made my eyes stand out even more. People always looked at me weird because I had my mom’s grey eyes. 

I wasn’t as light skinned as my brother though. I was more like a bronzed color, so my eyes stood out even more because of my brown skin. When I finished my hair, I started on my make-up, and by the time I was finished with everything it was nine-fifteen-pm. I sighed as I looked at the clock. 

I was so not feeling this, but I knew if I didn’t go both Jess and Kim would bitch. 

I’d pretty much become a hermit since I lost my restaurant. I’d been doing the school thing for four years now and was about to start on my master’s degree. 

I did not intend to be a chef forever anyway, especially since I already developed bursitis in my right shoulder. Therefore, for me it was mostly school, studying and home. I heard a knock at the door and sighed for the hundredth time.

“Hello, dinnae expect us to be early eh?” Kim said as she walked in. Kim, Sasha, and I met through Jess four years ago at a New Year’s Eve party and had been chums ever since. Kim’s family was old Irish, and her red hair and green eyes spoke volumes. She spent summers in Ireland since the age of eight, so it was funny she picked up the verbiage, and sometimes the accent. She was dressed in a flared short skirt, black off the shoulder blouse and spiked boots. I just rolled my eyes. 

Why was I the only one who ever dressed normal?

I thought as Sasha walked up the drive. Sasha Sofia Anette Jackson reminded me of Toni from “Girlfriends”, and she was what we call bougie. She was dressed in a flared skirt like Kim, but instead of boots, she had on strapless Jimmy Choo’s. 

Steph walked in then, and I felt better. Stephanie Serene Bridgeway was more like me, and we’d met at Cal State Northridge. Me going for my Art History degree, and she a Business degree. We became friends instantly, and she was such a gem, I had to introduce her to my girls. The men went crazy for her British accent too. She was dressed in a casual black dress too, but as she turned, I could see it was cut rather low in the back. 

Probably Jess’ doing.

I thought shaking my head .I wasn’t even sure what Drew was wearing as she came through the door. It was sort of a skirt, but it bellowed out, and of course, she had to turn it emo. Her newly cut waist length hair was in the latest emo fashion, but it looked good on her. Andrewa Magalia Fatima Hernandez…or Drew as we called her was a character too and has been ever since we met like two years ago.

She was bartending for a friend’s party, we just sort of meshed, and have been friends ever since. Jess walked in carrying a bottle, dressed like Kim and Sasha. Jess…Jess and I had been homies since the 7th grade when she was a nerd. Science club geeks and mathleats. 

Yeah, you so do not want to see the school pictures from that!

“You gone get yo swerve on befo we go.” Jess asked grinning, and for some reason I had to laugh. I took the bottle of tequila and went into the kitchen to get the shot glasses. We did like three rounds, then decided to leave. By the time we did, it was nearly ten.

“So, what is this place like, and where is it?” I asked as I got into the front seat. 

“Please tell me you are not…about to spark up a tree?” I cried laughing as I watched Drew hit the joint. She just looked at me, wiggled her eyebrows and grinned trying to hold the smoke in. They started giggling and I rolled my eyes. 

You would think them teenagers, not grown ass women!

“West Hollywood after the House of Blues. Why?” Jess sent back.

“Just curious.” I replied absently looking out the window of her S.U.V . I was always amazed when I rode in cars like this. My bug was nearly on the ground, so it felt weird to be so high up. I looked over at the car driving next to us and gasped.

Oh…my…God! He was fricken gorgeous! 

I could see his profile, and even though he had his sunglasses on at night, he was very handsome. He must have felt me staring, because he suddenly turned and grinned. He put his glasses up and winked. I huffed, and he drove off as the light turned green. 

Just my luck! 

I thought frowning. Drew passed the joint my way, and instead of my usual refusal, I took it and inhaled deeply.

“Ooh damn! Jo tryna get crunk!” Sasha yelled laughing. I took another two hits, then passed it back rolling down the window as I blew the smoke out. I knew I would regret it in the morning but thought what the hell.

 


Club Flashpoint

Sunset Blvd…
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Jess drove… 

[image: Image] to the entrance of the place and of course it was crowded. 

Damn. 

I hated this Hollywood shit. 

I was not for waiting in line like an idiot, because I chose to wear clothing. I looked at the scantily clad women and rolled my eyes again.

“I thought you said this was a restaurant Jess. I’m not up for waiting in line, and I hate those bullshit ass bouncers who only let women who are practically naked in the door before they do us fully clothed.” I snapped, and they all just looked at me.

“Oh, my, God, you’re such a prude Jobey! What’s happened to you?” Sasha said frowning.

“Yeah, take the stick out your ass for like two seconds and have some fun Job.” Drew countered, and I just looked at her. I was not a prude. We got out of the car and the valet took Jess’ keys.

“Plus, I know the anorak at the door.” Steph commented in that lovely accent of hers, and it cheered me somewhat. When we got to the door true to her word, Steph did, and we were ushered in. 

The place was really nice and full of people. 

I liked the way the high vaulted ceilings seemed to envelope the room, and the way the gossamer curtains hung on the side of the walls made the place look even better. There were tables to the right, and a dance floor and
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