
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[image: Image][image: Text, company name

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	 

	 

	 

	 


[image: Icon

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]



	




	[image: Text

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Heads Up

	The MMC Lucas Morea has a deep accent.

	It is a cross between French Cajun and Scottish, so you’ll need to do a double take lol, for the reason that it is written into the text, to give him not only character, but the Louisiana Nworleans ambiance. Each of the pack members and residents of Laffette Louisiana have it written into their dialogue.
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	This is a *Shared Universe* Series…

	1st. This series introduces you to nine reigning packs one at a time, so although in the books as central characters, Luc & Izzy are not in every book, as their reign levels up with each book, and each concurring event from their Mother pack in England.

	As we are introducing you to the packs and their masters to you, concurrent events are happening in each pack.

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

	We roll Deep with Dark Magick, Bed Hopping sometimes…Reverse Harems sometimes… Voodoo Queens…orisha Priestesses… Divination & Drinking the Blood of Our Enemies.

	The books get Hotter and Darker as you go…as well as become Reverse Haren in some of the series due to Legacies and Prophecies. Some of the Books in this series Crossover with the TBMD Universe in this “Shared Universe” due to a Specific Prophecy and Certain Characters Carrying Over to other 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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		On Pg. Sexual Situations 
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		ON Pg. Slang
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	This Book is Rated R

	Reader Discretions is Advised 18+. 

	And don’t forget to check the information in the back of the book, about other genres, as well as pertinent information about the author.

	 

	 


PoisonedPin Creations LLC

	 

	 

	Married to 

	A Werewolf

	Edited by Mini Sands

	Cover Art Jai Parker

	© Copyright 2016 

	Alexandria Infante

	 

	United States of America Worldwide Electronic & Digital Rights North American, Australian and UK Print Rights All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any form, including digital and electric or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without prior written consent of the author, except for brief quotes for use in reviews. The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. 

	 

	Criminal copyright infringement (including infringement without monetary gain) is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions. This book is a work of fiction.  NO Part of this BOOK MAY be USED to TRAIN, EDUCATE nor TEACH AI in any SHAPE, FORM or FASHION.

	 

	Characters, names, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance or likeness to actual living or dead persons is entirely coincidental. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	 


 

	[image: Image]

	 


Chapter One

	Richmond 

	Virginia
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	My eyes… 
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	were unfocused for several moments, but the fragrance played heavy on my senses. I shook my head, refocused, looked up through the massive trees, caught sight of the moon; and my whole insides coiled and expanded at the same time. 

	It was the moon. 

	It always affected me and this pack like that; due to the fact that my mother was a Lunar witch before she was turned. I felt nature all around me, and it was exhilarating. The song of the Nighthawk ever present, giving the forest an almost eerie façade; menacing, yet inviting at the same time for the right being. 

	There was no danger here…at least not for me. 

	I breathed it in as the crickets began their night song as well, the only thing marring this beautiful scene; the smell of humanity. The night resonances around me tickled my ears, I was one with the hunt, and every muscle in me strained against my skin reeling in the idea that I was one with the essence of nature. The scent shifted, and I paused. I closed my eyes and took a deeper breath.

	I could smell them, the slight fear, and as crazy as it sounded; it was a turn on. Not them, but the idea of the chase, being one with my wolf, and being who and what I was meant to be. I sat back on my hunches, allowed my eyes to focus once again, caught the slight movement of the trees, then surged forward. I pounced upon them, he screamed like a girl, and Evan keeled over laughing.  I landed on top of Hywel.

	“What the hell, Rowena! You scared the shit out of us!” Hywel whined, when I burst into laughter as my shift was completed, and Evan joined in.

	“You mean, you.” Evan laughed as he helped Hywel up from the ground.

	“You were always a tootie little gint!” I cried laughing harder as I stood, and they both averted their eyes.

	“Yer not funny cow.” Hywel sent back bobbing his neck as he held up my dress, and I took it laughing still. Hywel and Evan were the only openly gay werewolves I knew, and boy were they my treasure.

	“If I’m not mistaken, Gerard is looking for you. It’s pretty much the reason we came out this way.” Evan said grinning as he looked over at Hywel, and Hywel, glared slightly.

	“You mean you came out this way; my plans were entirely different.” Hywel purred, and I sniggered as Evan’s face turned crimson. Evan waved off Hywel’s comment.

	“Anyway…we’ve got visiting packs tonight and, in the morning, so you need to be there.” Evan stated as he brushed the leaves and dirt from Hywel, and I grinned as I wound my hair up into a ponytail.

	“Fine, but he’s seriously getting on my last nerve. I’m not fucking marrying him, or any other soulless pack mate of Harvey’s, Gin’s, Forbes’ etc.…and I don’t give a shit what my aunt or dad says! I will be Alpha of this pack due to my mother not them; so, neither has a say in the matter.” I muttered as we each turned to walk back towards the mansion.

	“If you say so. But If I’m correct that’s why the Elders are coming in tonight, to make sure that you do.” Evan countered, and I glared at him.

	“Exactly, I know you don’t want to hear it lambkins, but Alamikos, Sogalikas, Kikas, Mzatanos and Nokahigas are each to be here in the morning. Dad says each of the Tribe Elders will be here with their sons, encase things don’t go well with the Scots; so, I kind of think yer assed out girl.” Hywel declared, and I glared all the more.

	“This is complete bullshit! I’m turning thirty fricken years old! Wtf do I need some old assholes who won’t get with the times picking out a mate for me. Not to mention my aunt Ellie. I know this is my dad, and no one else! She would never force me to marry someone I didn’t love! And if he thinks I’m marrying Gerard, or any of those assholes, he’s seriously mistaken.” I ground out, and they both sighed.

	“You had to know that this day would come sooner rather than later Roe.” Evan stated, when I sent him the finger wrinkling my nose. 

	There was no point being pissed off at him, Evan was simply the messenger.

	Evan was Gerard’s right-hand man, or what we like to call Third; so, he would know. Where I couldn’t stand Gerard, I loved Evan. My Aunt Ellie was pack master by default. She had no wish to run this pack, and since my mother was the stronger of the two, Ellie gladly gave it to my mother. So basically, Ellie was sitting Pack master in her mind by chance. 

	Equally, I couldn’t actually obtain it until my thirtieth birthday. I had been trained in the ways since I was five-years old, and the succession was supposed to be happy, loving, and a day in which my mother and I would rejoice. My mother was the ONLY female Alpha of Color in America; one of six in the entire world! I couldn’t have been prouder of anyone in my life, and my mother was my joy! But all of that had been taken from me in an instant. Why, because of a routine traffic stop that turned deadly. 

	I think about that day constantly and wished every day that she would have just been what the fuck she was…and killed all three of them. 

	Twenty-two bullets laced with silver and Night Shade. 

	Which not only told me that it was a set up, but planned by racist ass cops who knew what we truly were. The Nightshade didn’t kill her per se, but it caused an infection that only a vampire bite could cure, and she refused to become an undead. My mother was the pinnacle of “Do the right thing, even if it causes you harm! 

	She wanted to be liked and master the humans at the same time; even at the detriment of herself. But she would never allow her desire to have ties with the humans compromise me. 

	Hence, me needing to find a mate.

	 I had no desire to marry anyone, especially some old ass pack member who came over from England just for it. 

	And they never matched me anyway! 

	It was either some fuck old as black pepper as my nana says, or he was too young, and I would fucking need to babysit him! 

	This was all bullshit to me anyway, and there was no way I was ever…giving up my right to rule, no matter who challenged me. And what I loved most, is that even if my pack Elders didn’t support me finding my own mate, Grand King Lucas Moreau’s wife Queen Izzobell did, and she’d even been enamored with little ole me, when we’d met last summer. I had a right to rule, and my mother made sure of it. 

	It was also why my mother made sure I was trained in six fighting styles, pretty much knew how to handle, and use every weapon known to man; and what that didn’t cover, she taught me how to spy and use my feminine wills. 

	I didn’t understand why I couldn’t just marry someone from my own country anyway. 

	I was sure there were handsome men here, but the Elders explained it as him having ties to some prehistoric ass decrepit pack who ruled not only England, but the Americas as well. Supposedly he was some ancient tie to my mother’s people. 

	I knew my mother was a former slave and had some Native and English blood as well; but I loved her dark chocolate skin. I gave no shites…as they would say about that. My mother was a woman of color, despite her mixed blood, and this line had ruled for centuries…as Women of Color. 

	So, I was forced to play werewolf politics as if I were fricken ambassador to this shiza. I wanted no part of this, and basically attempted to avoid it for the last twenty-nine years, despite my mother’s prodding, refining, and training. 

	Tomorrow was my thirtieth birthday, and as far as the pack, my aunt and father were concerned, marrying age. And that shit wasn’t happening…whether my aunt, father, this pack, or the Elders accepted that shit or not.

	I wanted love! 

	My true soul-starter, and I wouldn’t settle for shit else; or I would do it alone! 

	I wanted to be Elizabeth of Color; at least in my mind. Queen Elizabeth was a boss bitch…she ruled for nearly fifty years, without…a man; so, I was quite sure I could do the same. I wasn’t about to be forced to marry some adjoining, overseas or what have you pack member, simply because they said so. 
Similarly, even though I was next in line for Alpha; I didn’t want that either really, it was duty to me. 

	As far as I knew, there had never been a female Alpha in this territory except my mother, and I would be the second, because this was a Matrilineal pack. My father wasn’t like every other Tom, Dick and wolf after my mother died; that basically screwed human women to help the pack, promising them nothing but the fact that they would take care of them and the child. And even if he did, it wouldn’t have matter because this was and still is my mother’s pack and they respect that. 

	But shit, I wanted nothing of the sort.

	I wanted to be normal, for as far back as I could remember. I’d gone to regular high school and college, because before I was to do my duty, as my mother called it, she wanted me to have some semblance of normalcy. I fell in love like most college girls, Hugh to be exact, but it was never to be. Right before graduation, Evan showed up stating that it was time for me to go home. 

	When I refused, he waited until the exact moment that my boyfriend walked in to put a kiss on me, that would rival any straight man’s. With the way Evan looked, there was no way to explain it to Hugh that he would believe. 

	Hugh and I broke up…and my mother got what she wanted. I hated them both the first year after, but in the end, I knew that although it was shady of Evan’s ass, it was the right thing to do. It wouldn’t have been right to bring Hugh into this deadly world of ours, especially him being human. So where did that leave me…in this bullshit that I was in now. 

	Yes, I was a were, but I wanted love, my soul starter, my life mate, the person that I couldn’t live without as well; not some bullshit procreation for the good of the pack crap, and I refused to accept that too.

	I just knew there was someone out there for me, regardless of what these old fucks said! And I would not be denied it either, just for the sake of this pack. If I couldn’t rule happy, how would that make for a happy pack? I swore one of the first things that I would do once I was Queen… was get rid of some of these barbaric ass rules that were written at the fricken turn of the century, that applied to fricken no one today! 

	And I was sure they were written and upheld by the Elder men!

	 


Bayer

	Hall…
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	As I…

	[image: Image] walked into the mansion ten minutes later Gerard was leaning against the parlor door frowning.

	“What?” I snapped as I made to go up the stairs, but he seized my elbow halting me.

	“Why must you always piss me off Roe?” Gerard hissed down on me, his blue eyes darkening just a bit. Were it not for the fact that I couldn’t stand him, Gerard was a very handsome man. Six-two at least, dark blonde hair to his shoulders, a scruffy beard, and a body that would be any woman’s dream to climb.

	But it just wasn’t there for me. 

	My father had pledged me to one of the Louisiana packs, which Gerard came from before my aunt realized. 

	However, since he was my father, and she was pack master she couldn’t say no. But imagine my surprise and delight, when King of All for Louisiana Lucas Moreau and his wife Izzy showed up, and the king said I didn’t have to accept the pledge if I didn’t want to, because no one had informed him of the petition. 

	My dad had been pissed, but there wasn’t shit he could say about it, and it took every ounce of my willpower not to burst out laughing at the look on my dad’s face. 

	If my aunt would have denied it, it would be seen as a slight. The denial would ultimately end in a show of force from Gerard’s pack, and any other surrounding packs who believed that the Zi pack, which is Native for Yellow… were right in their retaliation. 

	But since the king said it, I could totally shun his ass if I wanted too, but my uncle had begged me not to, so here I was. Mates were serious business in the hierarchy of the pack, especially since they were for life. So, to find one’s True Soul-Starter, was a feat of amazement. 

	It was the reason this would be a Slagsmål now from six different packs in America, as well as three from overseas. And that didn’t even cover the power they created, especially if they were Soul-Starters. But I would marry Gerard over my dead body, and I stressed this daily. I had no love for him like that, not to mention I thought him an asshole.

	“Pissed you off now Jerry?” I snapped up at him, and his frown turned into a slight sardonic grin.

	“I’ve asked you time and time again not to call me that.” Gerard hissed.

	“Let go. What do you want? I have the right to go where I please, you do not own me.” I sent back as I snatched my elbow from him, and his grin widened.

	“Not yet.” Gerard sent back, and I glared, my power flaring as the growl left me.

	“Not ever.” I sent right back as I headed for the stairs, and he stepped into my path.

	“You are pledged to me, whether you like it or not. When I win…you are to wed me in two weeks, whether you like that or not too. And when you are, I will fill your belly full of my pups, and we will both run this pack as it was meant to be; dominated by men. Whether you accept that or not doesn’t really matter, because it will come to fruition in the end regardless Rowena, one way or the other. Now, the delegates will be here in two hours; I need you presentable.” Gerard hissed, I jerked away from him once more, turned, and went straight for the front door for a second time.

	“Well let’s just hope you don’t make it out, old Jerry.” I grinned over my shoulder, several of the men in the hallway huffed up, and he glared at my back as I went out the front door slamming it.

	I hated this shit. 

	My mother had been Alpha for four-hundred-years before she was killed by our corrupt police force. I missed her daily, because she was a force to be reckoned with. The only reason this pack didn’t retaliate, was because the Elders forbade it; claiming that we still needed working relations with the law enforcement here. 

	Was I pissed, hell yes, even years later. And what’s more, my father hadn’t done shit, but mourn her. My father wanted no part of this pack, because it was female ruled, which is why I believed he was attempting to set up his patsy Gerard in an attempt to rule from the side; but that too would happen over my dead body. 

	After the death of my mother, he attempted on the regular to usurp my Aunt Ellie, but she could be a bad bitch when she wanted to be; which was the only reason Gerard wasn’t attempting to rule shit. 

	They both weren’t’ that stupid! 

	I was a born…were…which was few and rare in this day and age. 

	I have my memories of my mother, even if she did die when I was twelve. She was very petite in stature, crazy curly brown hair, deep dark brown slanted eyes, and skin the color of dark chocolate. But what I remember most, is her smile; it would light up my entire world. I also remember she had a beautiful sinning voice. I’m told by my father daily that I look just like her when she was young, despite my coloring; so much so that he hardly wants to be around me.

	My father is Catalonian and is in long standing with his Spanish ancestry, who are stuck up as fuck; so, him marrying my mother was only to get a leg in on the only female of color led pack in North America. However, my mother’s Pack Alliance stretches twenty states, as well as overseas, which is the reason for this fucking marriage. 

	Hers is one of the oldest in the territory; so, to be her child… there are certain expectations that I must live up to. She swore that this pack would continue to be female led, even if she herself didn’t have any daughters…my Aunt Ellie or Lillianna’s daughters would rule it. She refused after her slave days to ever…allow a man to rule the women of this line ever again. 

	My mother’s family were some of the first slaves that were brought over from Africa, then forced to settled here in Virginia. She refused to ever allow what happened to her parents to happen to her, so she joined Prosser’s uprising in October of 1800. Gabriel Prosser was a literate enslaved blacksmith who planned a large slave rebellion in the Richmond area in the summer of 1800. 

	Born into slavery at Brookfield, a tobacco plantation in Henrico County Virginia, Gabriel had two brothers, Solomon, and Martin. They were all held in bondage by slaveholder Thomas Prosser, the owner of Brookfield.

	Gabriel and Solomon were trained as blacksmiths, because it’s believed that their father had this skill as well. Equally, Gabriel was also taught to read and write. By the mid-1790s as Gabriel neared the age of twenty, white people as well as Black people regarded the literate young man as "a fellow of great courage and intellect above his rank in life. "Basically, what they meant, “he was smart for a black man or slave.” Anyway, Gabriel planned the revolt during the spring and summer of 1800. 

	On August 30, 1800, Gabriel intended to lead slaves into Richmond, but the rebellion was postponed because of rain. The slaves' owners had some suspicion of the uprising, when in the pause, two bitch ass geechie slaves told their “Massa” Mosby Sheppard, about the plans. Sheppard warned Virginia's Governor, James Monroe, who called out the state militia. Gabriel escaped downriver to Norfolk, which was cool, but he was spotted and betrayed there by another geechie ass slave for the reward offered by the state. 

	But funny part here, the bitch ass slave who ratted him out didn’t even receive the full award of selling out his brothers! Information regarding the revolt was leaked prior to its execution, and Gabriel and twenty-five followers were taken captive. 

	In reaction, Virginia and other state legislatures passed restrictions on free blacks, thanks to the geechies…as well as prohibited the education, assembly, and hiring out of slaves, to restrict their chances to learn and to plan similar rebellions. Gabriel was returned to Richmond for questioning, but he did not submit. Unfortunately, Gabriel, his two brothers, and twenty-three other slaves were hanged. But my mother barely escaped with her life and ran as most slaves did in that time period. 

	Somewhere in the midst of that she met a man named Mulkie, they fell in love for a time, and he gave my mother what he called the gift. That was the last day my mother ever cowered to anyone. From there on he and she set up the American faction, hers becoming the first recognizable North American Pack. 

	From his members, he allowed them to move on, then set up their own packs; each being family, yet at the same time answering to him as the one true Alpha.

	I knew that he was her literal Soul Starter, even if she never admitted it; because every time she’d ever spoke of him, she’d get this dreamy faraway look on her face. The last time she saw him she said was a year before I was born, then she’d been pledged to my father. I also knew my mother had no great love for my father at first, it was more duty to the pack, which was why she wanted my rule to be different.

	Mulkie had been her one true love I could tell, but if she couldn’t have hers, she said that she wanted me to have mine. From what I’d heard recently, he’d been killed somehow. I met him once, at my mother’s funeral, and when he embraced me he huffed up weirdly, gaped at me for several moments, then nodded as he gave me condolences. Now, due to his death several of those packs were looking at the spot of Supreme Sovereign Alpha, and would do whatever it took to gain it. 

	But for many here in America, I was in their way. 

	I was never sure why my mother waited four-hundred-years later to have a child and claim a mate, but after she told me of Mulkie, I figured it was because of him. She’d she refused to have anyone but him. I also knew because of just who and what he was, they probably couldn’t be together, and she refused to have anyone but her Soul Starter. 

	She’d sworn that she would explain it to me when I got older, but she never got the chance to. Although a female, the seat was mine, which was why weres like Gerard were attempting to get me to marry them. If they married me, they assumed they got the seat as well, but they were deadass wrong. 

	And from the looks of it, England believed that as well, because from what I’d heard from my Aunt Lilly, King Lychelin had actually sent three delegations from our British and Scottish sister packs. Let’s see what ole Gerard would do with that. I thought chuckling to myself as I jogged towards the woods.

	 


Chapter Two

	This is My Life…
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	I exhaled deeply… 
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	went around the back of the mansion; then began to remove my clothes. I could shift instantaneously, without any emotions involved, as well as stop the shift anytime I deemed, which is what made me a rare commodity. 

	My aunts swear that I haven’t actually even touched on the true power that I have, but I’m just like Mace, instead of Mo Money, for me its Mo Power, Mo problems. Most people don’t know, but the word werewolf appears the world over, just in different languages, dating back to basic Germanic and Sanskrit. 

	The Old English were-wulf, a compound of were "man" and wulf "wolf". The word and concept also appeared in medieval German poetry and fiction, gaining popularity only from the fifteenth century onward in Middle Latin gerulphus Anglo-Norman garwalf, Old Frankish wariwulf. 

	As well, Old Norse had the cognate varúlfur, but because of the high importance of werewolves in Norse mythology, there were alternative terms such as ulfhéðinn "one in wolf-skin", referring still to the totemistic or cultic adoption of wolf-nature rather than the superstitious belief in actual shapeshifting. In modern Scandinavian also kveldulf "evening-wolf", presumably after the name of Kveldulf Bjalfason, a historical berserker of the nineth century who figures in the Icelandic sagas. 

	The term lycanthropy, referring both to the ability to transform oneself into a wolf and to the act of so doing, comes from Ancient Greek λυκάνθρωπος lukánthropos from λύκος lúkos "wolf" and ἄνθρωπος, ánthrōpos "human". 

	The word does occur in ancient Greek sources, but only in Late Antiquity, only rarely, and only in the context of clinical lycanthropy described by Galen, where the patient had the ravenous appetite and other qualities of a wolf; the Greek word attains some currency only in Byzantine Greek, featuring in the tenth-century encyclopedia Suda. 

	I groaned to myself, because I was surprised that I even remembered any of that from childhood. Shit, Niemen practically beat it into my brain, so why should I be surprised. Even though, the use of the Greek-derived lycanthropy in English occurs in learned writing beginning in the later sixteenth century, first recorded in fifteen-eighty-four in The Discoveries of Witchcraft by Reginald Scot, who argued against the reality of werewolves; "Lycanthropia is a disease, and not a transformation." v. i. ninety-two, at first explicitly for clinical lycanthropy, i.e. the type of insanity where the patient imagines to have transformed into a wolf, and not in reference to supposedly real shape-shifting. 

	Use of lycanthropy for supposed shapeshifting is much later, introduced ca. 1830.The Greek λυκάνθρωπος and Germanic werewulf are parallel inasmuch as the concept of a shapeshifter becoming a wolf is expressed by means of a compound "wolf-man" or "man-wolf". Half of that bullshit isn’t true, and the other half you should probably take with a grain of salt. 

	Many of the myths are crazy, like before the end of the 19th century, the Greeks believed that the corpses of werewolves, if not destroyed, would return to life in the form of wolves or hyenas which prowled battlefields, drinking the blood of dying soldiers. In the same vein, in some rural areas of Germany, Poland and Northern France, it was once believed that people who died in mortal sin came back to life as blood-drinking wolves. These "undead" werewolves would return to their human corpse form at daylight. 

	They were dealt with by decapitation with a spade and exorcism by the parish priest. The head would then be thrown into a stream, where the weight of its sins was thought to weigh it down. Sometimes, the same methods used to dispose of ordinary vampires would be used. 

	The vampire was also linked to the werewolf in East European countries, particularly Bulgaria, Serbia, and Slovenia. In Serbia, the werewolf, and vampire are known collectively as vulkodlak. It was all crazy shit to an outsider, and I was glad that I hadn’t actually met a vamp yet in my life. I’d heard plenty of stories of course, but I had yet to actually meet one. I’d never been allowed to growing-up for some reason. I sprinted into the woods, deciding to get lost for the next hour.

	I caught the scent of a rabbit, growled my happiness, then shot into the forest. It was exactly what I needed, the thrill of the chase. I saw the moon following me, and it only heightened my senses, thrilling me even more. I skidded through some brush, nearly had him; when he pivoted, then shot in the opposite direction. 

	I shot head-long through the brush, collided with something, yelped, and we both went down the ravine. I scrambled up, then bared my fangs. 

	I had never seen a fucking wolf this large in my life! 

	At least thrice my size, and jet black.

	Sky blue eyes peered back at me, and my growl deepened as they began to shift to a deep amber, his growl echoing mine. He surged forward, I pivoted, and my teeth caught the nape of his neck. 

	He yelped, spun, then pinned me, returning the favor, and I howled as he sank his teeth deeper. I clawed at him, when he suddenly released me, walked towards the trees, then just stood there for several moments. I scrambled to my feet, then looked on as he began to shift. 

	If it were possible in wolf form, both my eyes and mouth would have been gaping! He was fucking huge, six-four-six-five at the very least, black hair to his shoulders, a completely ripped body, and piercing sky-blue eyes.

	 “Sorry bout that darlin, didnae know if you were friendly or not.” He said, and I noticed the accent. I inhaled, then began the shift myself. When I stood, his mouth actually gaped. 

	“Shite, I heard you were beautiful, but nothing akin to this.” He whispered as he continued to stare at me, when I grinned slightly.

	“Roe.” I said extending my hand and he nodded swallowing hard as he looked at my hand.

	“Eion.” He returned grasping my hand, and I cried out as something shot through my body, he yelled, and we both pitched forward; with me landing on top of him. My eyes widened as I drew back from him, but I didn’t have time to respond, because his lips crushed mine causing us both to pitch backwards, and he rolled us. He was suddenly above me, his eyes just as wide as mine. 

	His head dipped, and I would swear that kiss was life to me! 

	The electricity shot through both of us for a second time, I screeched, he whimpered against my lips, then deepened the kiss. The smell of earth surged through me, my senses heightened, and as his hands roamed my body, I would swear we were both one with the power and surge. 

	He kissed my eyes, my cheeks, my ears, then came back to my lips sucking my bottom lip into his mouth.

	“Shite, fuckin bloody shite!” He hissed, rose, then jerked me to my feet. “My pardon.” He said, kissed my forehead, then walked the other way. I panted wide-eyed thanking the Gods that he’d had the good sense to stop what the shit was about to happen between us. But as I watched his sprinting form, I would swear that I’d just found my Soul Starter! 

	“Motherfucken hell!” I hissed, then began walking back towards the mansion. I had never been that turned on in my life, where I felt the weight between my thighs, and couldn’t wait for him to touch me. I groaned, then stomped towards my clothes. I was in the midst of putting them back on when someone touched my shoulder, and I screamed.

	“What the fuck Hy!” I fussed, when his girly ass cackled with laughter.

	“Paybacks a bear!” He sang laughing, and I sent him the finger. 

	“Ooooh…what is that…I smell?” He suddenly asked laughing, sniffed me, and I smacked him.

	“Nothing.” I snapped.

	“Ummhum, but whatever, some of the Elders have arrived, and some of the overseas packs too. I swear if I wasn’t in love with Ev, that ass spanking hot Freki from Wolf’s-Hall would be mine! Have you seen him?” Hywel keened, and I exhaled as we walked towards the mansion now.

	“No, my mind was elsewhere. I didn’t even know they’d showed up yet.” I groaned as he tugged me towards the parlor as we came through the front door.

	“Rowena, come.” My Aunt Ellie called, and I groaned waving Hywel’s ass on with me as he tried to duck out.

	If I had to face her, then he did too. 

	He pouted, but I jerked him on anyway. We both drew up short as we walked into the parlor. 

	There were three new separate delegations in it alongside the American packs. And there in the middle was the huge ass man I’d nearly fucked in the woods not minutes ago leaning against the fireplace with a slight smirk on his face. My mouth dropped, when Hywel hissed in my ear.

	“Told you, is not that motherfucker yummy as shite.” Hywel said, I elbowed him, then attempted not to laugh biting my lip.

	“Auntie?” I finally said, when she walked to me and placed her arm around my shoulders. She suddenly huffed up, looked down on me narrowing her eyes, when her eyes flew towards the huge hottie. He looked off biting his lip, and I did the same. She cleared her throat, scowled at me, then began to rub her hand along my shoulders, when she turned me and kissed my cheek. 

	“This is my niece, and soon to be reigning Alpha Queen Rowena Santiago.”  My aunt smiled continuing to rub my back, and I knew exactly what she was doing.

	She was attempting to remove huge hottie’s smell from me, but I couldn’t give two shits. 

	Some of the men looked my way glowering slightly, and I sent it right back at them. 

	Fuck them, I didn’t belong to any of these motherfuckers! 

	If I wanted to fuck the huge hottie, then I damn well would if I pleased!  

	My mind said, when he suddenly looked my way, then grinned slightly. My eyes narrowed, when my aunt pulled me in the other direction.

	“Shall we venture to the throne room, and I will have cook prepare something. They have already set up refreshments.” My aunt said motioning them towards the banquet hall. 

	 “Go change now.” My aunt hissed, I glared at her, then walked off dragging Hywel with me.

	“Omg! I get it, that was who I smelled?” Hywel screeched, I smacked him, the huge hottie looked our way, grinned slightly, and I would swear I heard him say he wanted to fuck me too! 

	But this pack didn’t work that way! 

	That was set in stone not only by the Elders, but the ancient ones themselves. The only way that it could be broken is if he were a True Alpha or my Soul-Starter. 

	I shrugged it off, then sighed as I allowed Hywel to drag me up the stairs now.

	 


East Wing

	Parlor
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	“And…

	[image: Image] that was?” Nathaniel asked, when Eion attempted not to grin. 

	“Complete chaos, I swear mate. I’m screwed.” Eion groaned.

	“Why, yer not the one to declare Slagsmål I am. Not that she isn’t beautiful, but whatever it is that I’m supposed to be feeling right now just isn’t there. What will you tell Lye?” Nathaniel countered, and Eion grimaced.

	“As of right now, nada. We don’t need the bullshite mate truly.” Eion sent back shaking his head no.

	“Fine, but yer dá’s Freki, not mine. I’m not even sure he’s leaving the pack to me in the first place.” Nathaniel said.

	“He will, you just need to earn it mate.” Eion said, and Nathaniel sulked.

	“But that’s just it, Eion, I don’t want that shite, never have. Something he can’t seem to understand. I will never, be like him.” Nathaniel spat, then walked off. Eion watched Nathaniel walk off exhaling deeply. 

	Fuck if she wasn’t his mate! 

	This complicated shite ten-fold. 

	He wasn’t here for that, but everything in him at that moment was alive with power at a magnitude he’d never before felt in his life, and emotions he kept hidden; something he didn’t do.

	No, he needed to keep his mind straight, or they would both loose, and it would be his fault. After six years, he finally had an inkling of where they might be. And he knew that would piss Thanes off, and there was no telling what he would do! No, he was here for one thing, and one thing only, they were depending on him.

	Not to mention, how the fuck would he even explain that to the Elders…as well as the fucking Numinous Council? He was at that very moment wanting to kill every last fucking Slagsmåler in that got damned room; just so none of them would touch her. She’d etched on him, and he knew he’d done the same to her; or he wouldn’t have heard her say she wanted to fuck him!

	However, due to the fact that he was older, he could block his thoughts from her. Eion exhaled loudly, then shoved off the fireplace to walk towards the banquet hall. He drew up short as the pack master stopped directly in front of him looking up at him.

	“I smelled you all over my niece. Why is that?” She stated more than asked, when Eion groaned inwardly, then ran his fingers through his hair. 

	He didn’t need this bullshite!

	“Yea, thar wus a bit of a misunderstanding.” Eion stated, attempted to sidestep her, but she placed herself in his path once more. Eion scowled, because they didn’t need bovver. It would fuck up any chance Nathaniel had. 

	This was a feat for him, because as sure as he stood there scowling down on her aunt, he knew she was his mate
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