
        
            
                
            
        

    
	[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


[image: Image]



	




	[image: Image]

	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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	Series 3. 

	*Bayou Blues; Louisiana Made*

	Book 1. Louisiana Pack Alliance; Louisiana 

	Book 2. Bayou Blues; Luc & Izzy
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		On Pg. Sexual Situations 

		 On PG. Written Scottish/Cajan Accent 

		ON Pg. Slang

		On Page Colloquial Speech/Slang

		On Pg Lots of Profanity

		On Page Dark Magick

		On PG Spells

		On Pg Murder

		On Pg Attempted Murder



	please adhere to Advisement.
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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.
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Chapter One

	Three-years Later

	Bayous…

	Pack Alliance
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	“What say ye?” 

	[image: Image]

	Luc asked as Gator walked into the throne room, the frown evident on his features. 

	“Minnow Lake pack. They just arrived, and Dillion is swearing that they may be in league with Hennas’ old faction. Some strange shit has been going on for the last three weeks. And when I say strange, I mean stranger than usual. Seems as though it’s all hush-hush; and the surrounding packs that we do have allegiance with, believe it has something to do with the Dark.” Gator said as he exhaled.

	“And do we know what it is yet?” Luc sent back, when Gator breathed out for a second time, then shook his head no.

	“Chris, Leroy and I are looking into it. So far we’ve come up with nothing, but we haven’t exhausted all our options yet, so hopefully soon, boss.” Manoah said, when Luc nodded.

	“Okay, just keep me posted. We need no new bollocks.” Luc said as they walked from the banquet hall towards the throne room.

	When Lye and Keelik took out Hessen and his supporters three years ago, Luc knew there would be some fallback from the packs that saw themselves loyal to Hessen, mainly for the reason that Hessen ran drugs and guns. 

	The Ward was notorious for girls and secret drugs, so if the city had no actual suppliers now, surrounding packs who were into that shit would see Pack Alliance as rivals; for the reason that Hessen had been running Pack Alliance for the last thirty-years. 

	Luc was like whatever, he gave no shits what they did, as long as they didn’t petition his pack, sell that shit to his members, and kept that shit out of the six territories he ruled. 

	And the only reason the Numinous Council didn’t step in and take the drug trade out in Louisiana, was because most of Louisianians that sold drugs, only sold marijuana, ecstasy, or Ghb. The Council had made sure that nothing stronger had hit Louisiana since the nineteen-fifties. 

	And it stayed that way too, with the threat of death to the pack and leader who brought anything stronger into these territories. But the minute he took the pack, he shut that shit down, opened each of the stores and restaurants his parents had here, and in New York, and that was what the pack survived off of now, not the drug trade. He didn’t want his pack anywhere near that shit. 

	He would have no children in his territory strung out on crack, meth, or coke; that Luc promised himself. Therefore,  he created the hedge fund, and paid Keller top bob to make sure that it not only turned a profit enough to support one-thousand people on a daily basis; but invested it so that by the time his son was of age and needed to take the pack it would sustain him as well. Including the money his parents had hidden away for both him and the pack. 

	Luc’s pack was without a doubt the richest in the nation; secondly only to England. But he knew there would be some shit with not only the drug runners of Louisiana, but the ones abroad too.

	“Okay, so that leaves us where?” He asked his men, then motioned for Dillion and Chris to follow him out.

	“Not sure yet milord, but we gone find that out real quick like oncet you get in thar.” Gator growled, when Luc tried not to grin despite the icy fingers of dread seeping up his spine. Yes, Lye and Keelik told him to rule; but neither one told him how to do that! He was attempting to go off instinct, and so far, he wasn’t doing a great job of it. His life was chaotic, stressful, not to mention lonely; despite the fact that he had tons of people around him. 

	They were constantly on pins and needles since he took the pack, for the reason that he never knew what new shite they would throw his way, and the only rule he’d ever witnessed firsthand in full reign was his father. But he swore to himself once he took the throne, he would never be like that. But the longer he ruled, he saw that it was easier said…than done! He had always viewed his father as a vicious domineering man, barely capable of sympathy, let alone empathy and love. 

	He’d always looked up to his Uncle Onree, due to this, however, the longer he ruled, Luc imagined just a little bit how his father might have felt, and he prayed every day of his fucking life that he would never treat Justice as his father had treated him. He groaned massaging his temples as he walked towards the throne room. Every fucking day, it was the same shite, and every day, he was being pushed to do shite he’d never imagined he would ever do in his life. 

	He was so sick of the shit, and he swore sometimes that he was coming apart at the seams. 

	He was a sitting king for six territories, his pack growing every day; so, was it any wonder that in the last three months, they’d been through the shit! And the fact that Izzobell was gone for the last three years, made him fly off the handle at any given time; making him truly what his father was before him! Had it not been for Chris and Dill, he knew he would have crossed the line of no return long ago; when it was Izzy who kept him on the right side. 

	Three years without the one thing that gave him sanity, made him get up in the morning, the very breath of him; and they expected him to be okay! 

	The one person he’d truly loved, not the teenage crush he thought was love growing up, but the mature I’ll die for you love wasn’t in his life any more like he needed, and his wolf just couldn’t take it. The first woman he’d given heart and soul to, bore his child; he’d had to give up for some bullshit she had nothing to do with. And every day that she was away from him pissed his wolf off even more, and he had no clue how to handle it and him. 

	So, most of the time he simply reacted on instinct, something he couldn’t afford to keep doing. If he ruled his pack on instinct, at some point he would cause factions to rise in it, and they would be the very threats to take him out, rules be damned. And this was the shit that he fucking hated! Never being able to trust anyone truly but one or two people. Always looking over his shoulder, having to gauge if someone’s motives were pure, and if they were, what was behind them as well. 

	He fucking hated every last bit of it! 

	And he wouldn’t even go at the emotional side! 

	Couples not being able to have sex, couples wanting babies, fights, all that emotional bullshit that he had basically deadened himself to years ago; he now needed to deal with, because Izzy wasn’t there. Izzobell was the one who saw to that. The one who loved on their members, guided them in a loving way, and he’d just basically enforced the laws! He needed Izzy, knew his life was shite without her, and he would do whatever he had to do to get her back. 

	Three years…and he couldn’t say shit to anyone as to where Izzy really was. Each time Izzy’s mother called, he needed to come up with some new fucking lie to appease her, but he knew it was wearing thin. 

	His Izzy. 

	Every day, it was harder and harder to function. His son was three years old now, and except for his shade, he hadn’t seen him yet. He knew it was because of Izzy and the dark she pushed into him each time her shade came up and they made love…that was the only reason he reigned and was able to keep the ten-thousand pack members he ruled in line and under his rule. 

	And Blue Cove, Omitaa Pack, Senca Shades, Alpine Cove, and Lupine Harbor, all packs under him had lost their fucking minds of late! Both Quinn and Rowena were sanctioned to rule, Rowena doing what she was supposed to do, but his problem was with Quinn, for the reason that he couldn’t seem to fucking rule without killing. Luc was want to chastise Quinn though, for the reason that if he did he would be a hypocrite, but the Numinous was on his ass due to it. 

	And Pack Alliance, couldn’t breathe one day, without some hot shot asshole who’d just been installed wanting to challenge Luc’s reign. This was the sixth pack they’d come up against in the last three weeks since the news went out that the Big Guns took Hennes out, so they were trying his pack to see if they actually had what it took to reign. 

	Three-years, and they’d had nearly three-hundred skirmishes with surrounding packs, each testing them, and him nearly decimating them. Once he squashed them, he would make sure that they bent the knee, or he swore to them that he would take out the entire pack. And that garnered him the Chance Moreau reputation, that he didn’t want shit to do with! 

	And he knew it was only due to Izzy that he was able to keep himself from becoming his father. 

	He had done things that he swore he never would do, but he knew that his now nearly one thousand people compound depended on him for their very survival! He never imagined in his entire life that he would rule over one thousand people, as well as six out of state packs! That it was his job to see to the daily needs of one-thousand people here, and another nine thousand there, as well as their protection. 

	He’d put heart, blood, sweat and tears into his compound in the last three years, making sure that everything would be perfect for his wife and her return. But there were days, that his heart almost gave up hope, when his cousin would tell him to stop that shit, for the reason that he was the love of Iz’s life; and she would do whatever she had to do to get back to him come hell or high water. 

	That gave him some comfort, but he missed simple things from his wife, like the way her lip curled slightly with a smile when she was trying not to laugh at something he said; attempting to be mad at him. 

	The way he would lay his head on her chest, and she would massage his temples humming to him, and next he knew he’d drifted off to sleep. The soul comforting she’d given him for the first time in his life! 

	So, was it any wonder he was barely functioning? 

	He knew Lye understood everything he felt, for the reason that Danielá was in the Underworld too, but it didn’t stop the ache any less. He exhaled noisily as he walked towards the main complex, nodded to some of the members who scurried off, then groaned. That proved he was nearly his father. He’d seen that any number of times when he was growing up, and he hated that shit. 

	Which was the very reason he didn’t want to rule in the first place. 

	But he figured with Izzy at his side, it would be bearable. But each night he went to bed, it took all his strength not to put a bullet in his head, so at the very least he could be with her! Then it was as if she were listening because her shade would show up, and she would tell him that he was strong, that she needed him to stay alive until she got back, and his son needed him.

	 


Throne Room…
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	Luc…

	[image: Image] squared his shoulders, then motioned them into the throne room. As he walked in, they began to kneel fist to chest, and for some reason it made him growl. 

	He was not in the mood for shit today, that his wolf promised! 

	He peered around the throne room, his eyes narrowed, and the slight growl left him for a second time. Something was peculiar, and he would swear he smelled the faint scent of blood. As he took his throne, Broady tossed the head at his feet. Luc wheezed, then growled as he saw it was one of his ranger scouts, just a kid practically. 

	He surged up from the throne with a roar, and before anyone could stop him, he had Broady by the throat, his teeth ripping out the flesh, when he snapped Broady’s head clean from his spine. The entire throne room huffed up, factually stood there shocked, Chris, Manoah, Gator, Dillion, and Forbes as well. Chris ran his fingers through his hair, walked a complete circle, stopped, continuing to gape at his cousin.

	“Mother…fucking…shit!” Chris yelled as Luc continued to growl. Luc spat the flesh at Broady’s Second Fredrick’s feet, then growled even louder.

	“Jog the fuck off; and tell them don’t send you back if they wonts you living. I imagine after this you’ll be Pack Master, so remember this fucking moment. That is a slight to my Pack, and I’ll make good on it if you press me.” Luc hissed, Fredrick swallowed hard, nodded franticly, motioned to his men, they collected Broady’s body, Broady’s head, then hauled ass from Luc’s throne room.

	“What the motherfrack… just happened?” Dillion howled, Chris inhaled deeply, then turned to glare at Luc.

	“Got damn it… Lucas! What the fuck! You just killed a Pack Master!” Chris yelled at him too, when Luc finally looked at Chris, his eyes turning from amber-red, to their normal grey. 

	“Shite fucking shite! Tis pure bedlam mates. I swear to the Gods.” Manoah moaned, then motioned the cleaners forward, when they began cleaning the mess.

	“Are we even sure he did it, Lucas?” Chris keened, Luc snapped out of his trance at the mention of his name for the third time, exhaled noisily, tossed himself onto his throne wiping his mouth on his shirt sleeve; then buried his head in his hands. 

	This was the shit that was killing him! 

	His wolf gave no fucks, did what the fuck he wanted, and Luc could barely control him; as if he were newly turned and had no control over his dick or the rage. Despite the obvious, he was completely fucking ecstatic that his wolf had no desire for any of the women on his compound but his wife Izzy. 

	He knew that would have been a hole nuther can of worms; and he was sure Izzobell would have definitely killed him…literally! His men simply stood there while he composed himself. He looked up at Chris then.

	“He did it, I cud sense the fact that he wus proud of it, fucking bastard. Someone will need to collect Etta Mae. That wus her boy. I want her, and them pups taken care of. Jager wus killed last year in the raids if you remember, so Jason wus attempting to live up to his father’s legacy. I never wonted him in the guard in the first place, so when Etta Mae came to me, I promised her he wud be fine. I figured making him a scout, on some of our most basic shit wud keep him safe. What the fuck wus he doing in Tekaw territory in the first place?” Luc yelled, when Manoah exhaled complacent.

	“He asked for more responsibility, but I never told him to do that! I expressively told him recon only, and only if Gens, Lather and Fitz went with him. So, if this happened, it means that Fitz, Gens, and Lather aren’t here either.” Manoah said, when Luc looked at him sharply.

	“Why didnae anyone tell me this? What the fuck Chris?” He roared, power shot through the throne room so strong that it brought each of them to their knees, panting for breath.

	“Fuck Luc…chill!” Chris was able to yell, Luc took a deep breath, then nodded, when the power receded.

	“I need Tegan to head off and get Etta Mae, hopefully if she’ll do it, have her and them wee ones moved onto the compound. The back lot is still empty, three houses there are vacant. And get someone on recon to find out how the fuck this happened, and whaur them boys is. Because if Broady killed them, it is straight up war with them fucks.” He said as he massaged his temples, then looked up as someone cleared their throat. Luc gulped, then surged to his feet.

	“Henri?” He cried, then rose to embrace her.

	“Hey babe, thank I might just have a cure to what’s been aching you. Or at least some semblance of order son.” Henri smiled as he drew back, and he grimaced.

	“Unless you can brang back me wife and son, tis a moot point Henri.” He said, then resumed his seat.

	“I’m not sure if I’m able, we won’t know till we try. And at the very least give you some info you ain’t thought about. Anything gotta be better than this here, chile. You is not thanking right.” She countered scowling as she looked to where the cleaners were scouring the blood-stained floor. Luc’s breath caught, he exhaled deeply, then nodded. 

	Henri was like a mother to him, and although she was seventy-five now, most wouldn’t have thought her a day over fifty! He’d missed her so in the last three years. Due to that bitch Sema and the spells she’d cast, not to mention the people she’d killed; Henri was attempting to clean up Sema’s mess and restore faith and trust in the people of the Bayous. So, for the last three years, he barely saw hide or hair of her. It must be running round Louisiana if she was here. 

	“Truly?” He whispered, when she nodded motioning him from the throne room.

	“This is insane, I’m calling Lye and Auron, because they did this shit!. Luc seriously can’t rule like this, dude. It’ll be never ending skirmishes if he does. Have you guys seen the shit Quinn is doing as well? They’re two fucking peas in a pod. This year alone we’ve had twenty-two packs come up against us, our numbers continue to grow because he’s taking out the trash; but we need to think about those very pack members. Not to mention every time my fucking cousin comes up from the Underworld, she fills his ass with so much power, I would swear Luc is on the level of Lye and them now.” Chris exhaled noisily, when Dillion nodded.

	“Thank… you…my… dude. I was gonna be a rat bitch and call them on the low myself, but now I don’t have to. At least, you related by blood, he might not kill you.” Dillion laughed, when Chris smirked, then shoved him playfully.

	“Bitch ass.” Chris sent back, when the people in the room laughed. 

	“ Maybe Henri can get him to chill the fuck out. Broady deserved to die for what he did to Jason, Jason literally just turned nineteen, he was a fucking kid! But Luc also needed to bring it before Chenoa, Aponi, Stella, Vic, and James. The Elder Council needed to know this. 

	“Yes, Lucas is Alpha King, but the Elders are there for a reason, the main one being sound reasoning; and right now, because Izzy isn’t here, Luc hasn’t really had it besides what I attempt to provide in the last three years. But he’s also my cousin, that’s blood, so I feel like sometimes he sways me to his side of shit. He was never able to do that with Iz, she always set his ass straight no matter, and now he doesn’t have that, because my cousin isn’t here. 

	“But he seriously can’t continue to rule like this! We have way too many women and children residing here now, especially because of Izzy.” Chris said, and Dillion nodded.

	“Me too, which ain’t good.” Dillion sent back.

	“Be back in a bit.” Chris said taking his cell from his pocket as he walked from the throne room. 

	“Yeah, it’s Chris. What up Lye…” They could hear him on the call as he walked to the offices.

	 


Pack Master’s

	Quarters…
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	“So…
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	you can brang her back Henri? I swear to the Gods, I need her.” Luc asked, when Henri shook her head no.

	“Now I ain’t said that baby. Them’s is the Gods, and since my  sweet little Izzy is almost one of them now, only they can say that. But I can help you regulate that power inside you that she keeps pushing into you every time y’all coming together. You gotta get hold of yoself boy, we need you in yo right mind, and right now you ain’t baby. 

	“You cain’t rule like this, you, or Quinn! Which is where I’m off too next. Y’all is dead ringers. You gotta know that!” She cried, Luc groaned massaging his temples. He nodded then, for the reason that he knew she was right.

	“I know Henri, but I’m pissed all the time now. The rage is never ending, and he wilnae fucking let up! He wonts his mate and pup back. My son is three years old now Henri! Three years old, can you imagine? And the onlyest time I ever get to see him is through some fucking shade! And I’m trying with all my heart not to blame Auron’s wife Henri, for the reason that Izzy didnae have shit to do with none of this if it wudnae for that bitch Sema! So, every day, I’m tryna drank it down Hen, but it ain’t settling right, and he wilnae allow it. Izzy is my life Henri, so you tell me how I’m sposed to take that and be okay with it?” He keened, the power flared, when Henri exhaled noisily.

	“I know baby, Sema is an evil bitch, and I pray where she deserves to be, but we gosta get control of you. You is acting just like yo daddy baby; and I know for a fact that it tore him up and ate him alive some of the shat that man had to do. I just don’t wont to see you going down the same road. I know Pack politics baby, believe me I do; but if we can keep you from all that, it will be all the better.” She returned, when he nodded exhaling deeply. 

	He decided to ignore the comment about his father, for the reason that he didn’t want to argue with her. Henri was under the misguided belief and trust that his father had been a good man, and Luc had allowed her to believe that for the last fifteen-years.

	“Now, this here tea is powerful enough to take you to her, but only through the life-force you two hold together. But it’ll be like you is there, and maybe she can even it out, so you ain’t just killing folks with no trial boy. You got to know that the Numinous Elders ain’t gone like this?” Henri cried as she handed him the small satchel, he swallowed hard, then nodded once more as he accepted the bag. “And I would suggest you do it now. Them boys can handle thangs for the next two hours.” Henri commanded, Luc nodded, then embraced her.

	“I missed you so Henri, please don’t stay gone like that no mo.” He said as he released her, when her brown face lit up.

	“I ain’t baby, you call me if you need me, boy.” She said wagging her finger at him, he smiled nodding, when she ebbed waving.

	Luc groaned, then threw himself onto the sofa, looked at the satchel, then rose to look for his cell phone. 

	 


I Need Her…
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	“Pandora…

	[image: Image] on, Alexa.” Luc said, then walked into the kitchen remembering that was the last place he remembered having his cell phone. It was on the counter next to the tea pot. As he peered around the kitchen, it was all Izzy. 

	From the hanging sauté pans and chef coats in the corner, to the country living flour and sugar containers, to the modern wine rack with bottles of French wine. His wife had made him a home for the first time in his life, and he knew he was finally truly happy despite his fucked-up life before. He’d never once felt like he’d been a part of his family or pack; especially after Sophia left. 

	 When his parents disappeared, it wasn’t surprising to him, because they were never there for him in the first place. Yes, he missed them, his heart hurt sometimes because they were dead or believed dead, but they never once in their lives stopped to imagine his needs. What he needed as a child, or a young man. He believed it why they’d hired Sophia, for the reason that she was the parent he never truly had. 

	But despite all of that, he would give anything to have one last conversation with them, to seek some kind of guidance from his Uncle Onreaulf and to tell him what an amazing person his son turned out to be. He knew Onree would be proud of the man Chris was now. Luc studied the satchel, sniffed the tea, then shrugged. He trusted Henri with his life, if she said it would work, it would. He groaned as his mind went back to his wife. 

	Then one fucking spell changed it all, and for the last three years, he’d basically been a shell of a man, his wolf taking over to deliver his brand of justice and rights. He glanced towards the living room as the song floated into the room; “Baby…the sound of you…Better than a harmony…” The woman sang, when he took a deep breath to settle his emotions, least he fuck some shite up. He reached for the phone, flicked on the electric tea pop, then dialed Chris’ number.

	“Hey, Henri gave me something to try and help even out the power, I’ll be indisposed for about two hours. You good?” He asked, when Chris said yes, then informed him that he was at that moment heading out to Etta Mae’s because he felt it should come from one of them, and he knew what Luc was feeling right now wouldn’t help the situation. 

	“Alright bruv, but Chris make sure you take a complete guard wit chue.” Luc commanded, Chris laughed, said he would, then hung up. 

	As Luc poured the hot water into the teacup, he looked up as the next song floated into the living room. And as she sang, You got me…you got me speechless, he chuckled, because obviously, Izzy was the last one listening to the Pandora. 

	Luc took the cup of tea back to the sofa, sat down, then downed the tea. He stretched out on the sofa, then reached out to flick off the lamp. He took a deep breath, allowed the tea and the singers sultry voice to envelope him, blowing out the breath slowly.

	 


The

	(crossover between Teaching 

	Between Midnight & Dawn)

	Underworld…
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	Luc panted …
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	as he was suddenly in the Underworld. He peered up at the huge columns shocked, snapped out of it, then commenced to search for Izzy, his wolf on high alert. 

	This was the one place he hadn’t been able to travel like the rest of them, supposedly since he carried no dark. If he was obviously here, somewhere in the last three years of Izzobell visiting him, that had changed. 

	What did that even mean? 

	Was this the reason he couldn’t control his anger? 

	The reason his wolf was always on one. 

	What the hell had Izzy done to him? 

	He cut right as he saw men writing on the huge walls with what looked like hammer and chisel, gawked for several moments as he rushed by, snapped out of it, then hurried along the long winding corridor.

	He saw the high ceiling walls with the hieroglyphs, and something deep within him told him to take a right, and he did. He felt the pull of her magick and his son, then broke into a run.

	 


Altar Room…
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	“Aset has…

	[image: Image] given the men the papyrus, they have enacted it, therefore you will indeed pass through the cycle soon Wadje. It is your contract to protect him, and all that you love, for the dark in him due to his father and the power of his duality is formidable. 

	It has been received that the light is no more, for it cancelled out the dark in the other, yet he absorbed both dualities, and it is for this reason that the dark in him is so compelling. I have received this for you. Now, you must cast it as the two of you love, however, it musts be done here.” Asť said, when Izzobell’s brow showed her confusion.

	“But I don’t understand, I thought Luc, Am and Solaris were the only ones who contained no dark?” Izzobell asked peering up at Asť shocked.

	“He has always my love, as well as his duality. They each carry it; however, it was buried deep. He was not aware that he did, as well as his duality, until it was called forth in each; as you loved him, and she the other; so, it was not relevant until now.” Asť stated, when Izzobel pulled a face.

	“Duality?” Izzobell asked confused.

	“Yes, yet, we must not speak of this at present. Nevertheless, once you imbued him with power from the Underworld, the wolf in him latched onto it, and he too sent it forth into his duality as well. The Numinous Council had no received this as of yet, however the wolf does, and this has made his ruling chaotic, and the other untamable until they are the duality of each once more.” Asť sent back, when Izzobell simply stared at her.

	“Okay mother, I’m completely confused! Also, how do I get him here? And I don’t understand what his duality means?” Izzy fussed back, when Asť smiled.

	“The wolf yet waits you Wadje, for he is already here. He seeks you at this very moment, and his spirit is distraught. Now, you know what you must do Wadje. Depart before Osiris returns, and as Aset would say…All Hell Breaks Loose.” Asť laughed, Izzobell did too, took the papyrus, breathed in the spell, then left running from the altar room.

	 


Izzobell’s

	Chamber…
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	Luc…
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	walked into the bed chamber with purpose, saw Izzobell leaning on the balcony, then whispered her name. She turned, then rushed to him, and he jerked her into his arms, lifting her off the floor. 

	“Iz, I swear I’m lost.” He whispered into her neck, when she groaned breathing him in. He drew back from her, placed her on her feet, then bent and crushed her lips with his. When she drew back, Izzobell laughed, then gave him her dirtiest grin yet, as he realized the song that had been on the pandora somehow followed him into the Underworld. 

	“Well shit…what chue need daddy. Dats some serious Yoncé right thar.” She smiled up at him, he threw his head back laughing, then jerked her into his arms, his lips never leaving hers as he carted her off to the bed.

	“I need you so bad Iz. I cannae do this shit Iz, especially without chue.” He moaned into her throat, when Izzobell blinked back the tears, for the reason that he and his son were her everything.

	“Me too baby, and I need you and Justice like the breath I breathe.” Izzobell moaned, when he jerked them up from the bed, sat her on the dresser like thing, then jerked the fabric and it ripped. “Luc…yo…” She never finished the sentence as he crushed her lips with his, then jerked her into his body.

	“I need this Iz, and fuck if it feels so real this time!” He growled, snatched the band from her hair, it tumbled down her back, when he sent straight tool up to her cervix and she cried out as the power popped between them. 

	“Luc!” She shrieked once more, he silenced her with his lips, then buried his hand in her hair yanking up handful.

	“It feels real this time Izzobell, fuck!” He yelled, and she laughed.

	“It is baby, Anná cast some kind of spell to get us out, and he’s pissed the fuck off!” She yelled back, he gaped shocked, but didn’t have time to react as she jerked his head back and bit his neck; and he yelled into the power she sent into him. Izzy realized long ago that this was how she liked him to give it to her, and for the fact that she could feel his anger as he walked into the bed chamber, he was going to bring it rough. 

	“Yes baby, give it to me.” She moaned, he growled, and his hand tightened in her hair, but not enough to hurt as he buried himself even deeper grinding his hips. 

	He gave her serious pipe as the power rose, the dresser slammed into the wall threatening to blow right through it…but Izzobell didn’t give a fuck as she heard the scribes chanting. “Yes baby…yes…show me you need me.” Izzobell cried as the power rose between them higher as she chanted his name. 

	“I do Iz, I cannae live without chue, tis a promise.” He sent back as more power enveloped them, the scribes chanting even louder. Izzobell’s toes curled, her back arched as he pinched her nipples and the power rose another level, the palace beginning to rumble on its foundation. 

	“You belong to me, now and forever. And I’ll kill anyone I have to… to keep it so…Gods included.” He hissed in her ear, and she nodded as the power between them rose once more, stung through her body and he growled as it shot up his. “Then say it Izzy!” He commanded grinding his hips, hitting her G-spot, and she squealed into another orgasm as the power swallowed them up.

	“Yes! Yes! Fuck Yes!” She screamed, drew in the power, sent it through him, repeated the spell against his lips, he yelled, and the palace began to seriously shake, when they both shot into the orgasm; him yelling, her shrieking as the power nearly blinded them.

	“Bloody fucking shite.” He panted, rested his forehead on hers, and she panted back nodding.

	“Who enters this palace without the proper petitions!” Thoth suddenly roared, Izzobell snapped her fingers, they were both dressed, when she jumped off the dresser.

	“You need to go baby.” Izzobell hissed up at him, but Luc shook his head no, his eyes turning silver now.

	“No, I ain’t leaving you here Iz.” He hissed back, when she jumped into his arms giving him a deep
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