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	Chapter One

	Manhattan New York

	Midtown…A-Train
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	I groaned…
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	as I factually had to fight to get onto the A-train. I scowled even deeper because the entire middle of the train was almost empty! I never understood why people need to stand in the doorway,  when there are seats, or at the very least space in the middle of the train. I exhaled as I moved further back  towards the middle, then paused in front of some guy  reading the paper. 

	He drew the paper down,  looked up at me, and my mouth dropped. He was  amazing, the ice blue eyes catching my attention first. As I looked him over, from the scruff on his chin, to the seriously kissable lips, I noticed the slight smirk on his  face. I felt my cheeks tint, then quickly looked away from  him. He went back to reading his paper, when I took my EarPods from my pocket, put them in, then commenced  to concentrate on the music, instead of the insanely gorgeous man seated in front of me. I exhaled deeply with relief as the train stopped at Columbus Square, and the train nearly emptied. My face tinted when a seat opened up, but it was next to Mr. Hot. 

	I debated it as I looked at the seat; then inhaled quickly as I was suddenly seated in it. The very buxom woman was instantly glaring down on me. I turned wide eyed and open mouth to Mr. Hot… when he smirked slightly with a shrug.

	“You appeared as if yer feet might hurt, so I was simply aiding you.” He said, and I looked up at the woman who was still glaring at me. She sent me another dirty look, then went back the way she came.

	“They do…but are you trying to get me beat down.” I  muttered, and he laughed. 

	“Killian.” He said, then extended his hand. 

	“Abbey.” I said taking it, panted as something slammed into the both of us, he did the same, when we both looked at each other with wide eyes as it settled into us both. I swallowed hard, nodded, then took my hand back. 

	“Ninety-six Street.” The speaker announced, he rose, then  looked down on me. 

	“Nice meeting you Abbey.” He stated with a smile, snatched up his newspaper, then walked off the train. I scowled at the door, but when I looked out the window,  I didn’t see him. My frown deepened; I rose a bit to get a  better look, but I still didn’t see him. 

	I sat back down, when the woman who’d given me the dirty look sat down  next to me, and I huffed up, because she literally smashed her body into the seat. 

	I breathed out, then rose to stand near the door, because there was no way in hell two big  women could sit in practically one fucking seat. Her ass did that on purpose, wanting a confrontation; but I would just ignore her. I was getting off at one-hundred-twenty-fifth anyway, which was the next stop. I moaned as the train stopped, then climbed the two flights of stairs, promising myself that I would hit my diet once more. I was a size fourteen and a half, and although bigger than my five-feet-five inches said I should be, I was at least toned, and didn’t have too much of a belly. 

	I knew I needed to lose the weight, and pretty much  struggled with it all my life. I’d always fluctuated between a sixteen and a fourteen. never really being able to get my body to cooperate to take me beyond a fourteen. Then sometimes I just felt like I had to do it for me, and when I was ready. 

	So, I didn’t date. 

	Hadn’t been on a date in three-years and hadn’t had sex in four. I kept to myself, except for my mom and grandmother; and as far as a man…that was like a  foreign language in the last eight-years since I’d gained the weight yet again. Don’t get me wrong, this certainly wasn’t a  pity party on my part, it was simply truths that I had come to accept long ago. 

	Most men don’t see women like me as attractive. 

	Men don’t covet…or date women like me. 

	Most look at me with ridicule and pity. 

	I was so fucking sick of that… 

	“Oh she’s beautiful for a fat girl.” And in the last eight years I’d learned to deal with it; not  to mention being an introvert made me even more self- conscious about the weight as well.

	 


Harlem… 
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	I groaned…  

	[image: Image] for a second time as I walked up the two flights of stairs from the train, then decided to stop off at Katz’s for some much-needed chocolate. 

	“Hey Mr. Katz!” I called as I walked in heading towards the back of the store for a bottle of wine to go with my chocolate. 

	As I reached for the refrigerator case, I pitched forward onto my knees, then spun into the vision. I  stifled the yelp as I watched the woman screech being chased by a dark figure. She sprinted around the corner, and I tried my best to see where she was, to see if there were any street markers so that I would know where she  was. 

	He caught her, slammed her into the wall, and I  dropped the bottle of wine as he rammed what looked like a glowing saber into her stomach. The bottle shattered onto the floor, but as the vision panned, my  mouth stared, because the woman was me! 

	“You alright back there Abbey?” Mr. Katz called as I rose to my feet hyperventilating. 

	“Ye…yes, I’m so sorry I dropped the wine.” I breathed out when his son Ricky suddenly appeared with a mop and a bucket. 

	“It’s fine, Ricky will get it.” He called back, I nodded up to a smiling Ricky, forwent the wine, and jerked up the scotch bottle instead. “You alright Abbey, you look a bit peaked?” Mr. Katz asked as I placed the bottle of scotch on the counter, then three bars of chocolate. 

	“I’m good, just a bit tired. I can pay for the wine.” I said retrieving my credit card, but he shook his head no. 

	“It’s fine, I’ll just chalk it up to loss, and write it off.” He said wiggling his brows and I smiled as he swiped my  card. “Get some rest Abbey.” He said, and I nodded as I left the store. My apartment was three blocks from Mr. Katz’s store, and due to that vision, my nerves were on end. I’d had them since I was about 10-years old, but I was always  taught to keep them to myself.

	My mother was a practicing witch and had been all my life. Witchcraft went all the way back to our African, Spanish and Taino ancestry. I wasn’t sure if my father had magick because he’d never been in the picture. I’d been raised by my mother, aunts, and grandmother. Only thing was, I never developed magick like that; or at  least at thirty-two, I hadn’t yet. My mom said I was fine, it just decided to manifest differently in me, and had spent my  entire life teaching me to get used to what I saw on a regular basis. 

	When I was young, I was petrified, and would spend days in a catatonic type state, because I was so caught up in  the fear aspect of it. When I turned twelve, she taught me a type of meditation which helped to alleviate the fear, but it didn’t get rid of it completely. And for the fact that my visions were always one-hundred-percent right, I felt a new fear zing up my spine. I had no clue who the guy was, but he looked ancient, and that fucking saber he stabbed me with looked ancient as well. 

	I couldn’t think of one person I’d ever pissed off that bad! 

	I felt nothing but rage from him. I kept to myself, only spoke to my close family, and at  work I did my job, then left for the day only to return the next day and do the same. I exhaled noisily as I reached my  apartment building, looked around me, but nothing  seemed out of the ordinary. 

	I would definitely need to call my mother.

	There was some shit brewing, and from that vision, I was 

	 


at the center of it. 

	 


Apartment

	1C 

	[image: Image]

	I exhaled …
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	deeply as I tossed my keys in the  foyer fishbowl, kicked off my shoes, then headed towards  the kitchen to warm up last night’s leftovers. I had no  desire to actually cook, especially after what I just saw. As I leaned on the counter waiting for my Sancocho to  heat up, I poured myself two fingers of scotch. 

	As I contemplated my latest vision, I had no clue where it  actually took place. I had no clue where the neighborhood was, why I’d be there in the first place; and  why the fuck this guy would want to kill me! I swallowed the scotch, pitched forward, then shrieked  into the vision.

	The woman screeched behind the gag on  her mouth, eyes wide with terror. I reached out, and to  my fucking amazement I walked into the vision, shrieked,  then shot forward to attempt to help the woman. The man turned, but I still couldn’t see his face for the  mask he had on. He swiped at me with the saber, and I  shrieked as it sliced through my skin, burning at the  same time. We wrestled for the knife, when he shoved me  backwards, and I pitched over the stairs that somehow  miraculously appeared out of nowhere. 

	I cried out as I felt myself falling, and just when I was about to smack the pavement, I jerked from the vision hyperventilating. I panted the breath back into my lungs, felt my arm burning, then looked down completely  astonished. My arm was bleeding in the exact spot he’d  swiped me with the blade. I rushed to the sink, seized the  dishtowel, slid down the wall, and just sat there freaked  attempting to catch my breath. 

	That had never happened in my life! 

	I rushed from the kitchen, snatched up my purse and  jacket, then hit the Uber app as I rushed out the door;  just knowing that I would need stitches.

	 


Hell’s Kitchen 
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	Killian…  

	[image: Image] inhaled deeply as he walked into his apartment, then tossed his keys on the coffee table. He smiled slightly, because he’d never once imagined in his life that he would  actually ever garner a true mate. 

	And she was quite fetching. 

	His only problem: how in the  hell would he actually find her now. Had he not had his meeting with the League of Numinous, Killian would have  definitely gotten more than a first name. He walked into the kitchen, drew down the bourbon, poured himself some, snatched up the glass, then headed towards his bedroom.

	However, before he could reach it, he pitched  forward to his knees yelling into the power. The glass flew in one direction, he flew in the other; then simply lay prostrate as the power continued to shoot into his body from her. He saw the man, the woman he was attempting to murder, when Abbey walked into the vision. Killian swallowed hard, because despite her efforts, Tafar killed the woman, then turned his blade on Abbey. He felt the fear seize him as Tafar shoved her over the  balcony. The power dipped, pooled, then shot through him taking the breath from him. When he could breathe once more, he saw her on the floor of her apartment, the dish towel to her arm, when she suddenly rose, then rushed from the apartment. 

	“Fuck!” Killian hissed, rose from the floor, stared at the  stain and the bourbon glass, snatched it up then headed  back to the living room. He had to find her fast, because due to the fact that  Tafar was able to knock her out of the vision; he had a  link to her now. 

	Not to mention, the blood on his blade would basically be  a beacon straight to her. As he stood there panting, he  saw her rush into Harlem Hospital, and fuck if he wasn’t  happy. He could ebb there, and hopefully catch her  before she got to one of the doctors. If Tafar cut her with  his actual blade, whoever came in contact with her would  be affected and would have to be put 

	 


down because of it  if the League didn’t get to them first.

	 


Harlem Hospital 
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	“And… 
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	can I ask how this happened?” The young doctor asked, I groaned, then looked up at him as he removed the towel. I knew I seriously couldn’t tell him that, he’d think the fact that I was seriously feeling lightheaded at all the blood loss; was me hallucinating. 

	“I was trying to open a stuck window, when my fricken  hand went through it.” I said as he peered closer at the  wound.

	“Wow…you sure…it looks cauterized, even while it’s an  open wound. I have never seen anything like this. You’ll  definitely need stitches. What’s this black stuff…” He began, touched it, then promptly passed out. 

	“Fuck!” I hissed, jumped up, then looked around. He was out cold, and as I looked down at my arm, I noticed the black spider web like vines spreading from  the wound; so, I knew immediately whatever he’d cut me  with was magickal, and probably deadly. 

	I needed to get to my mom. 

	“Mommy!” I moaned into the phone as I rushed from the  room, then had to catch the wall to keep from pitching  forward. 

	“Baby…where are you? I know!” She yelled back into the  phone frantically, when I blinked rapidly, because my vision had  doubled, and I would swear someone was in my head. 

	“He won’t make it little one, the magick will belong to me  now.” The voice said, I nearly pissed my pants, and  attempted to grasp the wall, but my fingers kept slipping. I noticed the figure walking my way quickly, but my eyes  couldn’t focus on them.

	 


Hospital Hallway
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	“Fuck!”  

	[image: Image] Killian hissed as he rushed up the hallway, then caught her as she pitched forward. Killian looked around, then  lifted her into his arms. 

	“The…the…doctor…he touched me.” She panted, he  nodded, then maneuvered her enough to reach his cell  phone. 

	“Gabe, six-zero-two, Harlem hospital, get here quick. Emergency, male white doctor, no more than twenty-five. He’s lying on the floor in room five-twenty-two.” Killian commanded, Gabe said right, then ebbed into the hospital hallway. 

	Killian sent Gabe a look, Gabe looked around, but the  people in the room weren’t paying attention to them. Gabe gave him a sheepish look, shrugged, then rushed  into the hospital room. Gabe jerked up the doctor, then disappeared. 

	“Where…where are you taking me?” She panted, eyes closed, and Killian pulled a face, because he could see the webs crawling up her skin. 

	“Some place to get help. Do you know what a Legacy Curse is luve?” Killian asked as he began walking  towards the double doors. He would ebb outside, to draw  less attention.

	“Ye…yes…but how?” She whispered as her eyes closed, so he knew the poison was entering her  bloodstream. 

	“It’s usually an ancestral thing, you or one of yer  ancestors pissed someone off, so they’re taking it out on  you. But it must be done by an ancestor or relative of yers.” He stated as he ebbed. 

	 


Hell’s Kitchen 
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	Killian ebbed … 
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	into his apartment, then  headed straight for his bedroom. 

	“So, you know how this works right?” He asked as he  began to strip off her clothes, when she nodded raising  her hips so that he could jerk her jeans off. 

	“And you know yer me mate, right?” He asked with a  slight grin as he kicked off his shoes, then jerked off his  shirt, the buttons flying across the room. She gawped at  him shaking her head no, when he snatched off his  jeans. 

	“You are Abbey, but we don’t have time for that right now. Do I have yer permission?” He asked, then panted closing his eyes as the lust from her shot through his entire body. His eyes flashed, and Abbey’s mouth separated as she saw his canines extend, but he didn’t give her a chance to react as he crushed her lips with his, and she moaned into the kiss. Killian jerked her into his body, she inhaled, when he sent hot cock up and into her body. The scream left her throat, she crushed his lips with hers wrapping her arms  around his neck, and Killian was lost to the lust; his wolf reveling in it and her. 

	He flipped them, jerked her thighs across his forearms, and she cried out once more. He watched her face as he gave her cock over and over, his body never feeling the like in four-hundred-fifty-years. He kissed, sucked, and caressed her body enjoying every bit of it. He spun her, and as he watched her ample breast fall forward, his wolf howled inside him, and he couldn’t help sending cock deep into her cervix. 

	“Oh God, Oh God, yes…fuck me!” She cried, his eyes flashed once more, his wolf sending both power and lust into the them both. 

	“Fucking shite!” He yelled into the momentum and hunger, flipped her for a second time, then buried his dick once more sucking her nipple into his mouth, and she cried out even wetter than before. The kiss of their flesh caused his wolf to be on one, and Killian would swear he’d never had it this good in his life. 

	She wrapped her legs around his waist, arched her back, so he knew the orgasm was close. He pumped hot dick into her over and over, his own back arching as he felt the cum at the tip of his dick, when she shrieked, jerked him into her body, then bit his neck; and he yelled as he shot his load, deep within her walls.

	“Bloody fucking shit!” He groaned, resting his forehead on hers, and she nodded as she panted up at him. He rolled to her side, as they both tried to catch their breath. He rose, then drew her to him so that he could look at  her arm. The webs were gone, but the wound was still open and would need stitches. She looked at his bed sheets then wide eyed and open mouth. 

	“Oh my God, I’m so sorry.” She cried as she scrambled up, hopped out the bed, then snatched her clothes to her breast and rushed into his bathroom. Killian chuckled, rose, then jerked the sheets off the bed. 

	His new wife was obviously shy. 

	He suddenly wondered how she would take the news, that he’d just basically linked them, and the League would call for the marriage rites to keep the magick  bound to them only.

	 


Bathroom…
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	I moaned …  

	[image: Image] as I walked into his bathroom. 

	I swear to God, I had never been fucked like that in my life!

	Fucking Ever! My God, my body, and the power! 

	I wasn’t sure what he was yet, but I’d never felt power  like that either, so I knew he must be old. Power that strong was never given to a newbie. I figured since I was  already in there, I might as well take a shower to wash  the blood from me. When I finished, I gulped as he walked in, covered myself, and he sent me a look. I swallowed hard, when he handed me a towel, and I accepted it, my face beet red. As I stood before him,  I realized how huge he was, because he towered over me. 

	“You can’t still be shy of me darlin, especially after what  just happened between us.” He smiled, and I groaned as he smoothed the curls from my face. 

	“I--” I exhaled deeply, when he chuckled, then grimaced as the blood from my arm seeped into the towel. 

	“Get dressed, we need to see about that asap.” He stated  nodding to my arm, and I nodded back taking the  clothing he handed my way. I tilted my head, then grimaced up at him and he laughed. “How about you go into the bedroom, and I jump into the  shower.” He offered, and I nodded and made a b-line out the bathroom to his laughter. I jerked on my undies,  then the sweats. 

	The wifebeater he gave me swallowed  me, and I was sure that you could see my nipples  through it. I moaned for what seemed like the 100th time,  then pondered my situation. I’d been on the phone with my mother when he found  me, which was just crazy in and of itself; because how in  the hell had he found me in the first place. When he got off the train, we hadn’t said a word to each other, and when I tried to find him in the crowd of people who got off the train, he’d been nowhere in sight. 

	I instantly realized now why! 

	“Shit.” I groaned, because I wasn’t stupid enough to believe that nothing came attached to that kind of magick, or the fact that we’d been able to conjure that much together. I wasn’t familiar with the League, even with the fact that my mother and grandmother worked for them. She’d always told me it was to make a difference, and if one stayed on the right side you had nothing to worry about. She said the League only showed up if you were doing some shit you weren’t supposed to be doing. 

	I swallowed hard as he walked from the bathroom, the  towel barely hanging on his waist. I closed my eyes to  block out that amazing chest and abs. My hot little cunt jumped to attention, and I was having a hard time getting her to back down as he ran his fingers through his hair, then smiled at me before he walked to the dresser and jerked  out a pair of sweats. I immediately turned my back swallowing hard for a second time. Granted, he’d just barely fucked the shit out of me, but I still wasn’t used to a man’s…especially his knowing what he could do body yet. 

	“I’m decent Pet, you may turn around.” He chuckled, I turned, but grimaced at him anyway because he wasn’t wearing a shirt. “Come, we need to contact Holden, that needs to be stitched.” He said nodding to the towel, because it was soaked. I nodded, blinked, took a step; but it felt as if I was trying to trudge through sludge and pitched forward. He caught  me, then lifted me into his arms. 

	“This isn’t good my luve. I’ll need to recharge you once Holden is finished.” He stated, my mouth dropped, and I swear a lust I’d never felt in my life before surged through my body, and I couldn’t stifle the moan. 

	“At least I have that.” He chuckled, then walked from the room.
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