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    As always I dedicate this book to my readers. You have followed me through the years and I write for you.
 
Secondly it is thanks to my husband's patience and support that I can spend my time bringing to life the characters and stories that fill my head. Without his love and support I would still be scribbling in cheap notebooks and hiding my stories in the dark places.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Once ancient beings of great power took living beings and twisted them into other things. Swords, shifters and other things. They pit them against each other, making their creations battle in unending wars. Those beings disappeared and only a small number of their creations survived. They were given a choice to become human once more or to stay as they had become. They chose to continue on as they were made, They lived mostly quiet, blending in with normal humans. Some few would enter the dungeons that appeared under the cities with chosen wielders to fight and keep the surface world safe.
 
A rare few of the Wielders were not from that world, they appeared and disappeared for some unknown reason. One of those wielders returned to be reborn in the world. With the help of a sword person, a werewolf and a mage she will fight battles that no other living can.
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There are sexual situations that at times, are graphic and this novel is not meant for those under the age of eighteen or whatever legal age is in your country. I have other fantasy novels that are sex free. Try them instead. Also this novel contains scenes of fantasy violence. If you are not prepared for this type of content, try a different book.

There is mention of blood and injuries, both caused by the villains or monsters but also from the fact that one of the characters is a vampire. Again if you do not like mention of blood try something else.

This novel also contains romance between multiple characters. If you have issue with non-monogamist relationships please try others of my works. 
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This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.

This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This e-book may not be re-sold, rented or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to author and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

The author holds all reproduction, reprint or re-sell rights to this book in digital, audio or print versions.
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This is a work of original fiction. It was written by a real person, not an AI. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents in this book are either the product of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

The author expressly prohibits any entity from using this publication for purposes of training artificial intelligence technologies to generate text, including without limitation technologies that are capable of generating works in the same style or genre as this publication. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.
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“Miss Kimberly are you sure you should go walking?” 

I gave the pretty nurse one of my nicer smiles as I walked out of my home. I might be turning seventy tomorrow, but I wasn't a bed bound invalid. I thought I was pretty spry and with my trusty cane I could walk pretty much any place I used to. I had my bag with me, the one that held my electronics, any meds I might need and of course my snacks. I was going for a walk because after a week hold up inside because of the rain, I needed to move.

Most people think if you have a cane and are over fifty that you can't do anything, but let me tell you they are wrong. I wanted my walk along the river and I was going to take it. So I waved to the nurse and kept on trucking. The sun was up higher than I liked but it felt warm on my cheeks and I smiled. If I was lucky my little friends would be at the park and we could plan out our next meet up online. 

It wasn't a long walk really. I have been known to walk a few miles a day, which truly seemed to annoy the nurses that would come to check on me once a week. I didn't need them, but my almost nephew had told me I could only stay in my home if I allowed them to come check on me. He was the son of my best friend and he really wanted me to sell my little home and move into one of those assisted living homes. I hate the places and I told him so. People mostly go there to die and I didn't plan on doing so for a long time yet.

I first met my young friends in the park a few miles from my cottage about two years ago. They were all talking about one of the games I played and I surprised them with how much I knew. When they found out my user name they asked me to join them and we met up twice a week online to play. I introduced them to fantasy games and they were more than happy to group up with Gran Kim to fight the monsters made of light. In all my years of gaming online this group was one of the best. They liked having their online grandma helping them and we all cheered each other on.

Now I don't just play mmorpgs, as much fun as they are. I do play all kinds of single player games. One in particular because of all the truly pretty men who became weapons was my favorite go to games. The idea of being able to date your weapon in game just tickled my fancy. So much so that when I was remembering a pair of pretty lavender eyes I wasn't paying attention to the curb. Last thing I heard was the blaring of a horn as I stumbled and fell.

Chapter one

“Hold her down! I have to deal with those wounds.”

I wasn't sure who it was saying that, but really that didn't make too much sense to me. What wounds? I was pretty foggy, but how did I end up wounded. I mean one minute I was walking down the street, cane in hand and the next I'm being held down by a pair of strong arms?

“She won't like it, Luc. You know she won't.”

“So we let her bleed out because she is a bit squeamish about being licked? Really Rowan you want her to just die?”

Rowan? Luc? Why do I know those names? Were they the orderlies that worked at the home that I had visited?

The softer voice sighed and I felt myself shiver at a memory that wouldn't quite form. “No, my friend, no. Do it.” He sounded resigned, why was he sounding that way? I opened my eyes just enough to tell I was in a room. I thought I was outside. How did I get here?

I felt something wrap around my shoulders and legs and then I widened my eyes as this hot half dressed man with long, wavy dark hair leaned down and start lapping along my ribs. Okay that connected to me my body finally and I felt pain. I moaned then. Pain is an old friend when you are seventy, but this wasn't the mostly dull pain of arthritis, it was sharp. I don't mean the kind of pain you feel when you wake up after lying in the same position for too long. No, I felt like I had been sliced and diced and as Luc's tongue laved upwards along my chest I felt something like my body knitting together. It was so weird. Everywhere he licked my skin went numb and then tingled like it was coming back awake.

I'm not sure how long he licked my skin, but slowly I went from dazed to pain filled to numb to well, excited. Whatever Luc's tongue held it was a bit much for my brain. I hadn't felt that particular sensation in more than a decade. The one little rational part of my brain was saying of course you felt it, he is hot. “Okay, stop.”

Luc jumped back with surprise. “Kim? You with us?” He stepped back to my side and lightly touched my face. I looked up into a dark pair of eyes filled with hope and concern. I nodded with a sigh of confusion and a wince.

And I was, sort of. I was connected to my body, but I had no real idea where the hell I was. “If with us, you mean conscious, yeah.” My voice sounded richer to me, like it had when I was young and a singer. To be honest I was confused. He looked like a character from a game I had been playing, like one of the dateable weapons. His name was different but the other man had the name of one I liked a lot.

The softer voice of Rowan came from behind my head then, “Relax then, love.” I felt a soft brush against my hair and for a second my eyes dropped closed. That felt familiar but it shouldn't right?

I took a breath, realizing that I had tensed my muscles at some point. I took a slow breath and then closed my eyes again. It took a few breaths but I managed to relax all my tensed muscles. “Can you let me go, please?” Not that I wanted him to really, but it wasn't right for an old lady to be held down, was it?

Rowan did something and my arms and legs felt lighter. I let out another sigh then shivered as I looked down. I was naked from the waist up, which I guess made sense. I could see a long red scar running from my left breast, down my belly to my hip. “Whoa,” I whispered and reached to touch the scar. It was sensitive like a newly healed scar would be. “Okay, when did that happen?” Had I been hurt when I fell?

I felt Rowan slip his arms around my waist and my body relaxed more, though my head was going hold on. I mean last I remembered I was an old woman. Yeah, I had a lifetime of scars but nothing quite as big as the one on my chest. No one gets out of life without them, but I was more wondering when my skin got taunt and tanned. I mean really I was seventy last I remembered and pale as old paper. Never mind me relaxing into what felt like a lovely, firm man's body. I didn't know this man, but it felt right that he was holding me.

“Luc, she is shivering.” I blinked and realized that yeah I was. I was cold and confused and my teeth chattered for a moment.

I looked up and the bare-chested man shrugged off the long red coat he was wearing. “Help her up.” 

Rowan lifted me to my feet and Luc wrapped the coat around me. It was warm with his body heat and soft against my skin. I slid my arms into the sleeves and wrapped it around me grateful for the layer between me and masculine eyes. “Thanks.”

I turned toward Rowan and gave him a quick look. He was just a bit taller than me with white hair that fell into his sad lavender eyes. I took a breath to ask where the hell I was and what happened when I started coughing; that made me bend over from the waist in pain. It was like I was trying to cough up a lung.

Two pairs of hands helped me back to the couch and stretched me out. I didn't stay that way though; I quickly sat up, coughing harder. It felt something come up and out of me and I threw up on the floor. Rowan sat with me, his hands rubbing soothingly over and over my back. “Easy, love, easy.”

There was a disgusting splatting sound and then I could breath. I wiped my mouth and turned onto my back. “Damn.” My mouth took on a taste of metal and acid. Oh, I needed water.

“Yeah,” Luc went to the door and called out for someone to bring a bucket and water. “Wondered if you were going to do that.”

“Hey, is she...”

I closed my eyes and looked toward the back of the couch. I wasn't ready to meet another new man after chucking up what felt like everything I ever ate. 

“I told you this would happen. Here, get her to drink this.”

The new man's voice was low, no it was deep and when I sniffed to try and clear my head I could smell, fur? Okay, this had to be a weird dream. I mean a sexy pirate looking man who licks wounds to heal them, a sexy quiet man with hands that soothed and something else and now a man who smelled like wet fur and sweat. Yeah, dreaming, “Need to wake up, yup, wake up now.”

I turned my head and Rowan was still there, Luc was helping whoever this other guy was to clean up the mess that smelled less like vomit and more like blood. “Pinch me.”

Rowan lifted a brow and then did just that before lightly caressing the spot he did. “Still not quite here are you?” He lifted me a bit and fed me most of a bottle of water. It was crisp and cold and washed away the taste of the sickness in my mouth. I felt it sliding down my throat and pooling in my gut. I hadn't felt cold like that in years and I shivered again.

I shook my head, looking up into those unique eyes of his. They were almost familiar yet they couldn't be. “Where am I?”

He looked up when a white crow came drifting in and landed on his shoulder. “New envelope for her soul.”

He sighed and nodded then he whispered something to the bird that bobbed his head. That made me blink, especially when it turned its head so it could look at me and I swear it winked. Rowan called over to the other men. “We need to get her up to the house.”

Luc stood, reaching for another jacket that was hanging by the door. He stopped when the other man spoke. “Boss, you can't go.” The blonde, furry smelling man looked up from where he was kneeling. He had cleaned up whatever it was I upchucked thankfully. I didn't want to know really what they were talking about, but obviously the two others did, Luc sighed heavily then, giving me a long look.

Rowan nodded to him as he helped me back up. “Dawn,” he said that like it should mean something, but I just kept my eyes closed and swallowed around the nausea that came in waves. Why was I feeling like I needed to throw up my toenails? Where was I and better yet who were these lovely men? And better yet again why did they know me?

See, I am a retired office worker. I worked for decades in offices around New England and when I finally hit retirement age I took my pension and settled down in a nice little house in the woods with a really good Wi-Fi connection. I bought myself a couple game consoles and a really good computer and decided to spend my time playing video games, watching all the TV shows and movies I never got a chance to and read all the books I had put off.

I lived alone, had been alone, most of my life. My parents had died when I was a kid and I spent years being tossed from one home to another until I was old enough to start working. Never went to college, but I was good at everything you needed to do in an office. Never married, never had kids, just lived a solitary life in the shadows of everyone else. I was plain, pale and washed out and most people just didn't see me beyond when they needed something. I made a couple of friends who had stuck by me until they all passed away during the pandemic. I was alone. I didn't mind, not really, it was just life. I saved my money and lived a life that was peaceful and fun.

“Can you walk, love?” Rowan's voice was soft and musical. I swear I knew it like I should know my lover's voice. Only thing was I didn't have one. I hadn't had a lover in decades, so why was his voice so familiar to me? When I nodded, he guided me across the room. The so far unnamed third man was talking in an under tone to Luc and he shook his head as we passed him.

“Take that away and then go with them, Bohdi.” Luc sounded both annoyed and resigned. 

I looked up as we passed him. “Thank you, I think.” I said quietly.

He gave me a long look with his eyes like melted chocolate, and then chuckled softly. “No need to thank me, love. I will always come when you are in need.” There was something beyond the surface to his words and I blinked in confusion yet again. I really needed to get my head working.

Bohdi ran up the stairs ahead of Rowan and I and off toward what I guess would be the back of wherever this was. Rowan had his arm wrapped around my waist and was making sure I didn't stumble on the stairs. It took me a bit to realize that I was half the woman I remembered. Age and a slow metabolism had added a lot of weight to me but when I looked down at myself I wasn't built like a fat old woman anymore. “If this is a dream I don't think I want to wake up.”

“Not a dream, Kim love.” Rowan's fingers tightened on my waist.

When we reached the top of the stairs I winced when loud music hit me. We had come up from below to a club with bright lights and music meant for dancing. Why were we below a club? Again things just didn't make sense.

I let Rowan steer me around the dance floor, making sure the coat I was wearing was closed. It didn't have a zipper or buttons so if I wasn't careful I would be flashing the dancers that seemed to be ignoring us. When we got near the door Bohdi was there and he opened it for us. “I pulled the car around, didn't think she was up to more walking.”

He was right. The pounding of the music was making my head ache and it felt like there was a pressure against my skin; like I was being pressed between a dozen hot and sweaty bodies all crying out for my attention. My insides quivered again, though this time I didn't feel nauseous. It was more like I was hearing a dozen whispered conversations and feeling hands on my skin that weren't there. It was confusing and I still felt weak and dizzy. Could I have hit my head? Maybe that was why this seemed like a dream.

“Thank you,” Rowan gave him a nod and then steered me into a battered looking SUV. It was red with dents and what looked like claw marks in one of the doors. He opened the back door and before I could blink, Rowan lifted me up into the passenger seat then reached over to buckle me in. “Just relax,” his voice was once more soft and sad and I reached for his hand before he pulled away. He looked up into my eyes and smiled. “I promise it will make sense soon.”

I sighed, swallowed and nodded, letting his fingers go. I trusted this man. Not sure why, but I did. I wanted to ask him why he was sad and comfort him but I just sat back and closed my eyes with another sigh trying to settle myself. For some reason I trusted him, Luc and Bohdi. I mean even Bohdi, the furry smelling man, was gorgeous with thick hair that held a curl to it and blue eyes that seemed to laugh, yet I didn't know him from Adam. Didn't know any of them but there were quick flashes behind my lids of a different me walking through a cavern filled with things out of the games I played. All of them were with me yet not, which was confusing. I felt like I was remembering running from the monsters that chased me with hungry sounding cries. I had a weapon in my hands and it was dripping with a fluid that looked a lot like blood. There were soft voices that sounded like Luc and Rowan in my head and a wolf-like form looping at my side.

The drive to wherever it was they were taking me didn't seem to take long. I opened my eyes to see trees passing by and smiled at the early morning sunshine. I loved going walking most mornings around six am with my camera to take photos of the world around me. Nature in the early morning is filled with wonder and beauty that most ignored on their ways to work or school. When I looked forward through the windshield I could see a mountain in the distance with fog curling around it or was it clouds? I wanted to pull out my phone and take a photo but I was pretty sure I didn't have my phone.

The SUV pulled up in front of a large, old Victorian style house. It was covered in ivy and through the leaves I could see it was painted a lovely green color. There were chairs on the wraparound porch and I think the door was painted lavender. The men climbed out before I even got unbuckled and Rowan helped me out of the vehicle. “Now let's get you settled.” Again his voice was soft and concerned. His touch was gentle and yet familiar, like I had felt his hands on me in the past.

I let him walk me into the house and shivered when I felt something brush over my skin. Outside I had felt overwhelmed by scent and sound, not like I had been at the club, but like everything was trying to say something to me all at once. I had never had that problem before. Inside here it was calm and quiet, like stepping into a temple and there was the soft sound of wind chimes and the murmur of water over stone.

The floor had a deep carpet that muffled our foot falls and the hall was filled with plants. I mean a lot of plants; there were ivy and spider plants, flowering bushes in pots and even small trees. Rowan steered me to a set of stairs and before I knew it I was on the second floor and stepping into a bedroom all in shades of blue. There was a canopied bed with sheer curtains the color of the early morning sky and a satin comforter the color of the sky before night truly falls. He sat me on the edge of the bed and knelt to pull off the boots I was wearing. They were like nothing I owned. In fact they looked like the boots I wore inside a game.

I watched him, my fingers itching to reach out and caress his hair. Like it was something I did all the time. I knew it would feel like silk between my fingers and I bit my lip, stopping the forward motion of my fingers. 

“You aren't really all here yet, are you Kim?” Bohdi asked from the doorway. He leaned against it and I tilted my head, narrowing my eyes as I looked him over.

He was dressed in low slung jeans, a tight t-shirt and an open plaid shirt. His feet were bare which for a moment surprised me. “Why do you smell furry?” I blinked when I realized I said the words out loud.

“Well, it’s a start. You think it will take long for her to get her bearings?” He gave a long look to Rowan, who shrugged. Bohdi smiled and shook his head. “I know, you need to work your mojo. I'll head back to Luc. Call us when she is ready to talk.” Bohdi then turned and giving me a wink, left.

Rowan sighed as he pulled off my other boot. “They aren't really patient, but they are good men, love.”

He stood before me, looking down at me. “Do you want to rest or ask questions?” I reached up to rest my fingers on his belly and I felt him quiver. He closed his eyes with a little breath, licking his lips before taking my hand. “You're feeling what?”

“Like I know you better than the other two? Why?” I fell back on the bed, stretching my arms over my head. “I know you, know your name, yet, I can't know you, can I?” 

He watched my face and whispered something. I closed my eyes tight when a wave passed through me and I let out a whimper as more images that seemed to be a mix of a game and reality washed through me. “Let them come.”

“Make her sleep, featherless brother. She will wake and remember.” The voice of the white crow came from the top of the bed.

Rowan sighed and nodded. He bent over me and placed a hand on my forehead. “When you wake, forgive me.” I then felt an intense pressure that hurt just before everything went black. My last thought was why would he need forgiveness?
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