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	who have always wished to see their faces in the fiction that they read as a main character, not a side kick, nor a villian…but the one who leads the charge with wisdom, integrity, light and love; this is why we BIPOC write!

	 

	To my amazing mother, who despite my mixed race heritage…taught me to be a proud Borikén despite the fact that we are Neoyorquino.  This book is the 

	culmination …of me…

	 


 

	 

	[image: Image][image: Logo

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	who dream big…keep soaring…even if you have to do it yourself…
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	Osiris= first king of Egypt, murdered by his brother Set, but revived by his wife Isis, after which he became the ruler of the underworld and the judge of the dead. Egyptian god of the afterlife, resurrection, fertility, and agriculture

	 

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

	 

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

	 

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

	 

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

	 

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

	 

	Aramuk= ancient scribes, powerful magical human beings who bridge the gap between the Gods and humanity. Weilding the most powerful Orishain ancient African- Middle Eastern magick, which was assumed to have died out centuries ago.

	 


[image: Image]

	Atabey= supreme ancestral spirit, often called a goddess, in the indigenous Taíno mythology of the Caribbean, particularly associated with Puerto Rico (Borikén)

	 

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

	 

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

	 


[image: Image]

	This *Shared Universe* Multicultural/Interracial Series

	For voracious readers who read deep!

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

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

	The books get Hotter and just a bit Darker as you go…as well as become Reverse Harem due to Legacies and Prophecies. The Gods enacted…Some of the Books in this series Crossover too with the ALFT, BYB, & PNM Universe in this “Shared Universe” due to a Specific Prophecy and Certain Characters Carrying Over to other books series from TBMD, so they are Best Read in Chronological Concurrent & Side by  Side Order* 

	You can read them out of order, but some decisions may not make sense to you
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	Prologue

	Scotland 1845
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	Auron… 
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	stood before the Numinous Council bound, eyes amber and defiant. He knew they were livid, especially having been called from Naples in the first place; and that spelled danger for him, and anyone connected to him. 

	One could not be sentenced unless the entire twelve reigning realm Numinous Lower Councils were in attendance, for the joining houses in England, Scotland, America, France, Egypt, and Norway did not have enough pull on their own. 

	Also, they needed at least one Grand member from the Magisterial High Numinous Council in the Balkans to witness and agree to sentencing. The Numinous Council was the standing governing body for his kind, and had been for the last thirty-centuries now. They had a job to do…to keep what they… called order; and had no cares as to the casualties they caused. 

	Were it up to Lychelin, Auron’s Ulfric, he never would have called any of them; for they had no involvement with what they considered the unwashed philistines; and normally left sentencing to the lower councils. Therefore, it had astounded Auron that they appeared against him in the first place. He barely moved as Methos’ battered body was placed in front of him. 

	Did he care? 

	Absofuckenlutly not! 

	Methos had gotten exactly what he deserved. 

	As far as Auron was concerned, it should have been even more, for the betrayal to their friendship alone. Auron looked up as Hellos suddenly stood over Methos’ dead body. He turned towards Auron then and punched Auron the stomach, but Auron refused to double over. 

	He would not give Hellos the satisfaction.

	“Yer here to be sentenced,” Maynard spat, when Auron’s smirk widened just a bit. As far as Auron knew, Maynard was head council now for Lycans in Keelik’s absence. He hated Maynard’s pompous ass from as far back as he could remember, for Maynard always imagined he knew literally everything. 

	At that moment, Auron wondered where wolf King Keelik was.

	“You imagine this funny boy?” Eveleen asked with an incredulous look on his face, then peered at the rest of the council members around him stunned. He knew Auron had nads; it was clear from his days of training Auron, but he never would have imagined Auron would ever actually take the life of someone. 

	It just wasn’t like Auron.

	“We have the power to sentence you to life-or-death boy; thar isnae anything funny about that!” Llewellyn snapped as he glared Auron in the face. However, Auron gave no cares, even if Lew was a God of old.

	“You might imagine that you do, but I have my doubts. Equally, I informed you of what he did, yet you simply allowed it,” Auron stated shrugging, as he stared Llewellyn in the eyes, then kicked Methos’ frayed, bare chest, blood-soaked body before the Council members. Several of the members huffed up, while several more of them sent back pinched expressions. Envois, one of the head Council’s guards shot forward then and punched Auron in the face. Auron turned his head, glared at Envois, then spat the blood onto Methos’ body.

	“Take him now!” Maynard cried, when Auron simpered as several of the self-grandiose members retched as they saw Methos’ dead body up close lying before them now. Auron realized then as well that he was being sentenced to the Inquisitional, and laughed at that. Even though the Inquisition had ended ten years prior for the Spanish, as well as most of normal North America and Europe as a whole; the Numinous Council still exploited its methods as a means of torture for those who did not abide by their rules. Arvante council member Magnus Crooklyn stood then.

	“What will it profit you to sentence him to the Inquisitional? He will merely waste away for nothing.” Magnus voiced as he looked at Auron scowling. 

	“We convene now,” Maynard spat, when several of the distinguished members rose and left the chamber. Auron simply stood there, whistling a merry tune while he waited, Magnus shaking his head in awe of his best mate attempting not to laugh.
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	“And we are to what…Maynard. We cannae obviously kill him, for the White has forbidden it…due to what he bloody is,” Llewelyn spat, when Maynard glowered at him.

	“I do not give a fuck, as long as he is here no more! Why Latesha has this soft area for him, I will never understand; but he is to be sentenced regardless, and I will brave her wrath to do it,” Maynard spat back.

	“Why? For the reason that she no longer warms your bed Maynie, but does his; give us some credit,” Cremora cackled, when Maynard sent her the bird.

	“Fine, then he is to be banished, immediately,” Maynard sent back, when the members nodded, and Creaoath motioned them from the room.
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	As the council members walked back into the chamber, the remaining members stood, then resumed their seats as they did as well. Llewellyn cleared his throat then.

	“You are to be banished from all. Clan, Företag, and all those who love you immediately,” Llewellyn stated.

	“But for how long milord?” Lychelin questioned without thinking as he stared aghast at his best mate, then at Keelik his king as he walked into the chamber. Keelik shook his head no at Lychelin warning him. 

	Auron imagined that finally after two centuries, Maynard had his revenge, as Maynard smirked down on him. If nothing else it was due to Latesha. Auron grinned up at him, then mouth, ‘I fucked her still,’ when Maynard growled down on him, lunged forward, when Lew caught hold of Maynard’s robe shaking his head no glaring at him. Auron laughed hard at that. The sentence smacked of Maynard’s decision-making, especially for the banishment from clan and den. 

	If he regretted anything about the entire thing, it was the fact that it would reflect negatively on Lye, his best mate. Auron knew for a fact that Sephoroth would give no fucks, for Seph had his own issues with the Numinous Council; so if he could count on anyone person for the centuries to come, it would be Seph. However, what fueled Auron’s fury, was the fact that the Numinous had no cares as to whether he was right in his killing of Methos in the first place!

	“As long as he walks this Earth,” Maynard replied with a self-satisfied grin, when Lychelin glowered at him. Men drew forward then, took hold of Auron and led him from the room then. He looked back at both Lychelin and Magnus nodding. He would see them again, someday, that 

	 


he promised himself, and to them as well. 

	 


England

	21st Century…

	[image: Image]Auron …

	[image: Image] looked up as the priest walked into the cathedral. He motioned for Auron to approach him as he lit the candle in front of the altar. Auron opened his mouth to speak, when the priest placed his finger to his lips and inclined his head towards the confessional. They both walked into the booth, when the priest opened the portal between them.

	“Have you found anything, my son,” Father Ignatius asked anxiously.

	“Yes, I have, yet I must seek it in America, father,” Auron sent back quietly.

	“Then you have my leave son, but we must keep this to ourselves. If this were to be discovered…well…I daresay it must be kept quiet at all costs,” Father Ignatius warned, when Auron nodded.

	“I agree, and it shall, father. Do I leave now?” Auron questioned frowning slightly.

	“Yes, my son as soon as yer possibly able to. But I say tread softly my boy… for the reason that if the Numinous Council wills this out… well you very well know the rest,” Father Ignatius exhaled noisily.

	“Yes, I do…and I shall leave at once,” Auron stated rising.

	“And go with God my son, for you’ll surely need him once this has commenced. May He bless and keep you,” The priest said as he too rose, made the sign of the cross over Auron, then exited the confessional. Auron waited for several moments until he figured the priest was clear of the booth, then exited himself. He noticed the three suits in the corner pretending to pray, then turned towards the back of the church. He saw from his peripheral that as soon as he did, all three rose. Auron headed through the priest’s chambers in the back then. 

	“Sir, you mustn’t be in here,” One of the altar boys called after him, when Auron hurried out the back chamber. He heard the commotion directly after he cleared the double doors, running feet as the young man yelled at someone. Auron cut around the back of St. Paul’s, then hurried up Holborn. He then turned on Farringdon Street. He felt them following him, and abruptly turned into Blackfriar Station. 

	Shite! 

	He'd stupidly parked his motor on Cornhill. 

	Not paying attention to the crowd around him, Auron smashed into someone unintentionally. He would swear the man growled, when Auron peered up shocked. He felt that the man was a regular human, but he was still bloody huge. 

	Fuck! 

	This was one huge ass Irish man. 

	“You imagine you might watch whaur ya going pip,” he jeered, when Auron stared up at him surprised. Auron was  six-feet-four and one-half himself, but the man towered over Auron. He nodded, the man scowled, but refused to budge, so Auron couldn’t get around him. This was all he needed, a row right here in the middle of Blackfriar Station, with this huge ass Irishman! 

	Like he needed to draw even more attention to himself. 

	He noticed that the suits had paused at the newsstand. 

	“My sincerest pardon sir,” Auron replied bowing, when to his complete astonishment the man nodded, smiled, tipped his hat, then went on his way. 

	Well, I’ll be damned! 

	Auron thought wide-eyed. 

	He took that as his opportunity to slip in between the stalls, then come out on the other side in the alleyway. He guessed he must have lost them in the commotion, for as he peered around, he saw them nowhere. Auron hurried towards Cornhill then, for he needed to be in America like yesterday; for if what he found was true, it was only a matter of time before the Numinous, the White and the Red realized what she would be capable of as well!

	 


Los Angeles

	Hollywood
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	Auron …
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	stood above the concert theater peering down from his hilltop perch. He spotted her in the line then. He instinctively looked up, saw it was a full moon tonight, then grimaced. Great, just what he needed. He was equally amazed at how long the line was, considering the fact that it was twelve-am American time, on a weekday. Americans! He thought as he shook his head taking a deep breath, and as he did he smelled the night Jasmine all around him. Auron peered around once more, then took a deep drag off the cigarette, then ground it out. 

	It wasn’t as if it would kill him. 

	He noticed the crowd of people then and wondered why the men still wore their britches so tight. He shook his head once more chuckling to himself.  

	Nothing new under the sun.

	As he glanced up at the sign it read; “Maroon5 tickets on sale now.” He scowled for a second time. 

	Whatever happened to a nice minuet? 

	He muttered to himself, then moved further into the shadow receding to a safe spot as a laughing couple passed him. The male tugged the female into a shrub near where he was standing, and he took a step back further. She let out a loud giggle, when they disappeared into the brush. 

	Auron peered down once more and saw that the woman move a couple of spaces in the line and wondered why she even bothered. As long as the line was, he seriously doubted that she would actually obtain the tickets. As she made her way through the enormous line he breathed out noisily. He felt like such a bloody mother hen lately. She was certainly one for trouble, which was for sure. He’d been watching her for some time now, and she’d almost gotten herself killed five separate times up to this point. He realized early on that she was a bit daffy.

	Damn Ignatius! 

	He grumbled. He’d made Auron promise a vow of protection, and now Auron was seriously regretting it. For four-hundred-seventy-four-years he’d walked the earth, and he knew less now than he did then. The adage “With age comes wisdom” seemed like a load of bollocks lately, especially as he looked down on his ward. 

	His ward, sheesh! 

	He groaned once more. Ignatius made him vow that as well, when he found out that the descendant was a woman. However, the problem was that she didn’t know she was actually his ward yet. He had given the priest his sworn oath that he would protect her with his life if need be, and he’d done exactly that for the last seven, almost eight months. 

	She was a flighty one too, and most times she was oblivious to everything around her. 

	Except for her students. 

	Those she would do anything for, and he liked that about her. He too had a soft spot for children. Yet, for the last month he’d been having serious sentiments towards her, which not only confused him, but nearly got in the way of him doing his job. As he’d watched her, something in him changed, and at one point he’d even contemplated revealing that he was there. 

	Was he some kind of depraved pervert? 

	Some might say yes, but he’d given his vow, and he would do just that. He knew what his job was, and he definitely didn’t have time for entanglements of love. 

	Was he in love with her? 

	His heart shrieked yes; however, he’d pushed the thought of it and her to the back of his mind. He had a job to do, and nothing more. Equally, he was quite sure Ignatius would probably skin him alive if he knew of his affections for someone in her position, and what she could ultimately do for those living under Numinous rule. He groaned for a second time as he saw her pause in the line as if she were deciding something. 

	Fuck! 

	He whispered harshly to himself as she stepped over the rope and eased out of the line. Auron cursed himself for a second time, as he’d chosen his perch too high, so he would never catch her in time. He turned and hauled ass down the hillside then. He cleared some brush, then nearly barreled into that giggling couple. They both gaped at him as if he were some kind of apparition, which had suddenly appeared out of nowhere. He spun around them, then quickly ran down the hill after the woman. He saw her skip out the parking lot and onto the street. 

	Bloody fuck! 

	He yelled at himself once more as he saw her walking towards the public street. He heard the howl too late to react, when Jerreck slammed into him, and they both took a nose-dive down the side of the hill into the brush. As they both scrambled to their feet, he heard the howls once more. 

	Sodded motherfuckers! 

	He growled as he punched Jerreck in the face and let as much power as he could seep from him without drawing any more attention to them. Jerreck howled, then went plummeting down the rest of the hill, and out of sight. Auron took off running then. He had to reach her first, for the reason that Finnish and his men were more than likely sent here to kill her by the Numinous, signifying that they knew of her now!

	He heard the howls for a second time as he ran up the street, then saw Finnish poised on the hood of her car. He had no clue how he did it, but he suddenly had her in his arms, and they were rolling. Auron tried to cushion her as much as he could, but he felt her shoulder hit the ground as she cried out. He jerked her to her feet, when she inhaled quickly as she gaped into his face. 

	“Stay here,” he commanded forcibly, when she nodded frantically, he spun, then ran after Finnish. As Auron ran off, he didn’t notice those same three suits in the bushes to his left.

	 


Chapter One
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	I saw…

	[image: Image] the whirl of motion too late, for next I knew I hit the grass rolling and someone had me. When he jerked me to my feet,  I swore it felt as if my shoulder was dislocated. He moved me towards the brush, popped my shoulder back to my scream, then moved me behind a bush crouching near my car as I waited. 

	All I saw was the wolf’s feet and the man’s. 

	But what was so astonishing to me was the fact that the wolf was standing on two feet! I heard a yelp, when the wolf scurried off yelping. I scrambled out from under the bush, but the man had his back to me. I was so fricken thankful…for his assistance, as I just knew I was little red tonight; that I touched his shoulder before I thought about it. I heard the deep growl once more as he spoke.

	“Leave off, from touching me right now luve,” he whispered, when I noticed an accent.

	“Okay…so..rry…I just wanted to say thanks is all,” I sulked a little annoyed, because excuse me if my touch was ewww. He turned then, and I took a step back stunned. His eyes so did not look human, and I would deadass factually state that he’d traded eyes with the wolf! His pupils dilated, then bled into his irises, and his teeth seemed just a bit longer as I narrowed my eyes at him. “What the fuck?” I whispered as I swallowed hard, then continued to inch back from him. He reached out surprising me, seized me, and next I knew I was looking into those eyes.

	“I smell yer fear…but you needn’t be luve,” he stated softly nuzzling my neck. I gawked from what shot up my spine from his touch, then gave him wide eyes as he drew back slightly from me. I heard the low growl at the back of his throat and huffed up once more. He laced his fingers in my curls, then drew his lips over mine, not quite touching mine in the most absolute body snatching feeling ever, and before I could react, I was kissing him back. 

	A deep… long… hot kiss. 

	His other hand curled into my shirt, when he jerked me into his body deepening the kiss once more. He lifted me pulling me even deeper into his body as if he wanted to climb into my skin. Then just as unexpectedly as he’d done it, he placed me on my feet and released me. I drew my trembling hand to my lips and watched him wide eyed as his chest rose and fell with his shallow breathing. 

	“Leave off…now,” he commanded harshly, when I started, but nodded anyway. I fumbled for my keys, unlocked my door, jumped into my car, turned the engine over, then peeled out the spot. I peered into the rear-view mirror as I sped off, then saw him fall to his knees; throw his head back… and what? 

	Howl?

	Oh...my...God! 

	What the fuck was going on? 

	Okay, I must be dreaming. 

	I thought lightly smacking my forehead over and over, for surely I was losing my mind right now. I knew this was Hollywood, the town of fantasy, mirrors, and lights; but no fucken way could that have just happened to me! I peered into the mirror for a second time just as I was about to turn the corner on Highland and saw him take off running. 

	He was chasing the car! 

	WTF! 

	I put my foot to the gas and spun around the corner so fast, I nearly rolled the car. When I came up Laurel Canyon, I blew out the breath I’d been holding as I saw he wasn’t following the car anymore. After about three lights I began to relax and could breathe normal once more. I exhaled deeply as my heartbeat returned to its normal pace, as I turned onto my block. Now that was something straight out of the fricken Twilight Zone. 

	Especially since werewolves do not exist! 

	For that was deadass what he was, right? 

	And freaky shit like that just doesn’t happen, right? 

	This I told myself as I eased out my car retrieving my schoolbooks and briefcase from the backseat. 

	As I climbed the steps to my condominium, I pondered what just happened to me once more. I’d left school hours ago, to get those fucking tickets, when I finally gave up as I saw it was twelve am, and I had fricken school tomorrow. Danielá would just need to get over it. If I regaled Danielá with this, trust and believe she would on God, swear I was smoking that liquid! Danni was my cousin; however, we were more like sisters since we’d known each other all our lives. We were so close, that we even moved to California together.

	I was adopted when I was like two-years old by her aunt and uncle. But that never mattered to us, for we were familia regardless. They were the only parents I knew, and I loved them for it. I was grown Puerto Rican through and through due to my parents too, even though I was born in South Africa. I knew for a fact through my adoptive parents, who just happened to be missionaries when they acquired me, for what they did was no way in hell legal, that my mother had been South African, but they had no clue about my father. But I figured, if she never searched for me, then I must not have been important to her to begin with, and immerse myself in the family that loved me.

	My parents made sure I embraced everything about our family’s culture, and I did, loving every bit of it. I did my graduate work at UCLA from NYU, with a major in History, and my minor in English Literature. I had the bright idea of teaching K-twelve, and although I am an advent complainer; I absofrickenlutely love what I do. My students were everything to me; and maybe one of these days I’ll even settle down and have a few children of my own. 

	Who knows? 

	My mother is constantly complaining that I am not as young as I used to be at my big ole age of twenty-nine, so my clock is ticking. I normally, roll my eyes, then go in search of my papí as an escape from her nonsense. I imagine it’s simply for the reason that she wants someone to spoil. I left my thoughts then as I finally reached my front door.

	It was a feat to get the door open with all the crap I had in my arms, so I tapped on it with my foot, hoping Danni was home. When there was no answer, nor her appearance at the door to open it. I placed the contents in my arms down on the porch, unlocked the door, then wondered where the hell she was. 

	She always made it home before I did. 

	As I walked through the door, I sulked as I noticed all the lights were off, as I’d forgotten to turn on the hallway light this morning as we both left for work. 

	Well that just… sucked. 

	After what I’d just been through, there was nothing creepier than coming home to an empty house with all the lights off! I took my keys from the lock, then switched on the hallway light. 

	“Danni? ¿Estás en casa,” You home? I called, but there was no answer. I walked towards her bedroom, opened the door, flicked on the light, but she wasn’t in there either. Her bed was made, and it was clean for once actually  in there, but no Danni. I walked towards the kitchen, turned on that light, then took out yesterday’s leftovers and warmed them up. My mom had made tostones and sancocho, then dropped it off, and I was so ready for it as I skipped lunch today to tutor one of my students.

	When my soup was heated, I took it from the microwave, then walked out towards my bedroom balancing the food on top of my books. As I opened my bedroom door kicking off my shoes, about to turn on the light, a hand went over my mouth. I dropped nearly everything I had been carrying, as I choked on the scream. I heard his voice then. 

	“Don’t scream, I wilnae harm you,” he said softly, when I realized it was that fucken man! He moved us towards the window, then drew back the curtain slightly. He was showing me my courtyard, and the four nasty looking wolves circling under my bedroom window. He backed up then took me with him. “We need to leg it this instant; they know yer scent now,” He whispered, when I glared at him. 

	“They who? What the hell is going on?” I hissed back.

	“I’ve not the time to explain right now, but if you wish to live we nash now,” he snapped, then tugged me from the room towards my back porch, as I hastily seized my kicked off shoes and a jacket. When he rushed me from the bedroom, I placed all I hadn’t dropped on the hallway table. He sent me an exasperated look, then propelled me towards my back door. “Whaur did you park,” he whispered, when I noticed his hazel eyes were doing that thing they did. He peered out the kitchen window, as if he were searching for someone. He tugged me onto my back porch, then bent to look directly into my eyes. He was so close; I had to bend my head back to focus on his face. 

	“Please tell me you are not…about to go all Wolfie,” I hissed, when he smiled at that.

	“Not yet, tis the moon,” he beamed wiggling his brows, when we both looked up. 

	Sure enough, it was a full moon tonight.

	Or should I say this morning, as it was now two-fricken am!

	“Okay, now what? How the hell do you propose we get to my car with wolves staking us out. This deadass sucks! I am a junior high school teacher, and this is the stuff I tell my students is fantasy. Wolves do not just eat people normally, except if in their habitat! I am not little red riding hood,” I screeched scanning my back yard.

	“Those arenae just wolves luve, so we need to break speed now. Since, tis a full moon, I obviously cannae drive,” He stated as he placed his hands in the air. As he did this, it was as if all at once the stark handsomeness of his face hit me. Shoulder length sable hair, a very angular strong chin, hazel eyes, which were greener than any other color, thick dark brows, and what looked like at least three days growth of stubble. His body was ripped with toned muscles, and I was sure he was well over six feet. I also noticed that he spoke with a sort of British/ Scott’s accent.

	“Okay luve, and just how do we do that? They’ll eat me alive before I ever reach it,” I fussed, when he sent me that sexy ass grin.

	“Tis why I shall be yer distraction. The minute I leap this back fence they’ll nash off after me, tis a smell thing, trust. That gives you ample enough time to leg it for the motor, circle round and pick me up just beyond that point thar,” he countered pointing towards some trees on the other side of our small bluff. 

	Great…just great. 

	Terrace Drive was a bitch to navigate at night!

	“Fine, but I better make it to that car. Cuz if I don’t, I swear, I’ll come back and haunt cho ass for all eternity,” I retorted, when his grin only widened. 

	“You will luve. Although the prospect of you haunting me for all eternity, I’m well up for; but let’s pause on that till later,” he teased, then winked. “Are you ready then?” He asked, when I nodded. 

	He seized me, then kissed me full on the lips. My face registered my shock. “For good luck lass, not to mention I need some inspiration here, tis a pack luve. Off with you then.” He said, winked at me for a second time; then vaulted over the rail. I heard the howl of a wolf, then running, both paws and feet. Adrenaline shot through my body as I took off running towards the front door, jerking up my purse as I ran. I cleared the two flights of stairs to my apartment in record time, shot across the street; then dropped my keys as I tried to turn them in the lock of my car door.

	As I finally got the door open, I heard it. That same fucken growl from the amphitheater, then glanced to the side of me. 

	Maybe if I stayed very still, it would just go away. 

	The black wolf jumped onto the roof of my car growling nearly in my face, but this time I was ready for him. As he leapt towards me, I ducked, dove into the car, then pulled the car door closed, just in time for his teeth to grab at the window. He leapt onto the hood once more; when I grinned up at him as I revved the engine, then let off the break and shot forward. 

	The wolf flew off the hood of the car as I hit the brakes, when I ran his ass over. The bump was surreal, but it was either him or me. I sped around the corner and raced up Terrace Drive, then saw hazel eyes running towards the car with the pack close on his heels. I reached over and pushed the door open, and this alone was a feat within itself, especially as close as I was to the edge of the bluff. He jumped in, and as soon as he closed the door, I hit the gas.

	“What the hell happened to you,” I screeched as I saw the blood on his face, and the fact that he was holding his left arm now.

	“Did you imagine they’d just leave me be luve? Tis just a scratch, at least compared to the last time I wus done over,” he declared, when I just rolled my eyes. I saw that he was a flirt already. He had nearly gotten himself killed, and he still saw amusement in the situation.

	“Where are we going,” I asked as we cleared the over-pass on Highland. 

	“My place,” he sent back, when I stared at him for several moments before I spoke.

	“Yeah, no. You living outside yo mind, I don’t even know you,” I protested laughing.

	“If you wish to live you have no choice, for I need you whaur I can have easy access to you,” he countered, when I pulled a face.

	“You…what,” I growled now myself, and the car swerved as I turned sharply to look at him. He stared at me for several moments, then threw his head back laughing.

	“I didnae mean it like that luve, although the thought is a blinder. But tis my intention to keep you safe, and nothing mair…unless…et tu-”, he stated, his eyes glazed a bit I was sure from the pain.

	“No,” I pronounced, even though I had no clue what the et tu meant, I already got his meaning. I scowled as I looked his way for a second time. He shrugged, then gave me a sheepish grin.

	“Then best I can tell, if I am to protect you, I need you within arm’s length,” He sent back, my brow rose, when he smiled. “I believe you know exactly what I meant. I can only protect you if yer with me.” He chuckled, and I nodded.

	“I get it. Where exactly is this haven of yours? And won’t they know where you live. Not to mention, what exactly is it that you’re protecting me from,” I countered, he grimaced but didn’t answer the third question as he said;

	“Not yet, up Sunset Plaza Drive,” he directed, when it was my turn to send him, a look. 

	“Boy, are we swanky or what,” I muttered. We drove the rest of the way in silence. He was so quiet that I glanced over at him, then huffed up stunned. “You look terrible, and the blood.” I said as I touched his arm and could have sworn he yelped. My hand came back covered in blood.

	“Don’t, I heal quick,” he mumbled in between breaths. “But I need to change to heal this,” he whispered, as he peered at me from hooded eyes. 

	“Just what exactly do you mean change,” I countered swallowing hard.

	“I wud imagine by now; you wud know exactly what I meant luve. But for yer sake, I wilnae mess up yer seats,” he replied giving me a weak grin. “Up thar on the right,” he grunted, when I nodded. He pointed up ahead of us, and I was shocked as the house came into view. This was one of those homes you’d see on something like Celebrity Cribs.

	“My, God! You live here,” I asked shocked. 

	“Yes,” he hissed, when I looked at him and his eyes were changing.

	“Whoa, wait until I at least get you in the house wolfie,” I hissed back, when his eyes changed for a second time as I gawked at him.

	“Tis a doolally luve I’m sure, but I don’t imagine I can…” he whispered, as his eyes were almost completely dilated. I helped him from the car, wobbled towards the front door of his mini mansion, then propped him against the side of the front door. I fished in his pockets for his keys, to which he giggled. I pulled a face as I instantly got the weirdest feeling chase up my neck. I peered around us, when I noticed the black sedan parked like three cars back. I stared for several moments, when it pulled off.  

	What the hell was that about? 

	Did he have someone watching his home?

	I put it from my mind as he began to slide down the wall. I knew he must be in a lot of pain, for guys like him do not usually giggle. I pulled him upright, with everything in me, and attempted to lean him against the door frame for a second time. This was amazing in and of itself, as he was probably near six-four-six-five, and I was only five-six. I was finally able to unlock his front door, then jerked him into me and helped him through the front door in awe of the place. 

	High vaulted ceilings, Egyptian floor coverings, a chandelier in the foyer, a Victorian settee in the corner, and a spiraling staircase. I chuckled to myself then. 

	You could so tell he was European. 

	I almost expected Jeeves to walk out baring a tray with porcelain teacups!

	“I don’t have a Jeeves,” he murmured and startled me.

	“Whoa, how did you know what I was thinking,” I whispered, as I almost dropped him. He simply chuckled as I laid him on the sofa.

	“I know a lot.” He grunted, struggling to a sitting position. I stared at him for several moments as I drew back from him, then simply stood there.

	What the fuck Anná!

	What if he was a stalker, or a sex offender. 

	What the hell had I gotten myself into? 

	Obviously, I was suffering from Campbell’s hero complex right about now. Was the fact that he’d saved me for the moment from whatever the hell it was out there…attempting to end me… clouding my judgment? Like right now, I should be scared shitless; but for some strange reason, the fact that he could change into a wolf from a human didn’t frighten me. I suddenly asked myself, why the fuck not? 

	Maybe I was in complete and utter shock and any minute now, I would pass out from sheer fright, or run my ass out the front door screaming to high heaven! However, as I stared at him, I didn’t imagine he would hurt me… or eat me for that matter. 

	Well, at least I hoped he wouldn’t.

	“I wud never harm you Arieanná. Tis a promise,” he swore.

	“Wait…how the fuck did you know my name? I never once told you my name,” I hissed narrowing my eyes, inching back from him even more now, freaked. I turned, looked at the door then, as I continued to inch towards it. 

	“Don’t…you cannae leave here, Anná. Not yet,” he whispered my nickname, when my eyes widened, cuz what? How would he know that as well? Not Anna, but Anná, accent included so it doesn’t sound like the regular Anna. He curled into a ball, and I watched as his body began to convulse, as though he were freezing. 

	I tipped over to the sofa, then peered down on him. He looked up, eyes searching mine, and I could see the pain in his. I exhaled noisily, then sat on the edge of the sofa next to him. I smoothed his saturated hair from his face then.

	“Shit, you’re burning up! Why don’t you change, or do whatever it is you do to heal yourself,” I asked, he caught my hand and rested it on his cheek, his teeth chattering.

	“For the reason that … I …can smell …yer fear…and if I were to do that I know you wilnae be here… when I wake,” He vowed gazing into my eyes.

	“So, you would deliberately put yourself through this much pain, just to make sure I stayed here,” I countered not believing him. 

	“Yes…I wud. Yer the reason I’m in America in the first place,” he murmured, then immediately passed out. 

	 


Chapter Two
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	What…
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	the hell did that mean … here because of me? 

	That I was the reason he was in America? I removed his shirt, then had my first good look at his arm, and nearly blew chunks. It was gnawed to the bone, I actually saw bone, and the spot on the sofa under him was soaked in blood. 

	I imagined, he passed out from the blood loss, as well as the insane pain I was sure he was in. His body couldn’t take it, no matter what he was, and crazy part, he hadn’t said a word. I peered down at the pool of blood on the sofa under his arm for a second time. 

	That was bad, I thought as I realized the sofa was cream-colored. 

	Too bad, it wasn’t leather. 

	I left him on the sofa in an attempt to search out some kind of bandages or linen to at least stop the blood flow. I took the stairs two at a time, then came out into a beautifully spaced mocha colored hallway. The hall was lined with photos, the occasional crest, and seriously antique furniture. The last photo in the row of what looked like maybe eighteenth or nineteenth century photos caught my eye, and I stared at it for several moments. I peered closer at it, for the reason that it appeared to look exactly like him, only he was dressed as though he were living in the 18th century.

	I pulled a face, then just chalked it up to maybe a photo of his great grandfather or something. I moved on searching for the bathroom, as I assumed that’s where bandages and stuff would be, as it’s where I keep it. I found the bathroom at the end of the hall, then marveled anew as I walked in. There in the middle of the room was the largest fricken tub I had ever seen in my life. I could deadass place three of my tiny tubs in this one tub. 

	I looked into the medicine cabinet first, then the linen closet, and walked out the bathroom with an arm full. I peered nosily into each of the rooms, figuring that at least I could change his clothes. I walked into the last room on the right then. 

	It was a beautiful room. 

	Large four-post bed in the middle of the room drenched in deep burgundies and grays, contrasting the light, beige-colored walls. It looked so inviting. 

	Well at least he had taste. 

	I thought, for most of my guy friends barely cleaned their home, let alone decorated it. 

	I gulped, then wondered if he may be gay. I mean, I had no issues with that, I was a serious GBF in my own right! Not to mention it would totally explain how put together he was, as well as sexy. Only problem is, I’d never get to taste that! I thought chuckling to
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