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 PROLOGUE






Fall 1870

Minerva Academy

Chapel Town, Province of
Maryland






The floor-to-ceiling windows were open, and the
tired whirring of the upper fans could not compete with the
incessant drone of Red Cloud Hesper, second son of the Marquis of
Sheshewa. It didn’t matter that his hair was dark and glossy, his
eyes exotic and cat-like. He and his twin sister, White Feather,
had gone to London for the summer and upon their return were more
insufferable than ever.

“And, thus, the similar technology of the local
peoples deterred the invasion agenda of the original settlers.” Red
Cloud finally shut his pretty mouth.

Bosco pulled his cravat. History was the most
boring subject ever, and what could have been a two minutes
exposition turned into a twenty-minute pre-battle speech in Red
Cloud’s hands.

“Thank you, lord Hesper.” Mrs. Wellington’s tone
was one of unnecessary praise. “Who wants to continue?” Her chubby
cheeks moved upward as she smiled at Bosco’s twenty-four
classmates.

Several hands shot up, competing for Mrs.
Wellington’s attention. Bosco didn’t even try; their teacher
usually dotted on the pupils belonging to the peerage. Bosco’s
family was probably wealthier than many with a title, and he was a
prince amongst his people, but his status wasn’t a matter of public
knowledge— along with his kin promoting clandestine endeavors
throughout the land.

On second thought, History wasn’t that boring,
it was their teacher’s preference for some students what made it a
drag; she wouldn’t have allowed any commoner such a lengthy
expansion of a simple topic.

“Lady Seer, please pick up where Lord Hesper
left.”

Helena stood up. Bosco liked her; she wasn’t
stuffy like some of the others, and the pretty blond ringlets
around her face made her look like a beautiful porcelain doll. She
started reading her homework. “For a hundred years there was peace
between the European settlers and the locals, but what technology
kept in check was pushed forward by religion. Many of the settlers
had come to this area of the New World to be able to worship their
god in their own way, but, in time, they forgot they had been
prosecuted and turned against those who didn’t worship their
solitary deity.” Helena made a pause as if this part of New
Englalonde’s history affected her the most. “The Massachusetts
Witch Trials (1692-93) triggered The Sacred Conflict, a seven-year
war. The English Crown, even if Polytheist itself, decided to leave
the resolution of the conflict in its New World dominions to the
residents because they didn’t want to deal with another Monotheist
uprising, which was what prompted the original immigration wave.
Luckily for New Englalonde, the Polytheists won.”

Bosco knew luck didn’t have anything to do with
that outcome. His own family’s mills and factories had greatly
helped to ensure the Polytheists’ success. Religious prosecution
would have jeopardized the existence of his people in the New
World; therefore, his family and all others of his kind had helped
with resources (and in many cases their own powers) to guarantee a
favorable outcome for the followers of the ancient ways.

“Excellent, Lady Seer,” Mrs. Wellington chirped.
Bosco was expecting another round of shooting hands when their
teacher unexpectedly said, “Mr. Rogers.”

Startled, Bosco thought she was calling him out
because she saw his index finger on its way to his right nostril.
His whole body sprang upward like the pesky hands of those eager to
ingratiate themselves with their teacher. He entwined his fingers
behind his back, unconsciously putting away the almost offending
digit. “Yes, Mrs. Wellington?”

“Would you care to tell us what happened after
The Sacred Conflict?”

A lock of white hair had fallen over Bosco’s
eye. This white section of his abundant hair had always been a
source of amusement and intrigue amongst his fellow classmates.
After all, Bosco was only fourteen years old. In his still startled
state, he blew it instead of fixing it with his hand. Giggles
wafted around him. “Well, the Polytheists won,” he said, trying to
gather his thoughts and forgetting his homework was right before
him on his desk.

“That detail has been established already.”

“Um, there was no persecution of the Monotheists
at the end of the war. Pretty sure that wouldn’t have been the case
if they had won,” Bosco said, voicing a thought frequently observed
by his grandfather. The giggles became riotous laughter.

“Please focus, Mr. Rogers.” Her disapproval was
clear after he had altered the rhythm of her class with his
commoner’s views of a long-ended war.

“Well, many Monotheists started to sell their
properties, and an almost twenty-five-year exodus toward the
Catholic-centered Spain dominions ensued.” Bosco scrunched his
nose, trying to remember more of his homework. “Oh, and as those
left, two northern chunks of New Spain seceded and joined New
Englalonde. That’s how we got the Duchy of Texas in 1730 and the
Principality of California in 1735!”

Bosco stood there stoically as the classroom
crumbled around him. The guys were doubled forward, holding their
bellies and cackling, while the girls— keeping a little more
restraint, laughed loudly behind their unfolded fans.

“Such a crude summarization of fifty years of
history.” Mrs. Wellington’s face had acquired a very unbecoming
shade of purple. “Please, bring your homework forward, Mr.
Rogers.”

Bosco hadn’t read from his homework.
Nevertheless, he knew she was going to destroy him because he saw
the red ink coming out of the upper drawer of her desk.

Bosco Rogers Senior, Alpha of the Central Pride
and Ruler of the Prides Syndicate, usually started reprimands with
“Your ancestors didn’t come from Italy and changed the illustrious
Rogeri surname to Rogers to fit in a new world just to have their
descendants fail their education!”

Oh boy.


CHAPTER ONE






March 1877

The Fabled Fang Gentlemen’s
Club

Lewod, Duchy of Texas






“Having both heirs vying for my affection ought
to be really interesting,” Bosco yelled as he took a pull of his
beer. The club was packed to the brim; the continuous rumble of
male voices and the stink of sweat and testosterone were awesome.
He mopped his chest with a napkin since he hadn’t bothered to put
his shirt back after his match.

The shouts of encouragement and cheers made
conversation somehow difficult thanks to the two shifters currently
pummeling each other a few feet away from them. Bosco didn’t waste
time paying attention; he had bested both jackanapes before.

Malthus shook his head. “You sure love playing
with fire.” They were the same age, but where Bosco only had that
distinctive chunk of white hair over his forehead, Malthus had a
full head of snowy locks— just one of the several things making
Bosco’s best friend (his almost brother) very special.

“Well, there’s no excitement here anymore.”
Bosco had fought (and defeated) every man as far as his eyes could
see. “And it’s my right as the only descendant of the current
Ruler. They must play nice if they want to rule the Prides.”

Because Bosco must marry another guy (and
relinquish the power he should have inherited) to keep the
peace.

“You’re saying it like you gonna keep both.”

“That’s nonsense. The Prides Syndicate cannot
have two alphas. That’d be chaos. And my father wouldn’t approve it
either.”

Bosco had begrudgingly made his peace with the
fact that even if he had been born to be Alpha of his pride the
lack of heiresses in the other Prides automatically gave the male
he married control over the Syndicate. He should have been able to
keep the Alpha status within the Central Pride, and yet since his
future husband would be Ruler of the Syndicate, he also became de
facto Alpha of Bosco’s Pride. And now he had to start it all over
again.

The general attention of the underground club
diverted from the fighters as a commotion surged around the
entrance. A group of men had entered, shoving people and leaving a
ruckus in their wake.

“So, who is the baddest fucker here?” The
apparent leader of the bad hats had an accent Bosco couldn’t place.
He was used to his mother’s Castilian accent, but the stranger’s
was entwined with something else. Tall, with an exuberant handlebar
mustache, and extremely well built under his bespoken clothes, the
intruder was a feast for the eyes. His smirk was downright devilish
with an arousing hint of provocateur’s amusement. He had beautiful
curly hair, darker than Bosco’s but not completely black. Those
long lashes would have been girly in a less square and not
mustachioed face.

Bosco mentally salivated, imagining the
stranger’s lion form. He moved forward. “I am.”

The newcomer looked down his nose at Bosco.
“You?” He cocked his head. “You look like a mere cub.” His left
eyebrow arched and his hazel eyes sparkled.

Yes, Bosco was definitively smaller than three
quarters of the men around them, and, perhaps because of that, a
dark hunger stirred inside him at the intruder’s words. He was
ready to smack the bad hat and fuck him till kingdom come
afterward. “You can’t stake claims here,” he said, “but we can give
it a try.” Bosco semi-shrugged. “Friendly competition, huh?”

“I hope your mother is close, so she could
comfort you when I’m done.” The stranger’s smirk reached new
heights of deliciousness.

“It’s a shame yours won’t be able to recognize
you after tonight.” Bosco waggled his eyebrows, grinning.

There were cheers, applause, and wolf whistles
from the shifters surrounding them.

Undoing his cravat, the stranger growled, “Let’s
see which mother has the better son then.” His coat landed on the
floor, and he tore his shirt and vest apart, tossing the pieces
aside as he moved toward the fight circle.

Bosco winked at Malthus, then strutted forward,
letting the other shifters pat him on the head and back. He stopped
before the stranger. “We’re not having fisticuff in some dark
alley. At least, show some propriety and state your name.”

“Why? So you could tell your mommy who messed
you up?”

Bosco rolled his eyes. “I need your name to know
what family will get the funeral wreath.”

“You don’t let up easily, cub. I like that.”

“Let’s see how much you like me after we’re done
here.”

Those hazel eyes now roamed over Bosco’s torso
as if they were fingers stroking a lover. The last stop was on
Bosco’s lips. The stranger moved closer and whispered, “I’ll do my
best not to damage your mouth too much so I could see what other
skills it has later.”

Bosco narrowed his eyes, “Your timing is
deplorable, lad.” The man was obviously older than him but no harm
done there. “We could have had a better time beginning in my bed,
but now you gonna get a different kind of pounding first.”

The man got in Bosco’s face. “Really? I’ll be
gentle now so we could go rough afterwards.”

Bosco pushed the stranger by the shoulders. “I
don’t fuck things I’ve broken.”

The newcomer’s huge hands grabbed Bosco’s
forearms. “Ha! I enjoy fucking pretty things like you after
breaking them.”

The catcalls and cheers suddenly ceased, and the
abrupt silence was enough to startle both the hunky stranger and
Bosco

Two heartbeats later, Bosco Senior was in front
of Bosco. “What is this fuckery?” He then turned to the man
grappling Bosco. “Charco? What are you doing here?”

“Do you know this man, Alpha?” Bosco asked his
father.

“Of course I know him,” Bosco Senior growled.
“He’s the heir of the Fourth Pride.”

“The Fourth Pride?”

Shit.

There were originally four Prides in New
Englalonde, but one exiled itself, looking for a place where they
wouldn’t need to share resources with so many others. Bosco knew
they were somewhere at the opposite end of the continent, but never
felt compelled to investigate where exactly. He didn’t even know
his father was in contact with them.

“Not heir anymore, Alpha. I am now Supreme Alpha
of South America,” the stranger said, his intriguing accent somehow
thickening.

“I don’t care if you’re the fucking King of
Spain. You need a formal introduction once you enter another
Ruler’s territory. As Alpha you should know better than pulling
this kind of shenanigans.”

The man called Charco didn’t avert his eyes and
kept his chin up. “My apologies, Alpha.”

“I will think about it.” Bosco Senior turned to
Bosco. “And you! How many times have I told you to stop mauling
people around?”

“I suggest you tell his father to put a leash on
him.” Charco arched an eyebrow, his hazel eyes sparkling with
amusement. “Unruly cubs need a firm hand.”

If Charco were offering a hand, Bosco knew what
he’d want both hands to be doing later. Well, if his father hadn’t
appeared out of nowhere as usual.

“Your suggestion is duly noted ’cause this
troublemaker is my son.”

Even the word “troublemaker” had a hint of
pride, so Bosco smirked as he saw Charco grasping the
information.

The man hid his surprise quickly, though; he was
good. “Then I am glad I didn’t hurt him.”

“And I am glad South America didn’t lose its
Alpha,” Bosco retorted.

“Shut it,” Bosco’s father barked. He ran his
hand down his face and turned to Charco. “You. My house. Tonight.
Eight o’clock.” He about-faced. “Bosco, let’s go!”

Bosco walked behind his father until there were
enough people between them and Charco and his retinue. “Dad?” He
knew that word would get his father’s attention; he didn’t use it
frequently.

“Hmm?” His father stopped and looked over his
shoulder.

“It was a challenge. I cannot leave without
meeting it,” Bosco spoke steadily. “It doesn’t look right to
technically forfeit just because I didn’t know who he was or if he
could challenge anyone here. I thought he was only another random
shifter trying to stir trouble in a new territory.” His father was
completely focused on him now. “What does it say of your heir to
abandon a challenge before it even started?”

“What if he wins?”

Bosco cocked his head. His face screamed “are
you shitting me?” but to say it aloud would be beyond
disrespectful. Instead, he said, “Father, really?”

“That doesn’t answer my question.” Bosco Senior
crossed his arms. “You are so used to winning— you don’t know how
to lose. Only when you have lost many times you could understand
the true value of winning.”

“Well, father. If Charco wins, I’ll take it as a
lesson in humility.” Bosco tried not to look smug, but he was sure
his face was doing everything but that.

Malthus was shaking his head again behind
Bosco’s father. He also did his favorite eye-rolling face-palming
combo.

“Alright. If you lose you lose, and I don’t want
to see you grumpy or pissed off afterwards. Now, I hope you give
him hell before he hands you your ass.”

“Let’s make it interesting then. Since you’re so
sure I’m about to lose, what do I get if I win?”

Bosco Senior scrunched his face but said
quickly. “If you kick his ass, you get your own airship.” He
whipped his forefinger at Bosco. “A small one!”

“Did you hear that, Malthus? Bosco looked past
his father’s shoulder. “We’re getting an airship!”

His father growled, turning to look at Malthus
disapprovingly.

“Besides, that bad hat asked for the baddest
motherfucker here,” Bosco winked, “and you know that’s your son,
Alpha.”


CHAPTER TWO






March 1877

The Roar Temple

New Orleans, Province of
Louisiana.






Duncan Bracco took off his bowler hat and
entered the former Catholic church. As the Monotheist had done with
Pagan temples when they rose to power, now, in New Englalonde, all
their temples had become Polytheist venues. Nevertheless, the
Polytheist had vowed to respect all beliefs, and thus the statue of
St. Marciana with the lion at her feet (the original namesake of
the church) remained inside the temple.

Duncan walked to the beautiful depiction of the
martyr virgin and bowed, not due to religious fervor but because
the statue’s face reminded him of his mother. Martha always smacked
him upside the head when he commented how much she looked like that
marble saint.

The Roar Temple had a very particular relation
to Duncan and all lion shifters in New Englalonde. There were only
two images of the Lion God Maahes and his two mothers, Bastet and
Sekhmet, in the New World. Lion shifters counted this triad as
their ancestors; thus, the three Prides of the area had united
efforts to bring the Egyptian relics to this specific church, the
only one consecrated to the Virgin and the Lion. The other statue
resided in a place no one had been allowed to visit for
generations.

Local Feline deities (from the Cahokian
cat-headed snake to the Mayan Cit-Chac-Coh) were also in the Roar,
and with the immigration of African and Hindustani workers,
Apedemak, Durga and Narasimha had found a place within the temple
walls too.

Nonetheless, Duncan had not come to the Roar to
admire the feline gods from around the world but to meet someone.
After a cursory search, he recognized the long, wavy black hair and
broad shoulders of the man he sought to see today. Duncan sat
beside the man, the weapons on his shoulder holsters making a soft
clink as they touched the back of the pew seats. They both faced
Maahes and his mothers’ niche.

“Always on time, love,” Duncan whispered, not
looking at the man but forward.

“You know we cannot be seen together,” Heer
Pyfus hissed, tilting his head toward Duncan, his eyes glued to the
three dark statues from Egypt.

“Love, this is the only place where nobody would
suspect the coincidence of two heirs of the three New Englalonde
Prides. This is a place of respect, not of furtive endeavors.”
Duncan chuckled.

“It’s truly annoying how lightly you take our
situation.” Heer looked at Duncan for the first time. His eyebrows
were knitted together. “We have no future.”

“I know it might look like that, but there’s
always a solution. Even if that solution is to fucking cut and
run.”

Heer’s swarthy complexion darkened. “You have
got to be kidding me!” He half shouted. He took a deep breath,
straightened his jacket, and murmured, “Very cute. Lion shifters
without a Pride.”

“We’ll figure something out, love. Don’t lose
faith yet.”

“Seems like the appropriate place to ask for
that, right?” Heer’s voice trembled a little. The tremor made it
huskier than usual, and it stirred things that shouldn’t be stirred
within Duncan while inside a temple, of all places.

“I’ll come up with something before we meet that
brat next week,” Duncan said as they looked at each other. Not
giving a cat’s tail, he grabbed Heer’s hand and squeezed it.

“I wish your brother was still alive,” Heer
whispered, squeezing Duncan’s hand back.

“We wouldn’t be in this mess, right?” Duncan
begrudgingly agreed.

“Not just that. I know you miss him and that
adds to this fix,” Heer offered softly.

If Sean hadn’t died in that accident, he would
have been the one marrying Bosco Rogers and becoming the next Ruler
of the Prides Syndicate. Since Heer’s brother (the logical
runner-up) was incapable of shifting and also already married, some
farfetched precedent had been unearthed to make Heer and Duncan
compete for the ruling position beside the Royal Brat
Extraordinaire.

Now, Duncan had to go against the man he loved
for the hand of a man he could barely stand. He was seriously
considering finding a hit man to get rid of the Bosco, but one
Pride’s royal death was more than enough on his conscience.

“I’m glad you stopped blaming yourself, though,”
Heer added.

Duncan flinched inwardly. He acted like he
didn’t blame himself anymore for Heer’s sake. He was sure if he
could have stretched out his hand a little bit more, his brother
would still be around, and he’d be happy with Heer. “It’d have been
selfish to keep that dark cloud over my head, blocking the sunshine
you bring to my life,” he told the man who held his heart and
soul.

Their eyes met. Heer smiled. That smile did
wicked things to Duncan’s body. They hadn’t gone all the way, and
their time together was coming to a close. They should rent a room
somewhere and just fuck the shit out of each other not just to get
that out of their systems but to truly consummate their love.
What’s the worst that could happen? Disqualification from a
competition they didn’t care for?

“You have that I’m going to start maiming
people face. What are you plotting?” Heer’s smile widened. The
amusement reached his cat-green eyes.

“I am not plotting. I was just wondering what it
would be like to take you somewhere and let you have your way with
me,” Duncan purred the last seven words.

Heer swallowed hard. His sweet caramel skin
darkened (for a completely different reason this time), which only
encouraged Duncan’s already raring to go imagination. Narrowing
those wild feline eyes, the heir of the West Pride nodded. “Let’s
do it.”

That was the last thing Duncan would have
expected to come out of always-follows-the-rules Heer. He didn’t
try to hide his shock. “Are you serious?”

“Like the Monotheists’ apocalypse.”

Duncan started to stand up then flumped onto the
pew. His love for Heer was way bigger than mere sex. He was also
afraid of being unable to be with anyone else if they had the
chance to have their bodies finally intertwined. He shook his head.
“We cannot.” He sighed and closed his eyes. What had been ardor the
previous moment was rapidly becoming an excruciating pain in his
chest. “You deserve more than a quick tumble.”

“Who said it was going to be quick?” Heer asked
cheerfully, but Duncan caught the almost perfectly hidden
hesitation of his tone.

“Stop it, love.” Duncan shook his head again. A
chunk of hair covered one of his eyes. His hat sat on his lap and
his hair was untied. He had never truly cared for propriety.

“Gold,” Heer whispered as he removed the
importuning strands. “Do you know how many times I’ve dreamed of
this golden veil hiding us from the world as you are on top of me,
kissing me— your hands roaming over my body?”

“Please, Heer. This is really not the place to
be putting such images in my head.”

Heer moved his hand away as if only remembering
they were in a public place and could be recognized by other
shifters at any moment. “Gods,” he hissed, “I’m a mess.”

“No, love. This quagmire we’re drowning in
is the mess.”


CHAPTER THREE


March 1877

The Fabled Fang Gentlemen’s
Club

Lewod, Duchy of Texas


Bosco shook his shoulders and leaned a little
forward, legs apart, closing his fists. “Let’s see what you got Mr.
South America.”

Charco took a few steps sideways, cracking his
neck. He winked. “I’ll try not to mess your face too much. It’s
nice to look at.”

“Oh, stop it, you flirt. I’m being a good host
here, letting you go first, and you keep dancing around.”

“Then come at me, cub. I can be gentle,” Charco
offered, his voice smoky and inviting. The kind of tone you would
use in bed instead of in the middle of a challenge.

Even if the voice was silky and intriguing, it
didn’t faze Bosco. He launched forward, taking advantage of his
smaller size and growling, “But I won’t.” He grabbed Charco by the
back of the head and aimed his right knee for the chin. Bones
collided; the sharp ensuing sound muffled by Charco’s painful and
surprised howl.

Bosco used the impact to push his body away,
flying backward in a perfect arch to land on his feet equal to a
carnival acrobat. Before Charco could react Bosco threw several
jabs and uppercuts with lightning speed.

The last punch sent Charco into the arms of
several of his bad hats. Shouting encouraging words, they pushed
him back into the fray. Seeming more baffled than disoriented,
Charco roared, and his fist turned into paws. He ran toward Bosco,
shining claws seeking their target.

They weren’t supposed to shift in this kind of
match. Bosco didn’t know how they did things in South America, but
in Englalonde that was disrespectful. Nevertheless, two could play
that game. He moved forth as if to meet the attack, sliding between
Charco’s legs before the first set of claws could reach him. He
twirled and sprang upward. By the time Charco was facing him again,
Bosco was a lion from the waist up.

Charco gasped, momentarily stunned by the feat.
He wasn’t the only one, though, and the sudden lack of noise had a
frightening quality to it.

Very few shifters, not even many natural-born
alphas, were capable of shifting combining human and lion
morphology. Most could turn fists into paws, but what Bosco did was
a different level of power. It was something he usually kept to
himself to avoid adding more attention to his status as heir of the
current Ruler of the Syndicate. This had been a thoughtless
reaction.

“You little shit,” Charco spat.

Bosco’s lion head didn’t have human vocal cords,
thus he chuffled— the big cats’ equivalent of a chuckle. He closed
his paws as if they were fists and jerked his head in a silent “are
you coming or what?”

Charco’s claws retracted, his paws changing into
hands again. “Stop showing off!”

Bosco rushed forward, shifting back to complete
human mid-run, sweeping Charco’s feet as he reached them. Charco
fell sideways; Bosco on top of him a heartbeat later. The whole
maneuver so unexpected Charco was only able to bring his forearms
up in a botched attempt to protect his face. “You’re not gonna
leave this club pretty, Alpha.” He stopped the attack and
grabbed Charco’s wrists, pulling them upward, pinning him with his
entire body— the action extremely intimate for the situation.
“Although, that bloody lip look is very becoming,” Bosco
whispered.

Now, so close, Bosco inhaled Charco’s aroma. The
mix of manly fresh sweat, blood, and something green but
nutmeg-like was an astounding turn on, adding to Bosco’s already
fight-aroused libido. He minutely rubbed his cock against Charco’s,
still aware of all the people around them.

“Alright. Enough of that!” Bosco Senior yanked
Bosco away from Charco. “Where are you trying to take this?”

On his feet, Bosco looked all over Charco’s
body, and almost discreetly focused on the man’s erection, barely
restrained by tattered trousers and small clothes. “Nowhere,
Alpha,” he answered, not as sheepishly as he should have.

“Good.” Bosco Senior released Bosco and turned
to help Charco to his feet. Before letting go, he pushed the hand
he was holding toward Bosco. “Now shake hands and be done with this
nonsense.”

Charco grabbed Bosco and pulled him in.
Chest-to-chest, he whispered in Bosco’s ear, “You’ll be mine at the
end.” He cleaned his bloody lip with the back of his other hand.
“This doesn’t matter.” Hatred nearly contorted his (until that
moment) handsome features.

Bosco squeezed Charco’s hand, certainly hoping
to crush it. “You’re right,” he hissed. “This doesn’t matter
because I already have a destiny to fulfill.”
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Gentle George’s Airships &
More

Lewod, Duchy of Texas


“He said what?” Malthus asked, apparently
scandalized.

Thanks to Charco using the injuries as an excuse
to postpone his formal introduction to the New Englalonde Prides,
Bosco had been “grounded” for an entire week, unable to see or
communicate with his best friend and under constant supervision.
“Those were his exact words.”

“You think he knew who you were when he issued
the challenge?”

“That’d imply someone told him I was there, and
that raises even more questions with no answers in sight,” Bosco
stated matter-of-factly. “Thinking we have a rat amongst the lions
is worse than hoping it is all a coincidence.”

“There are no coincidences. Just cause and
effect.” Malthus huffed, scrunching up his face. “It smells like a
trap.”

“Malthus, you need a reason to set a trap. What
could the Supreme Alpha of South America want with me, or in any
case with the Prides of New Englalonde?”

“I don’t know— yet. I’ve been working on the
archives, and the information regarding the Fourth Pride’s
departure is suspiciously sketchy, frankly nonexistent.”

“I think you’re being paranoid. He’s practically
a king over there.” Bosco blew the chunk of white hair covering his
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