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Author Note
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This book deals with various supernatural races. I believe that most of you have read a book or two about vampires, werewolves, witches, angels, and other monsters that go bump in the night.

In my world Were’s and Shifters are the same. So, you will notice that I use those terms interchangeably. Were’s in my world only change into their animal form and human. Albeit, they tend to be about 50% larger than their natural cousins in the wild.

Vampires in my world aren’t your typical blood suckers from beyond the grave. They can go out in sunlight and suffer no harmful effects other than they are nocturnal. That means that the sun will make most young vampires comatose during the daylight hours and will affect their speed, and reaction times when confronting enemies. Older ones can shake off the effects and go about in the daytime.

Witches are a whole species of humans who just developed genetically different than the rest of the human race. This genetic difference allows them to alter reality, control energy, command the elements, summon entities from beyond our dimension, and cast what you would call spells. Just pick up any RPG players guide, look up spells and yep, you guessed it, they can cast just about anything that their imagination can think conjure. While this would make them extremely powerful, and you’re right they are, but they are also just as breakable and squishy as the normal human. For clarification, both males and females are considered witches. Warlocks are witches who specialize in the arts of war and battle magic.

Angels in my world are not the halos and light that you think of when looking at the various religious works of art. Think old testament fire and brimstone ‘warriors of heaven’ type. They have a purpose to hunt down the Fallen and other beings that come into our dimension. Most of the regular world will never know that they’ve had contact with one.

I know a lot of people have some preconceived ideas about the various supernatural races. I’m hoping that this clears it up for you.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Prologue

March 3, 1519, Guatemalan Highlands
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The Spanish Conquistador, Esteban, stood at the edge of the jungle looking out over those assembled. Most were kneeling prostrate facing the large temple in the center of the town. It was barely a town, but the temple is one that he had found common in the larger cities of the region.

The temple was what they called a ziggurat in its construction. It had a wide set of stairs that went up to the top where a fire burned. From what he learned, the fire never died down, even in the early hours of the morning when most would be asleep and the fire left unattended.

Throughout the prostrated crowd stood ‘priests’ wearing blood red leather armor with strange symbols etched into the surface. Strapped to their belts, they carried large curved obsidian blades. The priests were the real threat, not those who were on the ground praying to their ‘God.’ Esteban knew who this ‘Kirin’ was or what he was.

“Gustavo, what have you learned?” Esteban asked.

“It is as the Jaguar warriors have said. This Kirin is a vampire and a sorcerer. They also say that he fuels his conjuring’s with each sacrifice that is committed in his name.” Gustavo answered. He was one of Esteban’s lieutenants and his best friend. The two of them had been turned some two hundred years past by one of the Spanish Vampire Elders. They had been sent by their Elders to hunt down this Kirin and if possible kill him and recover his grimoire; the fabled ‘Book of Souls’. From what they have learned, Kirin set himself up as the Mayan God of Death some seventeen hundred years ago with him being an immortal vampire along with being a sorcerer. It wasn’t hard to get these primitive people to believe.  Kirin’s only problem was assuming he was beyond anyone from the supernatural community.

Both the cat and bird shifters had taken notice. Outmanned because of Kirin’s priests they were able to get out a message to the Elders finally. Once confirmed that it was a vampire working outside of the rules of the Elders, both Gustavo and Esteban journeyed to the New World.

“Esteban, what plan have you come up with?” Gustavo asked.

“I want to wait until both the Eagle and Jaguar warriors are here. I would value their input since they know these lands and we are the barbarians.” He chuckled.

An undetermined amount of time had passed while the observed their quarry before they both sensed several someone’s coming up behind them. Estaban and Gustavo moved away from the vantage point to meet with supposed allies. They were the only Europeans here, having broken off from the main Conquistador force that was several hundred miles north.

They moved silently through the jungle, coming upon an assorted group of men and women. Most were wearing jaguar skins with weapons made of obsidian along with some made out of claws. The others wore an assortment of skins and feathers from eagles, falcons, and hawks.  The man in front of the group was their spokesman. His name was Omek. He was what they called an Eagle Warrior; in fact, he was a bird shifter. His form was that of a Golden Eagle. When they noticed the two Spaniards, Omek broke away from his people to meet them.

“Will your people help us with Kirin?” Esteban asked

“We will on one condition,” Omek answered, continuing at Esteban’s nod. “That my people, the Eagle Warriors, will take care of his accursed book. If we can’t destroy it, we will ensure that it will never be found.”

Esteban and Gustavo looked at each other and nodded. If it meant getting rid of Kirin, then their Elders would have to live with it. Besides they could say that the book was destroyed in the battle. “That shouldn’t be a problem. We want to make sure that Kirin dies.”

With that settled, they went about the battle plans. Esteban explained that they needed the shifters to focus on the priests leaving the two of them handle Kirin. Having been at the ‘mercy’ of Kirin for the last fifteen hundred years, they had no problem with that. They knew none of them were a match for Kirin. And so, they went to kill a god.
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Present Day, Dorian

It was a nice autumn afternoon as I exited the armory at Camp Lejeune, NC. I was carrying my M4 rifle and Sig Sauer pistol in locked hard-shell cases. Unlocking the passenger door to my Ford Raptor 4x4, I placed the cases in the backseat. Closing the door, I looked around at the base taking in everything. Today would be my last day in the Corps. Ten years active duty in the Marine Special Operations Command, otherwise known as Marine Raiders. I thought it would bother me more, but it didn’t. Not after what happened on the last operation. Besides, it was time I went home to help my twin sister Talia and our parents with the family business. You see, I’m a werewolf or at least mostly. My mother is the Alpha for the New England pack, and my sister is her assistant and the pack’s attorney. Our dad is a special kind of supernatural. Because he isn’t a Were, one benefit both my sister and I have, is that we fall outside the pack hierarchy. We both have extremely dominant wolves; we don’t need the pack to help control our wolves, which is something that regular dominant wolves seem to need. For example, most dominant shifters, at least from my experience, tend to be arrogant and short tempered to the extreme. I have never felt the need to prove my dominance over any other shifter or supernatural being.

When my sister and I graduated high school, we paved our own way. She went to Harvard, and I joined the Marines. She got a law degree while I learned tactics on how to kill someone with a paperclip. Not that I couldn’t do that anyway. You know being mostly a werewolf and all. Talia bought me a Ford Raptor when my time with the Corps came to an end. It’s a matte silver color with off-road tires and the full off-road package. You should’ve seen the looks I got from my company commander when a $50K vehicle arrived at the base for an E6 Staff Sargent. He asked me how I could afford such a nice ride. “A gift from my sister,” I replied. He then wanted to know if she was single, causing me to laugh at him while saying, “LT, you couldn’t handle her. She’d eat you alive.” I left out the fact that she could literally eat him alive. Hey, he didn’t need to know that. With that memory, I walked around checking all my gear that I had stowed in the bed. Making sure I had everything. Getting in, I fired the engine up, and was rewarded with a throaty rumble. My phone synched to the truck and I turned the volume up as Black Rose by Volbeat started playing. I began making my way off the base towards home.

Talia called as I was exiting the Baltimore harbor tunnel. Hitting the answer button on the steering wheel, “What’s up, sis?”

“You on your way, Jarhead?” came Talia’s response.

“Yep, just north of Baltimore now. Should be home tomorrow sometime. Why? Do you need me to head somewhere else instead of the house?” I asked thinking that she probably wanted me to head to Boston instead of our home in New Hampshire.

“Yes, if you could stop by the Boston before you head up to New Hampshire, that would be great.” She continued “There’s been an issue with one of the new pack members. His name is Shane. He got into a fight at a bar over a female. Got himself tossed into jail for the night.”

“Anyone get hurt?” I asked 

“The girl’s boyfriend has a broken arm, a couple of broken ribs, and is screaming lawsuit. Mom wants you to talk to Shane before she decides what to do with him. Said it would be good for you to get back into the feel of things since you are now her second.” she finished, “After we deal with Shane we can go to Mass General to talk to the boyfriend. See if he wants to pursue this.”

“No problem. Where do you want me to meet you?”

“Downtown police station. I had Boston PD move him there for his arraignment tomorrow morning. Call me when you get into town, Dorian.” Talia said.

“You got it, sis. Love you.” Hanging up, I cranked up the stereo as I raced up Interstate 95. Great! Pack politics, just what I wanted to jump right into, I thought. Mom was right though, I had to figure out how to fit in, or I would have to find somewhere else to live. While Talia understood, the other males in the pack wouldn’t. They would constantly try to challenge me. Fucking dominance games. It was the reason I left for the military, and now that’s not an option for me anymore. The opening sequence of Disturbed’s Indestructible started playing, taking me back to that last operation as I drove.

Six months earlier, we were in the Central African Republic near the border with Chad. Our op was simple; go into Chad and find the Warlord who had taken over the town of Um Dafuq. Our objective was to take him and his lieutenants out. Intel said it would be a milk run. Fucking intel guys got it all wrong. The guy leading the op was some CIA douche. What was supposed to be a milk run turned into a massacre. After we scouted out the town, we found out that this place was full of nothing but women and children. That fuck called in a drone strike that wiped the town off the planet. I snapped and beat the CIA man to within an inch of his life. I was so out of control that it took my whole fireteam to pull me off him. I almost shifted on the spot. Werewolves are supposed to protect the innocent.

That night broke me. After we returned to our ship, the Master-of-Arms arrested me for assaulting a superior officer. Six months later, with the help of my sister, the charges were dropped. I was unable to reenlist, leaving me a civilian.
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The next morning I pulled into the parking garage near the downtown courthouse. After getting out, I retrieved my pistol from the locked carrying case. After that, I locked up the truck. I called Talia to let her know I was here. As I dialed her number, I heard someone clear their throat behind me. Turning towards the noise, I see Talia wearing a dark grey pant suit with a royal blue silk blouse standing next to her Mustang Cobra. Her clothes probably cost more than my pistol. My sister is a striking woman. At almost six feet with a body that would put those Victoria’s Secret models to shame, and the brains to take on the U.S. Supreme Court. She has dark brown hair with piercing ice blue eyes like our mother. You see, we’re twins. I’m almost six feet tall too with dirty blonde hair like our dad, and indigo eyes so dark you’d think they were purple.

“Good morning Talia,” I said as I made my way over to her and wrapped her in a long overdue hug. “Thanks for the truck too. I love it.”

She wiped away a tear. “You’re worth it. I’ve missed you lots. Can’t begin to tell you how happy I am that you’re home now.”

“Let’s go see if we can bail Shane out. Then I want something to eat.” I said as we made our way towards the stairs and the courthouse entrance. Four hours later, Talia and I exited the courthouse with Shane in tow. As we approached our vehicles, I turned around, grabbed Shane by both arms and lifted him off the ground. As I held him against the concrete wall, he began to struggle against my grip.

“Don’t bother struggling.” Talia said, “You see Shane, my brother, Dorian here, is more than enough to handle your ass. You just met the one who will be running the Boston satellite office for the Pack.” If you thought I was a bitch and think my mom, your alpha, was going to let you mongrels down here in Beantown run rough shod because she’s up in Portsmouth, you thought wrong.

Continuing where Talia left off, I made my voice deeper and rougher “Who in the hell told you that you could treat women like you did? We may be shifters, but we are more than just our animal. We use the thing that sits between our ears. We don’t succumb to animal instinct.”

About to piss himself Shane answered. “Dutch said we can do what we want. We are superior to the humans. He isn’t going to let you get away with this.”

I slammed him up against the wall again. “Then you, Dutch, and anyone else who thinks like this has 24 hours to leave the pack territory. After that your asses are mine.” My voice got deathly quiet.

“Shane, you tell Dutch and his buddies that you are no longer part of the pack. You guys are exiled from our territory by order of Maeve Callahan, Alpha of the Northern New England Pack.” My sister said formally. “After that, all bets are off. Then you will find out how badass my brother is.”

Dropping Shane, I turned and walked toward my sister. “I’m hungry. Let’s go to Paddy O’s. Haven’t been there in ages.”

I heard growling behind me as Talia yelled: “watch out.” Turning, it seemed Shane had gotten his balls back and was going to charge me. Besides being an alpha werewolf, my sister and I hold several black belts in multiple martial arts disciplines. Before I could make a move, Talia had him a Brazilian Jujitsu choke hold on the ground in less than 10 seconds. A minute later Shane was out like baby. Talia is scary when it comes to Brazilian Jujitsu. People often misjudge her because of her looks. They don’t see the werewolf with MMA skills that would make the Gracie bothers proud.

After I dropped Shane to the ground, she looked at me. “Paddy O’s sounds great. It seems I’ve worked up an appetite now.” She beamed her pearly whites at me.

Looking at Talia as I propped Shane against the wall. “What do you want to do about him now?”

“Nothing, I texted Dutch, and informed him to come pick up this piece of shit. I also went ahead and told him that he has 24 hours to leave pack territory. Figure Shane here can fill him in on the rest. Let’s go.” She said as we left the parking garage to head across the street to Paddy O’s for lunch.

Two hours later we finished lunch, and I left Talia behind to head home. She said something about staying in our Boston townhouse, so she could have my pack office fumigated or what not. Who knew with her, she probably needed to have furniture delivered. Cruising north on route 1A along the New Hampshire coast, I rolled the windows down to enjoy the smell of the sea. I love this drive. It’s not all beach. The coast is a mix of rocky shoreline with a few secluded beaches here and there. Turning into the circular drive, I noticed that my parents weren’t home. They must still be up in Maine. They liked to take the pack up to Bar Harbor and Acadia National Park for a fall getaway before winter. The Park is usually closed to the public this time of year. Our pack makes some large donations throughout the year which grants us off season access to the more secluded areas of the park. It’s a great place for the wolves to stretch their legs and allows us to hunt as a pack.

I parked my truck and grabbed my overnight bag. I would be headed back down to Boston in a few days to begin watching over that part of the pack territory for my mom.
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Talia

I left Dorian after our lunch together heading over to our townhouse. I needed to see about getting everything ready for him. As I pulled up to the curb one of our security team came out meeting me on the sidewalk.

“We got your text about Shane, Dutch, and the others.” He said while scanning the street for any threats.

“Thanks, Mark. Dorian will be down in a couple of days to take over running the pack down here.” I continued “Is everything ready for him?”

Walking towards the house, he replied, “Yes ma’am it is. He shouldn’t have any issues with the rest of the staff or us.”

“Good. So that you know, Dorian will probably run you guys through more than enough drills and set up a practice schedule with both firearms and hand to hand weapons. Can take the Marine out of the Corps but not the Corps out of the Marine. Just want you guys prepared.” I said as we walked inside.
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Dorian

A few days later, I found myself driving back down to Boston to start running that pack for my mother. She and Dad had come home the day after I got there. Talia and I took them out to dinner in the nearby town of Portsmouth at one of our favorite places. We Spent the next day helping my dad do little things around the house for mom while Talia supervised and got me up to speed on the goings on of the pack. All in all, it was a great couple of days decompressing after my time in the military.

Mom had always wanted to split the pack up to make it more manageable from a geographical standpoint. I couldn’t argue with her viewpoint. My only request was for Talia to come with me as I would need her, having been gone for so long. The drive down was uneventful. As I pulled into the parking area behind the townhouse, I saw Talia’s Mustang.

As I got out of the truck, I surveyed the area around the house and noticed the security cameras, motion sensors, as well as the physical security personnel dressed how you would expect. Tactical shirts and pants along with combat boots. They were armed with police issue Tazers and collapsible batons. As I locked my truck, I began my tour around the property to see what improvements were needed. I noticed that the security guards appeared to be using their superior sense of smell and hearing along with their eyes. One guard turned into the wind to catch my scent as I approached. He reached for his Tazer as he spoke into a throat mic. Within seconds, I sensed two more guards come up behind me.

I turned to look over my shoulder and noticed that these two weren’t playing games judging by the submachine guns they held at the ready. Turning back I just raised my eyebrows, “I believe that you are trespassing. Visitors are to park on the street so they can enter using the front entrance.” The guard in front of me said.

I was impressed with their response time. I wasn’t really surprised that they hadn’t recognize me. I avoided this place whenever I was on leave. It was a good that these guys were aware of their surroundings. That meant my sister took her safety and protection seriously. “Nice response time, and good use of your superior senses. I like the fact that you didn’t rely on all the technology being used to survey the property.” I offered, holding my arms apart, showing them that I was unarmed “My sister chose her house security wisely.” At the mention of my sister, they visibly stiffened.

“And who you would be?” The guard in front of me asked.

“I am Dorian Callahan. Talia is my sister. I have come home to help my mother, our Alpha, take control of the Boston area.” I answered.

They calmed down noticeably, but still held their weapons at the ready while the guard in front of me talked into his mic. “We have an unknown shifter claiming to be Dorian Callahan around the side of the house. Can we get conformation on his identity?” He continued to scrutinize me while waiting for a response from his superiors.

After a couple of minutes, a reply came over their earpieces. Since I was also a Were, I was able to hear the reply “That’s him per visual comparison as well as Talia confirming through the video feed we have. Can one of you escort him inside.”

The guard in the front put his tazer back into its holster. “If you would follow me, Mr. Callahan. I apologize for our response.”

“Don’t apologize for doing your job. Call me Dorian. If we’re going to be working together I’m going to need all the help I can get. I’ve been away too long, things have changed in that time.” I said, following him around to the back entrance.

Talia was waiting in the kitchen with a pot of coffee for me. I love my sister. She gets my coffee addiction just like every other New Englander.

“I see you’ve met some of the guys,” my sister said as I reached to I make me a cup.

“Yes, I was pleasantly surprised by their attention to detail and that they didn’t rely solely on the electronic security,” I replied, taking my first sip of black gold.

“Well, I knew you’d be worried about me, so I threw out some feelers among the packs asking for former Special Operations Team members who’d be interested in something a little different.” She continued, “James helped with finding Thomas and Craig. James handles all the electronic security. Thomas and Craig handle all the physical security. Craig’s SEAL training and knowledge has been invaluable in dealing with Dutch and his followers. Dutch went off the deep end after mom told him he was no longer the leader of the Boston area.”

“That bad huh?” I said

“Dutch and his band of douchebags have been a nightmare. For some reason, he thinks that weres should be the right rulers of the humans. Not that the Vampires and other supes would let him get away with that thinking.” She said as she motioned me to followe her out of the kitchen.

We moved down the hall towards what I believed would be her office. “So, you are expecting him not to follow moms order to get out of town,” I said as she led me into her office.

Sitting at her desk, she picked up a folder and handed it to me. I opened it, and it appeared to be a dossier on Dutch and his group.

“Yes, I am expecting him to do exactly that. I’m sure he’ll start some shit with us, but mostly with you. Shane is a submissive; Dutch will dismiss his retelling of the encounter with you. Then he will most likely challenge you.” She replied.

I skimmed through the photos and documents that Talia had given me. I began to formulate a plan on how to deal with Dutch. With security in hand for the house, I felt safer going after these morons. I knew that Talia could most likely hand Dutch his ass, but I wasn’t going to trust him not to do something underhanded against her. She’s badass but lacks the years of combat experience that I acquired in the Corps. “I’ll consider Dutch as soon as I get moved in and settled; unless he shows up, I’ll keep my word.” Looking up from the papers I asked Talia, “Does Kenji still have his dojo in the neighborhood? I’d love to see him and get a good workout in.”

A wicked smirk appeared on her face. “Yes, he still does, and it’s in the same location. He’s got a new student that I think you’ll love to meet.”

“Really, who?” I said placing Dutch’s folder on her desk as I got up.

“Nope, not going to happen, bro. You’re going to have to find out for yourself.” She continued “Now go! I’ve got work to do, and you need to get your stuff moved in. Your office is across the hall and is already set up. I’ll text you all the appropriate codes and passwords. Now to go see Kenji.”
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Later that afternoon I made my way to Kenji’s dojo. I found a parking spot and made my way inside. Kenji was teaching a class in Aikido. The class looked to be mostly teenagers. He looked over and saw me when I entered and smiled immediately. He turned back to his class and bowed deeply. “Class, that is all for today.” They all bowed back, then began picking up their belongings heading for the door.

“Looks like you’re still doing well here in the land of the barbarians?” I asked him.

“Yes, very much so, my friend. Are you home for good or just a visit?” He replied.

“Home for good. Mom asked if I could take over down here for her. I’ll also be able to help Talia out with other issues.” I looked around and saw the weapon racks by the back wall. “Do you mind if I get in a workout today? I would love to start coming back here again. You know, get into a routine.”

“You are most welcome. Do you need a gi?” he asked.

“No thank you, I brought mine with me,” I answered.
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Khloe

As I made my way into the dojo, I noticed a man about my age working out on the mats by himself. It appeared he was doing katas with a staff. He was a sight to behold stripped down to his waist, wearing only the pants to his gi. His torso was ripped not in a bulky way. He appeared to be six foot tall with dirty blond hair, which was matted with sweat that covered his oh so perfect body. A body, I might add that had some of the most amazing ink on it. He had full sleeves on both arms, done in Celtic/Norse patterns that had dragons worked into them. Over his heart, he had the Celtic Tree of Life, which I admired since it looks a lot like mine. As I made my way around towards the women’s locker room, I watched as he went through a series of movements with the staff. He was all grace, balance, and speed as he whipped the staff around his body. It was like watching a professional ballet performer.

Some 15 minutes later, I emerged from the locker room. Mr. Tall, sweaty, and sexy was talking with sensei Kenji as I approached. “Ah, Khloe, I would like you to meet Dorian. He used to train here when he was younger before he went away for school.” Kenji said as he turned to me. “Dorian, this is Khloe. She’s been coming here for about four years now but has been training her whole life. Somewhat like you have. I thought the two of you would like to spar together. I think you’d challenge each other quite well.” He said with a sly smile. Oh, he was up to something. He knew about my shifter abilities and what comes with that.

“Nice to meet you, Dorian,” I said turning to Kenji “Hand to hand or with weapons?”

Kenji’s smile only got bigger. “Hand to hand first, then weapons.” He then continued a little quieter, “We are alone this evening so no holding back.” He gave both of us a curious look. We both nodded.

Dorian turned and kneeled in a meditative pose. I began to go through my stretches and warmup routine. After another 20 minutes, Kenji called us to the center of the mats. We faced him. “Now, no holding back either of you. Dorian, Khloe isn’t a normal woman. While I will not be telling you what she is, just know that she should be your equal in speed. Same goes for you Khloe. I know how hard it is for you two to find someone that you can spar with without holding back. Now turn and bow.” We both bowed to Kenji, then to each other. Kenji said the magic word “Begin!”

Dorian was still shirtless. Damn, that was going to be a distraction, but what the hell. I was wearing a sports bra that displayed my ink, as well as yoga pants. His blinding speed caught me off guard as he came at me. Kenji noticed, saying, “I told you, Khloe.”

Time to even the odds.

We began circling, testing the other’s reactions. Damn, he was good. Was that sweat running down his abs? Focus on the fight, not his six pack. That got me slammed to the mat. Jumping back up, I noticed he had a lopsided grin on his face. He assumed a relaxed stance and gave me the “come and get some” motion with his hand like Bruce Lee did in his movies. Letting out a breath I didn’t realize I had been holding; I centered myself.

I took my stance across from him and taunted, “Come on big boy, show me what you got.” Moving with speed, he wasn’t prepared for I rushed inside his guard, I climbed his torso like a spider monkey, and I grabbed his arm while locking my legs around his head. I let gravity take over as I fell backwards, pulling him with me. We landed on the mat with me holding him in a joint lock/choke combo. He tapped my leg in submission.

I jumpe up after I released him. He watched me with those alluring indigo eyes. His gaze seemed to pierce my soul. “Had enough yet?” I asked.

“Not in the slightest.” He replied with that sexy-as-hell lopsided grin.

We went at each other for what seemed like hours. We each scored hits on the other
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