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	Heads Up

	The MMC Lucas Morea has a deep accent.

	It is a cross between French Cajun and Scottish, so you’ll need to do a double take lol, for the reason that it is written into the text, to give him not only character, but the Louisiana Nworleans ambiance. Each of the pack members and residents of Laffette Louisiana have it written into their dialogue.
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	This is a *Shared Universe* Series…

	1st. This series introduces you to nine reigning packs one at a time, so although in the books as central characters, Luc & Izzy are not in every book, as their reign levels up with each book, and each concurring event from their Mother pack in England.

	As we are introducing you to the packs and their masters to you, concurrent events are happening in each pack.

	This series is intended for voracious readers who read deep! If you are a 1 to 2 book series reader and satisfied with that…this probably isn’t the series for you! 

	We roll Deep with Dark Magick, Bed Hopping sometimes…Reverse Harems sometimes… Voodoo Queens…orisha Priestesses… Divination & Drinking the Blood of Our Enemies.

	The books get Hotter and Darker as you go…as well as become Reverse Haren in some of the series due to Legacies and Prophecies. Some of the Books in this series Crossover with the TBMD Universe in this “Shared Universe” due to a Specific Prophecy and Certain Characters Carrying Over to other 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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	Series 3. 

	*Bayou Blues; Louisiana Made*

	Book 1. Louisiana Pack Alliance; Louisiana 

	Book 2. Bayou Blues; Luc & Izzy

	Book 3. Married to a Werewolf

	Book 4: A Wolf King with No Queen; This Pack is Mine

	Book 5: Severed Bonds; Moree

	Book 6: Werewolf Wedlock is Ecstasy; Roe & Eion

	Series 1. 

	*Teaching Between Midnight & Dawn*

	Book 1. Teaching Between Midnight & Dawn; Arieanná’s Legend

	Book 2. Teach Me the Night; Kissing Cousin

	Book 3. Teaching Can Be Murder; Arvantes: the Brotherhood

	Book 4. Three to Tell; Blood Magick

	Book 5: Dark Premonitions; the Seeker

	Book 6. A Kiss Between Midnight & Dawn; Sephoroth’s Return

	Book 7. The Gargoyle Keeper; Best Mates Forever

	Book 8. Red Ryzin; Okuzu

	Book 9. Blackwind’s Song; Love At First Sight

	Book 10. Cycles of Change; Jade Council 

	Book 11. Loose Connections; Making Choices

	Book 12. Carousels; The Progenitors

	Book 13.  Hidden Shadows; All Does Not End Well 

	Book 14: TSWS; Scrying for Witches 

	Book 15: To Catch a Witch; What’s Next

	Book 16: Hidden Shadows; All Does Not End Well 

	Book 17. Renewal; Be Careful What You Wish For

	Book 18. TBMD: Gladys; Arieanna’s Exit

	Book 19. A Warlock with A Plan

	Book 20. Best Laid Plans: Yeah Right!

	Book 21: A Scarab Serenade; Lagacy

	Series 2. 

	*A Lite Farie Tale*

	Book 1. Midna’s Farie Tale; Prince Kailen

	Book 2. To Teach is Divine; King Halleren

	Book 3. Proceed with Caution; Prince Bekan

	Book 4. Naudha’s Revenge; Stasis

	Book 5. Gata; Odin’s Daughters 

	Book 6. Realm Takeover; Is this the End 

	Book 7. A Lost Queen; Prince Kailen’s Choice

	Book 8: The Gods of Thunder; Baldur

	Book 9: The Chronicles of Tikur; Chosen by Two

	Book 10: One Night; King Cormac

	Series 4

	The Death Merchants

	A Infante

	Book 1: Bitten in Time; Harry

	Book 2: When I First Met You; Killian 

	Book 3: Tousled by Chance; Hadley 

	Book 4: When You First Met Me; Oliver 

	Book 5: Merged by Fate; Landon 

	Book 6: When We First Met; Massimo 

	Book 7: Fused by Power; Jacob 

	Book 8: Merchant Beginnings; Callum 

	Book 9: A.T.E.C U; Brokers; Evan & Kragen

	Book 10: LWWAU; If I let Go; Aglain

	Series 5

	*Paranormal Matrimony Vampires*

	Book 1. Married to a Vampire; Maphis Law

	Book 2. Vampire Marriage is Bliss; Romana Escalara

	Book 3: Vampire Sovereign; Draken McNealy

	Book 4: A Bite that Lasts; Kiren St. Night

	Book 5: SiS (secrets in silk) Kyrie Bloodworth

	Book 6: I Don’t Bite & Tell; Sabastian St. Gallory

	 


TWs

	This Book is chalk full of
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		On Pg. Explicit Sexual Situations 

		 On PG. Written Scottish/Cajan Accent 

		ON Pg. Slang

		On Page Colloquial Speech/Slang

		On Pg Lots of Profanity

		On Page Dark Magick

		On PG Spells

		On Pg Murder

		On Pg Attempted Murder



	please adhere to Advisement.
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	This Book is Rated R

	Reader Discretions is Advised 18+. 

	And don’t forget to check the information in the back of the book, about other genres, as well as pertinent information about the author.
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	This book is a work of fiction. 
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Prior & Concurrent Events

	Six Months Ago -in the Pack Förtages

	Louisiana Pack Alliance
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	As they…
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	reached the lower quarters, the hairs on the back of Chris’ neck stood on end. They walked through the trees towards Glennis’ quarters, when Chris paused, peered down at his watch, when his brows drew together in confusion. 

	It was seven-pm, and there was no way in hell Etta Mae had all her bad ass kids in bed by now. That was weird to Cris, for he seriously heard nothing. Chris’ brow knitted further, as he looked the other way, and he didn’t hear Lamar’s oldies either, and that didn’t make sense. As Chris turned once more to look towards the water, he stared in astonishment, then growled.

	“Dudes, please tell me that isn’t Glennis’ body lying there?” Chris hissed, then breathed a relieved sigh as he heard Glennis moaning, growling as well. 

	“You feel that?” Leroy suddenly asked, and when Leroy looked at Chris his eyes were amber, so Chris knew some shit was going on. Chris peered towards Havens, and Havens eyes were amber as well as he raised the Glock too. 

	All of a sudden, a barrage of shots rang out, Chris pulled a face, then looked down at his shirt front. His eyes widened as he saw Falks at his feet, missing his eye, and he nearly hurled. 
Havens was attempting to scramble towards the trees, and Chris could see that he was shot in the arm and leg.

	“Chris! Get the fuck down!” Gethen and Leroy yelled at the same time, Leroy holding his own shoulder, as more rapid gunfire rang out, and Chris dove to the other side, knowing they were pinned as he felt the bullet whiz by his head. A bullet caught him in the arm, he growled, the power flaring in him.

	“Lucas!” Chris shouted blinking rapidly as his vision blurred. He reached up, drew back blood, thanking God, Luc strengthened the bond between them, as his vision blurred for a second time.

	 


Greyten Hall Wolf Clan

	West Parlor…

	England 
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	“So… you good?”

	[image: Image] Lychelin asked laughing as he walked into the parlor as Keelik ebbed from the room with Katamora. The grin left Lychelin’s face as he saw the look on Luc’s.

	“I’m good, just a bit apprehensive since someone had the balls to shoot Iz on our own fucking compound. And I am a bit worried with what’s going on with Quinn, and Keller about to take the pack from Hamish. Never imagined I’d see that this soon.” Luc sent back, when the men took their seats as Abigail began serving drinks.

	“You’ll just need to put yer shite down and teach Chris to do the same. As for Quinn, he’s handling it. He’s already taken the pack, despite his issues. We just need to keep the Numinous off his back, until he comes into that bloody power.” Auron said, when Luc nodded.

	“Fucking shite!” Luc suddenly yelled surging up, then ebbed, to Lychelin calling his name.

	“What the fuck was that?” Solaris asked wide eyed.

	“Bloody shit like always! I swear to the Gods…we need to bend the fucken lot…entire territory included. Someone get Quinn on the fucking blower; I need info now! And have Hamish bell me up asap, as well as Cooper , McGinnis, and Wing. And Find out whaur the bleeding hell Oisín, Keller, and Trace right now, I need each of them here. If they hit Pack Alliance, tis more than likely they hit Blue Cove , Son’s of Ulv, Blue Rising and Reign! They aim to take out the next sitting Alphas in line!” Lychelin spat as he nodded to his pack, and they began ebbing from the room. 

	 


Omitaa Wolf Clan

	Bayer Hall
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	“We ready?” 
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	My Aunt Ellie asked, when I inhaled deeply as our pack Elders began to ebb into the hallway. 

	“I guess as ready as I’ll ever be.” I groaned, they laughed, when our British Elders began ebbing into the hallway as well.

	“Ready?” Anná asked, and I nodded as several more people began ebbing into the hallway. I huffed up as King Luc and Queen Izzobell ebbed into the hallway. I rushed her, when she laughed embracing me back tightly.

	I laughed for a second time as I drew back, when I realized that most of the women on their side were short as shit. 

	“Aight y’all, prepare yourselves fo sum bull shit. Y’all know they gone brang it.” Anná called, they nodded, took deep breaths, when we began to ebb from the room.

	 


New York

	Light Council Grand 

	Hall…

	[image: Image]

	We walked…

	[image: Image] in, and I was awed to say the least! Our little pack, although one-thousand in members now, was nothing like this! I had never seen this many people in my life. Anná motioned that we find seats as the elders began speaking with the Elders from that faction. I scowled as I saw the chick Romana. She and her husband both walked our way, when I looked off as they approached.

	“I’m truly sorry. I don’t have any excuse except to say that I have been freaked ever sense my husband took Sovereign and we had our twins. I knew that he said you were all friends and had been for eons, but with what’s happened in the last year to our factions; I just wanted to make sure. I know it was fucked up of me, and I swear to the Gods it will never happen again.” She said appearing contrite, when I looked at her then. She held her hand out, I exhaled, then shook it. Her husband had a huge smile on his face.

	“I need to see to Harver and Auron.” Maphis said, then walked off.

	“So when are you due?” She asked smiling, when I smiled back since her smile was genuine, and I could feel that she was truly asking me in interest; or at least as an attempt to bond. 

	Most supernaturals could smell hormones that had to do with pregnancy, so I knew she wasn’t snooping. I watched as Auron, Maphis, Lychelin, Harver, Keelik and the rest of the men walked off. 

	Arieanná and Jobella began walking our way then.

	 


Light Council 

	Grand Hall…
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	“Baby…
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	stop fiddling.” I hissed at him, he groaned, then leaned over to kiss me.

	“Roe, you know I hate this shite--” Eion moaned, when I chuckled.

	“I know baby, but it’s just a couple of hours, then we can return to our own realm.” I said looking towards the podium.

	“But I don’t like you having to do this either, Roe.” He fussed, when I inhaled deeply.

	I nodded once more, then nodded towards the podium. I knew some shit was brewing, for the reason that after Auron and his wife, Renetta and Harver walked in, I would swear that Auron and Harver appeared as if they’d been crying. Auron had his arm across Harver’s shoulders tightly, when Harver swallowed hard, then looked up at Auron with what looked like a watery smile. Arieanná sent me a wink, said they were good, but I was itching to know what that had been about. I peered around the room then. 

	The place was full, but the factions seemed like there was a divide between them regardless if they were all light. And the animosity and hate coming from them shocked the shit out of me, since it was directed towards our London factions. I mean, yeah, I was pissed off too at first, but once I saw that we would literally not fucking exist if it weren’t for them, that shit became real…real quick. 

	The skirmishes and shit we’d dealt with for our entire pack’s existence was shit compared to what they’d been through in the last eight-years.

	I knew I would never have been able to survive that shit by myself as Anná did. I seriously considered her a boss bitch, and believed when she said she ran that shit! I suddenly gasped as I saw the dark mist floating into the hall, smacked Eoin, when he frowned down on me. 

	“Look, keep an eye on that shit, I have no clue what it is; but I can promise it isn’t good.” I said nodding towards the stage, Eion saw it too, growled, then nodded. 

	Lychelin motioned to me, I kissed Eoin’s forehead, sighed, then made my way towards the podium. Lychelin sent Eion a frown, then mouthed get yer arse up here. Eoin groaned, caught my hand, I frowned jutting my chin towards the black mist swirling for a second time, when he growled. 

	Eoin nodded, then cut his eyes towards the mist too reaching the stage before me as I stopped when Nina caught my arm smiling. I noticed as the men on the stage began to slowly rise, they finally noticed it as well. Keelik suddenly went flying, and I huffed up as Arieanná caught him, set him right, when I barely had time to realize what was actually happening.

	“Rowena!” Eoin suddenly yelled bounding from the stage towards me, when I heard the hiss, but it was too late. Whatever the fuck he was bit me, I cried out, then jerked my blade from the back of my vest and sent it through its head. 

	As soon as Eoin reached me, my eyes rolled back into my head…

	 


Flashback

	June 18th, 2012

	Fair Fax High School
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	Today…
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	I was graduating. 

	I think my mom was more excited than I was. I thought as I looked out over the crowd of people cheering me and the kids graduating with me and she waved. I noticed my grandmother had her normal resting bitch face, and I exhaled deeply. 

	I swear the woman hated me, and I couldn’t do anything right in her eyes. I guess I should be happier that I was graduating, but for the fact that I was to be engaged to some dude I didn’t even know later this week, made my life prospects seem very dismal right about now. I hated everything about pack life, mainly because of these fricken arbitrary rules, that seem to only affect the females of the pack. Although they were pledged and married off as well for the good of the pack, the allegiance, pack loyalty…yada yada, bullshit, they were given far less restrictions than we females were. Like the shitty ass rule that I needed to remain a virgin until my ceremonial rights at twenty-three! 

	I was fricken seventeen-years old, and literally headed to college, no small feat of my own either; because the antiquated bullshit that ruled this pack stated that I was supposed to stay home and be a wife and mother. Like my fricken parents had to like legit petition the Council, then this dude’s fricken pack to get permission for me to go to college! 

	Like can you believe that shiza! 

	And it went against everything in me to play this docile little minion, even if I was unattractive to them. 

	Yes I was overweight! 

	Maybe not even attractive. 

	But I was still a person. 

	The last three years I’d actually come out of my shell, due to my bestie Jaenae. I grinned as she squeezed me, jumping up and down with excitement. I wished I could feel that, but all I felt was fricken dread. At least Nae was engaged to the love of her life Carlos! I looked forward towards the Bs of our seating chart, he grinned, wiggled his brows, and I finally laughed. We were supposed to have this awesome pack party tonight for the graduating classes, but I didn’t put much stock in it if it was left up to the Elders. 

	They fricked up anything fun. 

	I exhaled noisily as the Principal called our section, Jaenae turned me, then hugged me squealing. I groaned as we did this stupid little church like march towards the stage, and embarrassment wasn’t even the highlight of this hot mess.

	 


Wolf Lake
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	I grimaced …

	[image: Image] as we drove onto the compound hours later. My parents attempted to make it a normal celebration by taking me, Jaenae, Carlos and a few of our school friends to an early dinner. 

	But for the fact that my stank ass grandmother was there, it was awkward, because all she did was glare at my friends, so much so until Marisol, Jerry and Korey played it off saying their parents were expecting them for their own celebrations. 

	We embraced, they said they’d call, when me, Jaenae and Carlos nodded, then turned to look at her old evil ass, and she literally growled at us. I groaned as I got out the car. 

	We didn’t actually live in LA. 

	I’d begged my parents for a year to get them to let me go to school in Los Angeles with Jaenae and Carlos. One of our pack mother’s daughter’s lived in LA, who was a cousin to Jaenae, and by the grace of the Gods, they let me spend my senior year in LA. And now that I’d gotten a taste of it, away from pack life, I’d applied to Pepperdine, UCLA, Northridge, and Mount St Mary’s; praying that one of them would accept me, even if I would only be gone for four years.

	“And are you excited, Moree?” Pack Master Owens asked as we walked into the great hall. I summoned up a smile, and nodded. I couldn’t stand him either, but I needed to live here; so, I played nice. 

	Most of the members here treated me like shit, because I was No River’s fat daughter, even if I was smart. I just never liked these people, and used to dream  as a kid that I would leave one day, find my mom’s pack, and they would welcome me with open arms, fat, and all.

	“Wonderful, we will celebrate. Next week is an auspicious occasion for you young ladies.” He smiled, and I sent him a grimace, totally not able to trump up a smile this time. I nodded, when Jaenae placed her arm around my shoulders then.

	“If milord would excuse us…we need to get ready for the party.” Jaenae said wiggling her brows, and he actually laughed for real, because he’d always liked Jaenae.

	“Then I shall bid you ladies good-bye.” He said looking at me, I smiled, then nodded as Jaenae jerked me off, so the Great Spirits must have been listening for once.

	“And you have seen the prophecy concerning her?” Pack Master Owens asked head Mistress Demetria, when she exhaled nodding.

	“Yes, I petitioned the Numinous to delay it, however they have denied it. We have no recourses.” Demetria sent back and Pack Master Owens glowered nodding. 

	 


West Lodge
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	I groaned…
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	as I glared at the dress my mom laid out on the bed. It wasn’t like I would actually look nice in it. I always hated the fact that she tried to make me dress like the other girls here, never realizing that what she chose for me would not look like it did on them. I sighed as she walked into my room smiling. 

	“Why can’t I just be myself.” I moaned.

	“Because it is what is expected, Moree.” She said returning the sigh, and I shook my head.

	“Because he said so? I hate him.” I hissed, she exhaled deeply, then swallowed hard.

	“Don’t make trouble, Moree. We have a great privilege at hand, you have a chance to make something other than pack life, but if you make trouble, then they’ll take that from you. I don’t want you to have the life I have.” She said, and I glared at her.

	“Then why are you fricken marrying me off to someone I don’t even know, then.” I sent back, she gasped, then blinked rapidly.

	“That is not my will, I have no say, Moree.” She said taking a deep breath.

	“But why do we stay here, mom. They don’t like us, and we don’t like them. Why can’t we just go to your pack.” I hissed, when she shot across the room, jerked me into her body, then placed her hand over my mouth. I gawked up at her shocked.

	“Never say that again. Swear to me.” She hissed, gave me a shake, and I glared at her. 

	What the hell was that. 

	She literally looked petrified. 

	“You must never speak those words Moree, promise me.” She said, smoothing the hair from my face, and I nodded seriously confused.

	“Okay mom, it’s not even that serious.” I cried as I moved away from her.

	“Yes it is, and you need to remember that Moree, always.” She said, I grimaced deeper, then nodded. She smiled, then left my bedroom. 

	Sometimes I swear I felt my mom was a Stepford Wife. 

	Like I never felt like she belonged here, but that was fear I felt from her, and it was for me, not her. I sighed, then walked into the bathroom to get ready for my farce of a graduation party. 

	Thirty-minutes later I walked out, sighed because I’d decided to straighten my hair, but the dress still looked atrocious on me. 

	And why the frick was it pink? 

	It obviously proved my mom knew nothing about me as a person, because if she did, it would be black. I so didn’t want to go to this thing, but it was the entire pack, so since it was a decree from Pack Master Owens I didn’t have a choice. But I never liked him either, from the moment I met him as a pup. I’d always just felt like something wasn’t right with him, and he reminded me of like those Cult leaders, who forced their views and crap on his congregation. 

	He seriously gave me David Koresh vibes.

	“Moree, come, we must go.” My father said, and I groaned once more, slipped on the slides, then rushed from the room. 

	“You look nice sweetie.” My mom said, when I noticed my grandmother rolled her eyes, and my father sent my mother a grimace. Remember, I was the fat kid, and the bane of my grandmother’s existence. And she would never in my life call me attractive, or even pretty. She saw me as something she had to accept regardless, because I was her son’s child. I was an embarrassment to her, and she’d said so on many occasions. 

	I remember when I was about five years old, she and some of the pack mothers were tending to pack chores, and one of them mentioned the weight I was gaining, she waved it off, then said it didn’t matter because I wouldn’t be much anyway; I came from average stock. 

	I didn’t know what she meant, at the time, but I was surprised when Mrs. Birdsong Carlos’ mom, and Mrs. Johnston Jaenae’s mom got up from the tables and walked off muttering old bitch at the same time, looked at each other, then grinned. 

	But I did know at that moment in my little life, that she didn’t like me. And I never got it, because my father was okay looking, but he looked nothing like Jaenae or Carlos’ dad. And the crazy part, was my mom was beautiful, and I wasn’t just saying that because she was my mom either. 

	My mom is Creole and Native, with curly hair to her butt, green eyes, a beautiful peachy bronze skin color, five-feet-nine and an amazing figure. The men on the grounds were always flirting with her, but she would just waved them off smiling, and just walk on with me. 

	Ben Birdsong, Mr. Birdsong’s brother, had even said once that he should make sure my father didn’t return from pack duties once in a joke, my mom gasped, her face turned red, when she jerked me on as I laughed hard. He winked at me, and I grinned. 

	He was seriously handsome, and I sure as hell wouldn’t have minded him being my dad! But most of the time my mom acted as if she was a captive or something. She never said anything, not once in my life had she ever stood up for me, but would always come to me later, swear that she loved me, and would continuously say don’t make trouble. 

	I smiled as I saw Carlos and Jaenae, waved to my parents as they made their way to the pack hall, and my grandmother glared at me.

	 


Livingston Hall

	Pack Celebration
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	I tried…

	[image: Image] to smile as we walked into the celebration, but it all just seemed so fake to me, and I prayed the hours would rush by. 

	The celebration was till twelve-pm, it was seven-pm, but that still seemed like an eternity from now. I danced a few times with boys that I swear took pity on me, or their parents forced them too, but most of my time was spent with Carlos and Jaenae, until Dejuan, Carmen and Jeff walked in yelling twenty-twelve, and I laughed. I had some actual fun after that, because I felt like I was at school. 

	The night wore on, they brought out this huge ass cake with happy graduating class of twenty-twelve, and everyone cheered. I just clapped, since I wasn’t really happy or looking forward to my future. My friends, they were because they had awesome parents who had pledged to the families they were either close to, or like Carlos, Jaenae, Carmen and Jeff, their kids were already in a relationship; so, they were happy. 

	I on the other hand hated my choice, I thought glaring as he walked into the hall as if his shit didn’t stink. He literally thought he was God’s gift to female kind as the girls crowded around him, because his parents had money. It was also the reason my grandmother was forcing me to marry him. 

	She had ancestral standing in the pack, and they had money and no standing. I sighed, kissed my friends good night, then turned for the door.

	“Moree.” My grandmother hissed, when I turned to glare right back at her. “Your fiancé is here.” She snapped, and I sent her a look not giving a shit.

	“He looks pretty busy to me, so I’m sure he won’t miss me.” I sent back walking from the room, heard her gasp, then laughed myself all the way home.

	When I reached the house, I jerked off that crappy ass dress, then walked into the bathroom to take a shower. When I got out the shower and walked into my room, my grandmother was standing in my bedroom with my parents. She walked straight up to me and slapped me across the face. I huffed up, seized my cheek, then looked at my parents shocked. My mom swallowed hard, but looked away from me, and my father was glaring at me as well. 

	“You will not ruin what I have arranged, or I will beat you myself. You can expect no more, look at you. He has offered to save this family from our shame, and you will do as you are told.” She spat, when I blinked back the tears looking at my mother, but she didn’t say shit. 

	My grandmother stormed from my room, my mom paused, when my father jerked her from the room after him. 

	I sat down on my bed stunned. I sat there for so long completely done, when I realized that I was still in a towel, rose and readied myself for bed. 

	As I eased into bed, I sent up a prayer to the Great Spirits to release me from my duty to this pack, so I could get the fuck away from them, my mother included, for the reason that she obviously didn’t give a shit about me.

	 


One Week Later…

	Pack Dining Hall
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	I exhaled…
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	noisily as I looked up and saw Carlos and Jaenae walk into the dining hall holding hands looking around the hall. When they saw me, Jaenae squealed, then ran towards me waving something white. She jerked me up dancing, and I laughed and just went along with it. She finally let me go, then held up the white envelope with my name on it. 

	“No!” I hissed, when she nodded as I snatched it from her. I ripped it open, read, then gasped. 

	“I got into UCLA. Full ride.” I whispered, when she shrieked as she jerked me into her arms as she jumped up and down, when pack members looked our way curiously. 

	“We got into UCLA! Yeah Boi!” Jaenae shouted, members laughed, then began to applaud. I laughed as she bowed working the applause, and they did too.

	“And you Los?” I asked, when he grinned.

	“Pepperdine.” He said, when I gasped looking at Jaenae.

	“We’re good. We’re already pledged, so this way when we return, we’ll both be ready.” Jaenae said, smiling, but I noticed Carlos grumbled. I laughed, when he pinched me.

	“Shiza, I gotta tell my parents. I’m sure my grandmother is gonna talk shit, but I have Pack Master Owen’s permission, so this time I don’t give a shit what she thinks.” I said, when Jaenae and Carlos laughed nodding.

	 


Dinner…
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	I exhaled …

	[image: Image] deeply as my grandmother passed the casserole, I took another deep breath, and just came out with it. 

	“I got into UCLA.” I said, all motion ceased, my grandmother growled, but my mom shouted for joy clapping, when my grandmother turned sharply to look at her, and she sighed reserving into herself as usual. 

	What the hell was that? 

	Why would my mom cower to this old bitch? 

	I was a kid, but my mom was an adult. 

	My grandmother opened her mouth to speak, when I cut her off.

	“Pack Master Owen gave his permission.” I said, she continued to glare at me, when her son touched her arm. I tried not to smirk when she sat back down and shut the fuck up. I was done cowering to her, especially since I got a full fricken ride to UCLA! 

	“You will have parameters if this is true?” She finally said, and it took all my strength not to roll my eyes at her. However, from that moment on, I gave less than two shits about what she had to say.

	 


UCLA

	One-year Later…
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	My first year…

	[image: Image] was crazy! Jaenae pretty much picked our curriculum, and I swear I was literally running from one class to the next. 

	We went on this insane cardio routine, Jaenae stating that she needed to stay in shape, and me knowing that she did it for me. Jaenae was a size five, if that, so the crazy ass cardio classes, insane jump rope training, the contemporary dance classes, all of it; was for me, and I loved her for it. 

	That first six months I lost fifty-pounds.

	It was like I was literally looking at another person in the mirror. I noticed that people said hi to me more, guys actually looked my way, but none of it fazed me. I thought it too was bullshit, because they only spoke to me now because I’d lost half the weight. 

	However, I did feel good inside, so I kept up the routine, when Jaenae went off to basketball. She wanted me to play with her, but I sucked at sports, so I decided to stick with the weight training, cardio classes, and music. By the end of my first year, I lost another fifty-pounds, and for the first time in my life, I was a size eight. 

	I stopped with the madness, and just made sure I kept up regular cardio. I didn’t need to be a size five or six, I just needed to be healthy, something I was, and I was proud of myself. I joined a book club, a dramatic readings class, and was learning to play the piano. 

	For the first time in my life, I was happy too. 

	I had also considered never going back to my pack. I didn’t tell Jaenae this, but my first year had been so freeing, that the idea of it was ever present in the back of my mind.

	 


Chapter One

	May 25, 2016, U.C.L.A

	Westwood California

	Senior Year…
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	“Oh…
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	my God this is the year we will finally be done, and literal Academic Queens! You lost one-hundred-pounds, my acne cleared up, we stuntin gurl!” Jaenae laughed, when I smiled slightly. 

	Sure, I’d lost one-hundred pounds, and kept it off for the last four-years, but would that even matter to most of these plastic people. 

	I was still who I was inside, despite Nae’s ministrations. 

	That lonely little wolf girl would always be inside me. 

	I still got shitty ass crap from my bitch of a grandmother, basically telling me don’t get comfortable, because I still had pack life, what it meant to be a wolf, and the duties and responsibilities I had towards a mate that had been picked out for me from birth practically. 

	I swear, I hated my grandmother, my father, and his side of the family. In four-years, nothing had changed there, and I so didn’t want to go back. College had been freeing, just as I imagined it would be. And my mom, still never said shit. She would simply go along with it like the fucking Manchurian Candidate. I exhaled, not realizing my eyes changed to amber for a millisecond.

	“Hay, ten cuidado.” Jaenae whispered be careful, when I shook myself from my thoughts.

	“Why, what it do?” I sent back, and she laughed.

	“Your eyes gurl.” She said, and I nodded. It happened on the regular now, my mom stating that it was due to my wolf finally maturing, so when I was emotional, sometimes it just happened on its own. 

	With no real provocation from me either. 

	I had always imagined that I was different from them, my bestie included. I also wanted to believe that I was destined for more than what they were giving me, which was the reason I wanted to go to college. 

	There had to be more out there besides pack life! 

	I felt like Bell in Beauty and the Beast. 

	And I didn’t want any of it, I wanted to be free. 

	“Come on, we’ve that party tonight, and I swear I am getting lit, turnt up, and every other adjective. Have you seen Kappa Fi Alpha’s men? I vow, most of them are an orgasm waiting to happen! Not that either of us could fucking do anything, but it is nice to at least get some foreplay.” Jaenae moaned, and I laughed shoving her.

	“First off, Los ain’t feeling that statement, I’m sure. And second, it’s not like we would know any fucking thing about that anyway. I swear it is one of the worse pledges of this pack. The men get to fuck around anytime, anywhere they want, but we have to fricken remain virgins till our Pack Acceptance Night. It’s complete bullshit, and why I’ve been contemplating just not going back after this year is over.” I griped, Jaenae stopped in her tracks, then gave me both wide eyes and mouth.

	“Are you insane! You would be Rogue, Moree? A death sentence would be on your head, and I’d never get to see you again!” She yelled at me, then looked around us as other students looked our way. 

	“I said contemplating Nae, not that I was actually going to do it. Calm down.” I sighed grinning slightly, when she shoved me, then placed her arm around my shoulders.

	“I’d kick your ass myself; I need my road dawg.” She stated kissing my forehead, and I laughed up at her. 

	Jaenae was all kinds of beautiful. 

	Five-ten, beautiful dark skin, legs that never seemed to end, and braids to her butt. I on the other hand was five-two, deeply bronzed skin, curly flyaway hair to my butt as well, but where Jaenae was fashionable, and queenly, I was a mop top, and had been overweight most of my life. So, where she walked and acted like the Queen she was, I on the other hand had just fallen into my self-esteem, mainly because it’d taken direct hit after direct hit since I was a child due to the weight and my evil ass grandmother. 

	I was also Biracial, so the fact that I sometimes didn’t know where I fit in as a child made it even worse. My pack subscribed to the long ago ancient Native traditions of shifters and skin walkers, my dad making sure that I was versed well in our Native ways, but my mom felt as if I should know of our long ago African-Spanish witch heritage as well; which they forbid, and she literally had to teach me on the low. 

	So initially I was a shifter witch, power from both sides, but I ignored both. Although I was betrothed to wed a pack upstanding elite family, I was depressed on the regular because one; he cared nothing about me, two, had often referred to me as lacking and plain, and was only doing his duty, and three his pack and family were forcing him to for the good of the pack. The merger would bring Wolf Lake and Lupine Meadows wolves together. 

	I exhaled as I bid Jaenae goodbye, and promised that I would be ready by seven-pm for the frat party, even if I truly didn’t want to go. Most of what I did on a social scene at college was due to Jaenae. 

	If I’d have attended alone, I would never go anywhere.

	 But we’d made a pact after high school that when we did go off to college, we would go to Southern California, since we were from Northern. We also pledged that we would do all the things that we never got to do because of pack life, our obligations, and high school had ended. 

	As I entered my dorm room, my roommate Della glared at me. Ever hear horror stories of the college roommate from hell? 

	Well, I had them in spades. 

	She hated me, and I hated her ass! 

	She was forever bringing some fuckboy into our room, then commencing to do him whether I was in the room or not, thinking that shit was funny; until one day I went to the RA and told them if she didn’t stop that shit, they’d find her body under the bed!

	 You wouldn’t believe the fallout from that, since my janky ass RA told administration what I said, and they’d said I’d committed terrorist threats against my roommate. My father was pissed, mainly because of the recent college shootings, and threatened to remove me from school if I couldn’t control my wolf. 

	She immediately gathered her stuff and stormed from the room. I chuckled to myself, because regardless of her I’m such a bad ass poser image, she didn’t fuck with me, and she stopped her shit. I was never sure why they didn’t just remove me or her, but the admins stated that they strived to teach students to get along, because they were the future of our society. 

	I was cool, as long as she kept that shit to herself. 

	I moaned as I looked into my closet. I wasn’t comfortable with my new wardrobe as much as I claimed. It was more of wanting to appease Nae, and finally being accepted as a person. The fact that I
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