

This is my first attempt at paranormal writing. I remember reading a Fated Mates book on a free reading service years ago and told myself that I would write one someday. I did it!

It’s filled with folklore from all of the African diaspora.

This book is written in episodes and moves at a fast pace.

There are some fairly graphic scenes, but most of the characters are not human.

Okay, bye!  








Episodes One

Dragged Back To Hell.

Now that they had found me, running was futile, and despite my best efforts, being taken back was inevitable. I knew it, and the two wolves chasing me knew it too. 

Their ability to shift made them stronger, faster, and deadlier than me. As evidenced by the fact that they had only been chasing me for a short while and my heart was already frantically pounding in my chest, threatening to give out. It was a struggle to just stay ahead of them. 

I only held the lead because I was familiar with the land they were chasing me on, but they were quickly and effortlessly closing the gap between us with every stride they took. The light of the full moon added fuel to their already frenzied energy. The sound of paws hitting the earth sounded off  like an ominous drumroll that echoed through the trees. They were getting closer and closer.

I didn’t want to go back. I had made friends. I had healed. I was happy. But I knew I was only delaying the inevitable. It was sheer vindictiveness that kept me pushing forward. I forced myself to breathe past crippling pain, to ignore the stinging claw marks on my back.

My wounds were repairing themselves as they should, but the process was too slow. Blood seeped through my fingers as I clutched a gaping slash at my side. It was hard not to gag at the enraging, coppery scent of my own blood mixed with Hawks. His wolf had nearly taken a chunk out of me in the fight back at my home. I returned the favor by sinking my human teeth into his snout. Some of his hair and flesh was still in my mouth. It tasted and burned like battery acid. A wave of nausea churned in my stomach, threatening to overwhelm me. I could feel the bile rising, a bitter, acrid taste clawing its way up my throat. I had to swallow it back. 

A sensation crawled over my dark skin, it was an profound instinctual need — begging for something I could never achieve. Transformation was a gift I hadn't inherited. No matter how much I wanted it, no matter how much it would have helped, I was stuck in human form. I had to push past the instinct and focus on the abilities I did possess. I closed my eyes, centering myself, tapping into the gifts of the wolf that I actually had received from my father. My pupils expanded and adjusted to the darkness of the night. The sounds of frogs and crickets became louder. The smell of damp, decaying earth burned my nose.

I breathed in deeply filling my lungs with air. On exhale I called the ancestors of my mother, asking for a bit of their ancient magic so I could move faster. Immediately a surge of energy flowed through me, and I knew I had been blessed. I felt my muscles tense and my body became lighter as if I was running on air. With renewed vigor, I tucked my chin and opened my stride. The wind rushed past me, whipping through my hair, as the ground blurred beneath my feet.

I could tell I was less than a mile away from the swamp, from freedom. I knew the trail by heart. I had run it every day, twice a day, once in the morning, once at night, for five years, memorizing it. Even surrounded by inky darkness, I could deftly dodge every tree branch and limb that could trip me up without the use of my preternatural eyesight. The smell of stagnant water nearby pushed me to run faster and jump higher. I had fifteen hundred feet to go to freedom. If by some miracle I made it, there would be no way for Hawk and Seko to track me through the pungent and overpowering smell of the swamp.

“Here bunny, bunny” The wind carried my hunter's insult to my ears. Hawk, beta of my ex-pack, was responsible for the slight. A succession of howls followed it, coming from Seko, also beta — second in command only to our Alpha. My body vibrated with unleashed anger. They were taunting me. I was nobody’s fucking bunny. I had already shown them that when I got away. I wanted to stop and fight. Instead, I used my anger as fuel to run faster.




Because they thought they were superior to me, getting away would be a better revenge than any pain I could inflict on them. I counted my footfalls in my head, drowning out the sound of their claws pounding against the moist earth behind me.

Don't you dare look back. I coached myself.

"Stop running, you're making it worse for yourself," Seko howled.

Worse? What could be worse than being forced back to hell on earth? Fuck him.

When I heard fish splashing in the water, I knew l was only about six hundred feet away from freedom. My relief was palpable. I was so fucking close I could almost feel the cool water on my skin. But then came a sudden surge of energy surrounding me, prickling at my skin like static electricity. I didn’t have to see Hawk shift, I heard his bones crack, his muscles stretching and changing. Time slowed, as did my heart. A sob left my mouth.

His sudden impact against my back was unexpected and brutal. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed around us bouncing off trees. I tried to stop myself from falling, l flailed my arms, hoping to maintain my balance, but the weight of him was too heavy. With force, I hit the ground hard. The air from my lungs disappeared. I could feel sharp rocks and twigs digging into my skin, leaving small cuts and bruises all over my already bruised nude body. My eyes watered from the pain. I didn't cry. I wanted to cry, but I wouldn't. I had never cried though. Not ever. All my pain just became another layer of armor, hardening around my heart.

I hadn’t cried, not even when I watched my parents being ripped apart by the pack my father had once led. His deadly sin? He fell in love with a human — a witch at that. The women in my mother’s family had all been blessed. They were seers and conjurers. They could speak with spirits and reanimate the dead. They could curse or exalt you. Unlike the wolf, my ancestors had been born with magic, not from it. The Lupine feared and hated witches because they were rumored to be the reason the werewolves were cursed to be halves, not human, not animal. Though nobody knew for sure how shapeshifters came to exist or why. The absolute truth had been lost long ago. However, the animosity towards witches persisted.

When my father Marcel was told to choose my mother Rose, or his people, he chose her. He left the pack. He had been looking for my mother for over one hundred and sixty years of the two hundred years he’d lived and he wasn’t willing to live without her a moment longer.

His abrupt absence in one of the most powerful packs in the country caused a power struggle that ended  in bloodshed and exile. Many of his pack had died. Those who survived were either absorbed by another pack, led by a cruel alpha, or formed their own faction out of hatred towards my father, humans, witches, vampires, or anybody else they felt they were superior to.

My father became their number one target. They made it their mission to find him and kill him and my mother. He knew they would come for him one day. He had trained me to survive it. He lived free with my mother for seventeen years, living in a small border town between Michigan and Canada.

They came for him when I was eight, in the middle of the night while we slept, like cowards, with nothing but violence in their hearts. At least twenty of them. My parents were strong but outnumbered. I watched them be torn apart. The only reason I’d been spared was because I was hidden in a secret crawl space in our attic, covered in a concoction of plants and herbs my mother had brewed for me to bathe in and drink every day since I'd born. It made it impossible for me to be detected and that was only because I was half-human. If I had been born of two wolves, nothing would have saved me.

When the savages left hours later, they took my father and mother’s heads back to their pack as trophies. I was stuck in that attic, scared, reliving the nightmare for three days until my father’s best friend since childhood got word of his death and came for me.

Alpha Eric Fenrick was a towering figure with piercing blue eyes and a stern demeanor. He had lost his wife during Childbirth. He had taken me in and treated me like one of his own children. Being allowed to live amongst his pack caused animosity between him and his pack, but he didn’t care and his pack knew not to question him. And they didn’t question him. They just waited until he wasn’t around to be cruel to me. They found pleasure in my suffering and used every opportunity to belittle, humiliate and abuse me. The adults encouraged the kids to beat me, then they’d mock me for being weak and tell me that I wasn’t a wolf. They would withhold food from me, then make sure to eat in front of me, enjoying the sight of my hunger.

I was too grief-stricken and filled with rage to even care. They were not my people, not my pack. They had condoned what had happened to my parents. Why would I care what they thought or how they felt?

Fenrick’s son was the most vicious of them all. Five years older than me. From the very first day I stepped foot into his home, he made it his mission to torment me every chance he got. He pushed me downstairs. Stole my belongs. Lied to his father about me. The fact that I didn’t cower when he and his wolf entered a room seemed to infuriate them.

The night I turned eighteen he snuck into my bedroom and said he was going to make it his job to break me. He stuffed my mouth with a rag filled with wolfbanes so I’d be weakened, then told me we were going to play a game. He used a pocket knife to place little cuts all over my body, then he used his teeth to leave bite and nips all over my flesh as they healed. The sting from his mouth didn’t hurt but it was like torture. I had to lay there and take it. He got off on it. Painted my body in his cum before he untied me and left. I didn’t bother to even tell anyone. It didn’t matter anyways. I had been biding my time, waiting on one special day, and my wait was almost over.

I’d lost Fenrick's favor on the day of the ten-year anniversary of my parent's death, six days after my eighteenth birthday. I had asked to be allowed to visit their birthplace. I didn’t want to visit it, there was no point in that. They were dead and there was nothing I could do to bring them back. But I could avenge them. I had taken the six-hour drive from Florida to the outskirts of Tifton, Georgia.

I drove to the land where my father’s murderers lived. I knew the ins and outs of their pack because of my father. They were purists. They went on nightly midnight hunts and drank from the same water source their ancestors had. I poisoned the lake that they used with Datura, Hemlock, and a few other plants my mother had taught me to work with. After they were dead I waited until they were found and the pack was in a frenzy, to sneak into the main pack house and take back my parent's heads. I buried them in the woods together.

By the time I made it back to Fenrick's pack, word of what I’d done had gotten out. My actions were seen as evil and cruel, despite the reason why I’d done them. I thought I had been merciful. I hadn’t poisoned the groundwater they used at their compound. I didn’t think their women and children deserved to die for the sins of the males. Shifter society was patriarchal, women didn’t make decisions, and kids didn’t mindlessly kill. One hundred thirteen male wolves died that night. I felt nothing. No remorse. No happiness. I was numb. I was sentenced to death. I wasn’t afraid to die. A crueler fate saved me.

“Gotcha.” Hawks low growl rumbled in my ear.




“Not for long.” I arched my back, letting out a groan as I pushed myself up from the ground, using every ounce of strength to throw him off of me. Wood splintering echoed as he hit a tree, splitting it nearly in half.

I pushed myself to my feet. Rivulets of sweat slid down my back as my anger heated my already hot body and spread through my veins like venom. The bitterness of it lingered in the back of my throat. The reality that my new life was over too soon filled me with so much sorrow, my soul felt as if it had been set ablaze. With my dreams turning to ashes—rage born from the fear of knowing I was about to be taken back to the one place where I’d lose myself made me want to inflict as much pain as possible before I was dragged back. If I were lucky, I could hurt them enough to make them kill me.

I took my fighting stance, crouching really low, fist balled, pressing my weight forward onto my toes.

Out of my peripheral, in the moonlight, I saw Seko shift midair, from his wolf, landing on human feet. Pale skinned, six feet seven and three hundred pounds, his wolf and he were equally huge and shared the same brunette hair and green eyes.

“You run fast for a human.” He laughed really slow and easy like.

His words cut me deep and were surprising coming from him. Growing up, he hadn’t been one of my bullies. I assume because I was invisible to him. At least that’s how he treated me.

A growl ripped from my throat. I had no issues with being half-human. it was the fact that he used it as an insult I couldn’t abide by.

”And you smell more like a dog than a wolf, you mangy fucking mutt. I could see you being walked like the bitch you are.”

"What did you say to me?” His human voice could barely be heard below the snarl that ripped from his throat.

I bit back “I’m calling you a dog. A bitch, bitch."

He moved quickly to attack. I saw the muscles in his arms tense and the shift in his weight as he lunged forward. I was ready for him. A shudder of energy moved through me as I swung my arm putting my weight and all my strength behind it. I heard and felt the bone in his nose and jaw break. For a moment, he staggered, clutching at his face in shock and pain. He recovered quickly. Dark intensity narrowed his eyes. He swung, brutally retaliating without even shifting, busting back open the flesh at my side that hadn’t yet healed. I didn’t have time to register that pain before Hawk hit me too. The back of his open hand connected with my cheek.

My head swam.

The taste of blood filled my mouth, metallic and hot sending my heart into a frantic rhythm as I soared through the air. The crunch of my spine echoed in my ears when my body collided with the hard, unyielding earth. I landed a few feet away from my attackers. I could feel that multiple bones had been shattered like twigs inside me. My body throbbed with a relentless ache, making it hard to breathe.

Weeping, the sky opened up and rain started falling. The heavens were mourning with me. I groaned as Hawk approached me, his tall frame casting a shadow over me. Crouching low he studied my face. His blond wet, matted hair clung to his forehead. “Weak half-y.” He hissed insults that blended with the rain's patter but I heard them clearly. I had a few for him but I couldn’t breathe let along formulate words.

I gulped in cool air, ignoring him. I hurt so much. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the way the cool raindrops felt drumming against my skin.

When I felt something prick my shoulder. It wasn’t long before my eyes became heavy. Just before my world went black, I heard Hawk's cold instruction, "burn the house down and everything in it.”




The rush of loss and sadness that came from hearing him say those words overwhelmed me. I was losing everything again. I felt thankful when the darkness took me.


Episode Two

Kill her? Kill you…

"We'll be taking her back to the council headquarters with us today, and her original sentence will be reinstated," Alpha Moreau claimed, his voice filled with authority he didn't have. He was a council lackey.

The weight of all the eyes in the room shifted to me. Everyone was waiting for me to respond, but I couldn’t think clearly enough to do so. My wolf was in a frenzy, growling and pacing back and forth. He was struggling for dominance, and I was on the verge of losing control to him. He wanted to shift and go to her. I understand his need, the impulse. Her scent of fresh berries and honey had the entire compound covered in her scent. She was in heat.

"Viggo," the sound of my name being called by Moreau drew my attention back to the matter at hand. His smug look only fueled my growing frustration.

My fangs brushed against my lip as I opened my mouth to speak, and I swear I tasted her on the tip of my tongue. This phantom flavor triggered a vivid memory of her writhing beneath me as I trailed kisses down her body, savoring the sweetness of her brown sugar skin, robbing me of my words. I needed her.

"Viggo!"

I blinked back the images and breathed in and out deeply to steady myself. With what modicum of focus I could muster, I watched Alpha Moreau lean forward in his seat, his long white hair obscuring my view of his face. Moreau was only here to settle a score.

The six other members of the Alpha Council he had brought with him clearly deferred to his authority. Their expressions were detached, showing little interest in the proceedings.

"Did you hear me, Alpha Fenris?" He growled, his voice nasally and pompous.

I swallowed back my wolf's snarl. He and I had both heard Moreau loud and clear, and we were both ready to take his head off. "Yes, I heard you. The answer is no. You won't be taking her anywhere," the words left my mouth before I could consider the consequences of them.

Hawk's thoughts sounded off in my head, but I shut him out. Out of my peripheral vision, I saw his eyes go wide in surprise. I never made decisions without him or Seko. I never shut out pack members from business that concerned all of us. Her being back was already changing me like they said it would.

To rectify my actions, I paused long enough to push a single explanation through our link. "I never promised I'd give her to them." I had said I would inform the council when I found her, nothing more.

Both Seko and Hawk nodded from opposite sides of the room.

"Excuse me?" Moreau's voice was low, dangerous. The other council members shifted uncomfortably.

My posture stiffened, and my gaze locked with Moreau's. His eyes narrowed.

I nodded. "Yes, you heard me," I reiterated. "She stays.

"We have laws, and we enforce them, regardless of personal feelings," Moreau spewed.

"The laws that condemned her, you all made up just for her. You can erase them just as easily. I will handle this my way. I will not kill her or allow the council to. You very well know, without her, I will never be able to have offspring. That would be the end of my bloodline," I said firmly. I was the only child of an only child, and you could only have children with someone destined for only you.

Moreau let out a low growl, his eyes meeting mine, blazing. "She murdered over a hundred of our people, one who happened to be my daughter's fated. Which means my daughter won’t ever have children either. What makes your family line more important than mine?"

I kept the fact that the daughter he spoke of had run away even before her mate died— to myself. He also had a son and three daughters remaining. His line would live on without her.

I bit back, "She killed them after rogues that you all let exist amongst us—despite the rules you are so loud about —murdered her family and displayed their heads in their pack house like a grotesque museum attraction. 

My father, you, and the rest of the Lupine council turned a blind eye to it, so she handled it herself." A throbbing pain built behind my eyes. The truth of the matter was that — Noir had been pushed to do what she’d done. And nobody would admit that many of us would have done the same or worse. It was only because her mother was human that she was punished at all.

His hand met the top of my desk, cracking the wood. "Her father betrayed us, and his daughter followed in his footsteps. We spared her from death once because of your father. How did she repay him? By running from her duties as your mate. The she bitch deserves no more chances. Put her to death and wash your hands of it."

A growl built in my chest; my wolf rose to the surface. I felt him crawling and coiling just under my skin, his rage echoing my own. The room blurred. Before I could stop him, he had me rising to my feet. My chair clattered against the wall with a loud thud. My body radiated with fury.

Through my wolf's eyes, I gazed down at Moreau. I opened my mouth to speak, my wolf's voice came out, deep and dangerous. "You will not speak of her like that. She is mine, and she will be protected." I felt the energy of my wolf, pulsing, radiating. Everyone in the room visibly recoiled under his power.

Moreau was clearly taken aback by our response. He looked at me with a mix of fear and anger in his eyes.

"You defy the council openly now, Viggo?” He didn’t bother to hide the rage in his voice.

“Yes.” I replied sharply.

He shook his head. “You risk too much for her. Good thing what you alone declare means nothing. The terms of her original sentence we be fulfilled unless the council says otherwise.

Moreau looked around, seeking support from the other council members, but they avoided his gaze.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my wolf down and regain control of my human self. "Then convene the council, all fifty Alphas, and let everyone decide."

Moreau's expression hardened. "As you know, convening the entire council takes six months to a year." His beady eyes bore into mine, trying to intimidate me.

I nodded. "Do it." I knew more than half the council would be on my side. He did too.

Moreau's face twisted in anger as he sneered at me.

"Fine," he spat out. "It will be costly, and you'll carry the cost, every cent of it. As treasurer, I have the right to withhold funds from your pack until after we've met and determined what you disobedience cost us."

Despite the fact that the monthly stipend I received from the council was needed, I held my ground. Moreau smirked, thinking he had won, but I had a trick up my sleeve.

"I understand, and I will accept the consequences of my decision. But as the Alpha of my pack, I also have rights. I have the right to withdraw my wolves from your employ. Now they'll be needed here to contribute. I had been considering expanding my construction endeavors in a year or so but never took the time out to do so, but now that you've forced my hand..." I trailed off. The implication of my words hung heavy in the air.

I pointedly glanced down at Moreau's expensive bespoke suit, which cost more than what most of my men earned in a month. His shoes alone cost more than what he paid them in three. Then I let my eyes wander up to meet his, I could see the light bulb turning on in his head. My pack walking' off his boats would be a major financial hit for the Alpha council and his fishing charter.

Uncertainty clouded his eyes, but I knew he wouldn't back down to save face.

Abruptly, he rose to his feet. "Be very clear," he spat out. "I will inform the council of the fact that you chose your abomination over your pack. Your weakness will not go unpunished."

With that, he stormed out of the room, his entourage trailing behind him.

As the door slammed shut, I let out a long breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. Turning to my closest Secko and Hawk, I said, "Prepare for backlash. Moreau won’t let this go easily. We need to be ready for whatever comes next." I said sounding calmer than I felt. My vision was red and my body was tensed, my muscles coiling like a spring ready to snap. My wolf urged me to pursue Moreau and tear him to shreds.

I took a step towards the door. My fangs extending further, the bones in my finger cracking.” If you let me kill him now, I won’t have to later.” My wolf urged.

Hawk stepped in front of me, Seko behind him, blocking me. The wolf wanted to take his anger out on them for getting in his way. His blood thirst made my skin feel too tight.

He took over and took a menacing step towards the door before I gained control again.

Hawk rolled his shoulders and cracked his neck. Ready to restrain me if needed. "You need to calm your wolf, Viggo. Think of the pack, Moreau is baiting you. If you"

Whatever else he was about to say was cut off. “They’re gone.” One of the guards spoke through our link, letting us know Moreau and his flunkies had left the compound.

Without another word both Seko and Hawk turned and left the room.

I followed them out of the door, shutting down our pack link, and severing our connections. My wolf took over, and I shifted as soon as my feet hit the ground.

I ran towards the back of the compound, where Noir was being held. The makeshift prison was a small, windowless room that smelled of dampness and decay. The walls were made of rough-hewn stone. It was a throwback to my ancestors. The council knew nothing of it. Which was why she had been hidden her there. The drugs she had been injected with would soon be wearing off. She’d been out for nearly forty-eight hours.

My heart was pounding in my chest as I approached the door. I could hear Noir's labored breathing from the other side. The rusted hinges groaned as I pushed it open.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself down before entering. My eyes took a moment to adjust to the darkness of the room. She lay motionless on a small cot in the corner, her chest rising and falling with shallow, labored breaths. She was naked. I could see her skin was covered in bruises and scars, mud, and leaves. Her hair was matted with sweat. My wolf growled softly angered by the damage Hawk and Secko had done. The scent clung to her skin.

I had to remind myself and the wolf that we were the ones who sent them after her.

Kneeling beside the cot, I reached out and carefully, I brushed a tangled lock of hair from her forehead. She was still so beautiful. Without thought, I picked her up, cradling her in my arms, skin to skin. Mine warming hers. I carried her out into the cool night air. The moon was full and bright, casting a silver light over everything.

I made my way to my house, which was located at the opposite edge of the compound. It was a two-story ranch house with a wraparound porch I’d moved into after my father had died. I kicked open the door and walked her straight to the shower. If I didn’t get the other two men's scent off her — I might do something I’d regret.

I gently laid Noir down on the tiled floor. I stood and turned on the shower. The water came down like rainfall. I let it run until it was hot then picked her up again and stepped into the spray. The warm water washed away the grime and filth. I lathered her up with soap. Holding her calmed my wolf. I stood there until the water turned cold, even then I held her for a bit longer knowing when she woke up, nothing would be easy. It never had been with her.

Noir hadn’t wanted anything to do with me or the pack since the day my father brought her home. She despised us for what we were and challenged every aspect of our society.

We were taught to see people like her—half-human, half-wolf—as abominations.. That caused a lot of tension between her and the pack, especially since she blamed us for her parents' murder. She’d hurl insults like "beasts," "dogs," and "savages" our way at the slightest provocation. The pack already didn’t want her here. Her time with us had been explosive.

I didn’t care about who her parents were. What bothered me was from the moment she arrived — I knew who she was my mate, but she looked at me with the same disdain in her eyes that she held for every other lupine but my father. I couldn't help but feel the same for her. Not because of who she was, but because she couldn't see who I was to her.

My wolf on the other hand developed a deep hatred toward her. She was frightened of him when I shifted and because she had not been born with a wolf. He could only talk to and mate with her through me. Sometimes he’d take over just to hurt her. A part of me liked seeing her browbeaten and cowering. But all that did was make her hate us more.

Stepping out of the tub I dried her off, then I tucked her into my bed and sat beside her. Her face was peaceful, free from the anger and resentment she usually wore like a mask. I sat there for hours watching her sleep. After the sun rose, I kissed her forehead gently before leaving the room, going in search of Secko and Hawk. I knew Moreau was going to be a problem. I needed my right and left hand ready.


Episode three

Fuck you Viggo and your little wolf too.

Light crept into my vision. I pried open my eyelids as a wave of unwelcome awareness washed over me. I immediately I knew Viggo was nearby. I felt the invisible connection that bound me to him crawling under my flesh. It was like there was a hot wire attached to my skin and his. It forced me to feel every breath he took. It synchronized the thumping of our heartbeats.

His nearness caused a slow pulsing ache between my legs that spread like energy through my veins, reviving my heavy limbs. Beads of sweat formed on my forehead and trickled down my face. My jaw constricted. Gasping for air my hand flew to my throat. Trying to massage away the lump that was forming there did nothing. I felt like I would suffocate. I attempted to sit up in the bed where I had been placed, but my body refused to obey.

I hated the way that my entire being was instinctively and violently reacting to the proximity of him. I hated how I suddenly felt that I would die without him when I wanted nothing to do with him. I closed my eyes and tried to fight off the effects of the mating call by focusing on only being human.

Humans were not deprived of their will by instinctual desires and supernatural urges.

Humans could choose their fate.

Dots danced behind my eyes, a consequence of trying to force my body to defy nature. Resisting felt like having your soul torn away. I knew that even distance didn’t rid you of the pain, only lessened it. Every day of the nearly six years I’d been gone, I felt him, like a buzz against my skin, but it was nothing like what I was feeling now.

Suddenly a sharp pain wracked my body. I gasped, drawing in a deep, ragged breath that only intensified my agony. The scent of musk and fresh cut lumber slammed against my brain. My eyes flew open and landed on him without any direction from me.

He was standing across the room, intently watching me. The room felt smaller with him in it, the air thicker. I let my eyes travel down his huge bare chest to his jean-covered muscled thighs, then to his bare feet, then made my way back up to his face. He had grown twice in size since I’d left.

His features were carefully placid, though I could feel his anger rolling off him, thickening the air. The power he possessed vibrated against my skin, triggering a baser part of me to recognize him as my mate. The urge to prostrate myself at his feet and beg for forgiveness gnawed at me. I gnashed my teeth together. I refused to be reduced to a mere puppet under his control. I shook my head, pressing my thighs together to stave off the ache, I gained a bit of composure.

He saw my resistance. A low, deep snarl slipped from between his full lips. His displeasure felt like a slap in the face. I raised my head in defiance. Our eyes connected, and just like that, his dark green orbs robbed me of my restraint, my sanity.

Fangs I hadn’t had a second before, exploded through my gums. They ached to sink into him. I balled my fist and slowed my breathing, resisting the pull. It lasted only a few seconds before I was ready to crawl out of my own skin.

Before I even realized what I was doing, I was up on my bare feet, hurtling toward him at full speed. The pull was magnetic, irresistible. This feeling of being out of control of my own body, of my very being, was the reason I ran away. I didn't want to be governed by anyone or anything—not by man, wolf, nature, or destiny.

Dead silent, Viggo stood, unmoving, watching me, not reacting at all to me charging him like a rabid dog. A mere few inches away, I impatiently lunged for him. Jerked short, my neck snapped backward and my body followed. My ass hit the wooden floor I used to polish twice a day, sending a jolt of pain up my spine.

Dazed, I heard a rattling noise and looked down. Silver chains glinted against my dark skin. My wrists were chained, the metal biting into my flesh. My anger was immediate and fierce, overriding the lust that had me seconds earlier ready to fuck the being I hated most in the world.

I struggled against my restraints, flailing, and snatching, the chains clinking with each movement. But it was no use. The bindings were too tight, too strong. I was trapped, at his mercy.

I caught my reflection in the mirror to the right of me. I looked crazed. Like a human who had been pushed to the brink. My eyes were wild, and darting. I was still naked like the night I was chased, but blood and dirt had been cleaned from my thick, dark brown body. Someone had tried to wash my long, kinky hair but had failed to comb it. It was a matted mess, hanging around my shoulders instead of the middle of my back. My usually heart-shaped face was swollen round and bruised. And now, after years of being content, there was a type of sadness in my eyes I thought I'd never see again.

I'd been in this position before. Naked and chained. The night I was supposed to die. The night I found out Viggo was my mate. The night he told me I would be no more than his breeder, kept alive to give him an heir. I didn't want to give birth to his spawn then or now. But I did want him to ram his dick in and out of me until the urge be touched and fuck dissipated.

As I prepared to demand my release, I was silenced by the sudden shift in his eyes. The vibrant green hue transformed into a threatening pale yellow. Viggo was no longer in charge. His wolf’s presence sucked the warmth out of the air. A demand of any kind would be a challenge to him. Alpha powers held no sway over me. He couldn't compel me to submit. If I did provoke him, he would use physical force to make me. I was not foolish enough to think I would win that fight. Viggo’s wolf was vision. Cold sweat trickled down my spine. Every fiber of my being screamed to stay still, to not draw his anger. Instinctively, I positioned myself on all fours, lowered my gaze, and bowed my head.

The worn floorboards groaned under the weight of his feet as he covered the distance between us. He circled me slowly, a predator savoring the hunt.

His body thudded to the ground behind me. He nuzzled his face into my pussy, rocking me forward. A sharp inhale slipped past my pursed lips. I kept my eyes fixed on the ground, resisting the urge to look behind me. I didn't need him shifting and mounting me right then and there.

He sniffed me, as if he was trying to catch a scent pf another before crawling around my body. His large hand cupped my chin. His sharp, elongated nails bit into my skin.

“Look at me.” He growled in a low and rough voice, then forced my face to his. A cruel smile firmly curved his full lips. There was something seething beneath his skin. I knew he hated me. Only could stand me because I was his mate and he couldn’t fight that.

"Welcome back, Halfy."

Anger surged through me, wiping away any thoughts of self-preservation. I despised that name, and the wolf knew it well. The disdain behind it and words like "abomination, Impure, half breed and mongrel" had driven those who killed my parents.

Yanking myself free from the wolfs grip, I reared back and slammed the metal cuff that restrained my right arm against his face, where his snout would have been, the scent of blood filled the air. I spun and struck him again, harder this time, though it was still not with enough force to take him down.

He retaliated, moving so fast I didn’t register it. One hand nearly the size of my head, big and wide, easily wrapped around my neck. My feet kicked in the air as he lifted my five-foot-ten frame effortlessly until we were eye to eye at his height of six feet seven inches.

He tossed my wild hair out of my face. I struggled to breathe, forcing breaths through my nose. He brought his face close to mine, his hot breath a whisper against my cheek. He lovingly ran his nose up and down my neck.

"I hope this hurts. You deserve everything I'm going to let him do to you." Viggo spoke from inside himself, his voice filled with malice.

My chains were snapped.

Before I could process being free or even comprehend what Viggo had meant, I was thrown back onto the bed. Viggo pressed all of his weight into me, keeping me pent to the mattress/ Searing pain exploded in my neck. Every part of my body that had been bruised or hurt during my capture lit up like a matchstick. A raw scream escaped my throat, leaving it bruised.

I fought wildly, thrashing violent in an attempt to break free, but it was no use. I was trapped. Completely at his mercy. To make matters worse, out of nowhere pain turned to pleasure. The variation startled the fight of out me. Even the thought of fighting dissipated like dust in the wind.

I went limp in his arms, falling into a vortex of hunger, need, and want. My pussy warmed and grew wetter. I could feel my juices leaking onto my thighs. Whimpering I arched into him, grabbed a fist full of his hair, and tried to pull him closer.

Despite the overwhelming sensations my body was feeling, my mind was able to process his actions. He was starting the mating process but going backward, connecting us mentally through his bite before we came together sexually. Now if I ran, he would always be able to find me. Only death could sever the mating bond. I didn't know how it all worked, but it, whatever connected us, I could feel moving through my veins like venom.

"Please, let me go," I tried pleading, but my words came out jumbled. I felt as if I had been drugged. Everything seemed to be happening at a distance. Sounds were muffled, and my thoughts were sluggish as if being strained through molasses.

My limbs felt heavy and unresponsive. After what felt like forever, he snatched away, and the howls that followed sent chills up my spine. I had heard them before, on the night wolves found their mate. Those howls signified the beginning of my worst nightmare. The actual mating would come next. Most female wolves became pregnant on their mating night.

I thought the shame of having to drag me back against my will would keep Viggo and the wolf away for a while, giving me enough time to plan how to run away again before being truly tethered. I was wrong.

My eyes connected with Viggo’s. I could barely keep them open.

His eyes were glazed over, each a different color. His wolf and him were sharing my humbling experience. "Mine," they growled, practically drooling as they ran a hand down my belly and back up, stopping at my breast. "You’re already so perfect. I can't wait to see what changes your body makes when I fill it with my cubs," the wolf said possessively, while the tips of his long, sharp fingernails circled my areolas, drawing blood. The cuts healed almost instantly, unlike before. One of the few advantages of being bitten was gaining some of my mate's power and abilities.

He bent his head, using his tongue to clean away the blood that had been left behind before sucking my nipple into his mouth. He suckled at it, then pulled back, raising his hand, and bringing it down onto my large breast. I cried out, not in pain, but in pleasure. The sting sent a pleasing shock straight to my pussy, leaving me shaking and trembling in his arms. I sucked air through my teeth as my entire body vibrated.

I became angry at myself because I didn't want to like it, but I did. I wanted him to do the same to my other breast. When he raised his hand again to do just that, with what little energy I could muster, I snatched myself in the opposite direction of his body. I knew I wasn't getting away in my condition, but it was better than giving up and letting him have his way with me.

My body vaulted from the bed towards the floor. Viggo reached down and wrapped his huge arm around me, snatching me into his grip before I could hit the ground.

"Give up. You’ve been caught. Now it’s time to pay penance." The wolf and man spoke in unison, their voices blending.

"Fuck you, Viggo and your fucking rabid puppy too," I hissed back, ever defiant.

His wolf let out a sardonic chuckle before he violently hurled me through the air. I landed with a thud over his shoulder. He strode towards the door with me slung over his back like a sack of potatoes, my head in his stomach.

I remained still. The effects of whatever was in his bite were wearing off. I could feel myself returning to normal. No, not normal. I felt more powerful. I wanted to laugh at the irony. His biting me had probably given me the ability to fight harder when I tried to escape again. He pulled the front door open so hard I heard the hinges crack.

My nose burned because of my newly given senses. I could pick up the scent of every male that had gathered outside. There were at least seventy-five of them, about fifty less than when I left.

Outside, the sun was setting and casting a warm glow over the ground. All the male wolves gathered in a circle, old and young and those in between, all in human form. I was grateful they hadn’t shifted. They all looked like the monsters who came for my parents then.

All their eyes were fixed on me, their expressions were  a mix of weariness disdain. The feeling was mutual.

In the middle of the gathering was a wooden contraption where my wrists and ankles could be restrained, and my body would be exposed and vulnerable. I knew they had built it just for me. Usually, mating was voluntary. Hawk and Seko stood on either side, their faces neutral.

Viggo must have spoken to his pack through their link because they all howled, even the women from inside their homes. Only men attended the mating ritual. It was a claiming, proof to other male wolves that you were off-limits. I plotted while they celebrated. I refused to be reduced to nothing more than a possession. Besides, I wanted nothing to do with the Lupine community ever again after what happened to my parents.

As soon as Viggo dropped me to the ground, I reacted. I swung my leg out in a swift, fluid motion, sweeping his feet. I was up and mobile before he hit the ground. I pushed off my right foot and launched myself toward the woods. I immediately could tell that I was at least five times faster than I had been the night Seko and Hawk came. I did the same as I'd done on that night. I closed my eyes and called my ancestors. I felt them answer, the connection deeper than before as if they had actually come into me. My speed increased two-fold. Every step was a blur of motion, the wood and leaves crunching under my feet as I raced toward freedom.

Two or three miles flew by in no time, but my body was not yet accustomed to the incredible speed I was now capable of, I stumbled. I wanted to scream and kick my own ass, as I pitched forward but caught myself, jumping to my feet. Before I could run again, I was caught by Viggo from behind. He lifted me and slammed me to the ground. My back hit the hard earth. The impact was jarring, knocking the wind out of me. For a moment, I lay there, stunned, and disoriented, trying to catch my breath. Viggo loomed over me, his eyes blazing with anger. I dropped my head to the ground and closed my eyes.


Episode four

When the wolf takes over, things get done!!

“You fucking treacherous bitch, you’ll always run, won’t you?” Viggo snarled at me.

“Yes.”  Despite the pain throbbing through my body, I pushed myself up onto my feet with a fierce growl. Utilizing my newfound abilities, I landed a powerful kick directly into Viggo’s chest, sending him tumbling to the ground with a force that shook the earth beneath us. He didn’t stay down for long. He quickly got back up, glaring at me with fury.

I had been training to fight since I was a child, but I had never had the power to make it hurt someone as powerful as Viggo. Now that I did, I planned to put it to good use.

With fluid grace and blinding speed, I struck him with a flurry of punches and kicks all over his upper body, breaking bones as I went. I managed to dodge his frenzied retaliation, keeping enough distance between us to avoid being grabbed.

Suddenly, Seko and Hawk appeared out of nowhere, flanking me and preparing to pounce on me.

"Don't" Viggo’s wolf growled at them, commanding them to stand down, and they obediently backed off. "Don't either of you fucking touch her.”

Viggo lunged toward me and grabbed me in a bear hug. I did the only thing I could do to get free. I sunk my newly acquired fangs into his shoulder, tearing at the flesh. His roar in pain caused my ears to ring. He flung me off him. I went sailing through the air, bracing myself for impact, but somehow, I landed on my feet.

With every muscle in my body coiled I charged toward him again, extending my claws for the first time ever. I swiped at Viggo twice with them, leaving bloody claw marks across his chest in my wake.

Viggo’s wolf spoke through him, his voice deep and violent. “I’m tired of this bitch,” he snarled, transforming Viggo’s hand. With one swift swing, his paw connected with my face. Bones were crushed and I felt like my neck had separated from my body.

“Grab her arms,” the wolf, now in human form, growled at Seko and Hawk. They immediately sprang forward to obey their alpha. Hawk took control of my left arm and Seko taking my right. The wolf went to his knees between my thighs, holding one of my legs over his shoulder, effectively restraining me. Them restraining me was not needed, I was paralyzed.

The wolf used his free hand to unzip and unbutton his pants, pushing them down his thigh to reveal his thick, heavy-veined dick.

“Each one of you suck on a breast. I need her wet,” he instructed Seko and Hawk.

This was not unusual, unmated wolves participated in group sex all the time. To my surprise, I could actually feel the action of Seko licking my nipple, softly. Hawk pulled the other into his mouth, sucking hard. I guess Viggo’s wolf knew whatever harm he had done to me wouldn’t last long. I could feel, but I still couldn’t move. I figure he had broken my spine and they were slowly repairing themselves. My nerve endings were going haywire and had pricks of both pleasure and pain exploding all over my body, even the tips of my fingers hurt.

Three of Viggo’s fingers were forced into my drenched pussy. I felt my body attempt to jolt forward in reaction but I didn’t actually move. Viggo’s finger fucked me, while Hawk and Secko roughly played with my breast. They alternated between sucking and pinching my nipples. Every time I tried to disconnect from what was happening, I was drawn back in by a new sensation. Secko’s sharp teeth scraped my neck, he sucked and nipped at the flesh there before trailing his tongue back down to my breast.

Viggo’s fingers on his right hand moved in and out of me at a steady pace as he raised his left and brought down on my pussy. To my horror, my pussy gushed, soaking his hand.

“It’s so easy to make your cunt sloppy wet, little bunny,” He taunted me. In the same instance, he circled my clit with his thumb, tremors followed. I couldn’t think clearly enough to insult him back or even be mad. I swayed my head from side to side. I was about to cum. My eyes rolled into the back of my head and my stomach clenched. Without warning all three of them stopped what they were doing. My orgasm was snatched away.

My eyes fluttered open. I chewed at the inside of my cheek to keep from begging them to continue what they were doing. There was an expression on Viggo’s face that I didn't quite know how to read. For the first time ever, I wished I could link with him. I jumped when he ran his entire hand through the fold of my pussy and then used it to lube his dick. I watched in morbid fascination as he fisted himself. His hand worked over the length of it, slowly from root to tip.

Then over and over again, he violently stroked his dick fast and hard, grimacing, and growling until cum trickled out of his tip. He caught most of it in his hand. He let my leg go, crawled over me, and laid on top of me, using his weight to hold me in place. His hard dick pressed into my soft flesh belly. Hawk and Seko withdrew from us. I heard them shift, then leaves rustled as they ran towards home in wolf form.

Leaning forward, Viggo’s wolf ordered me  “Open your mouth.”

My lips pulled together and my spine straightened as I shook my head “no.” I had no idea what he was going to do, but I knew wanted no part of it. He reached up and grabbed a handful of my hair, wrapping it in his fist. My scalp burned from his tugging, feeling as if it would rip out my roots, but even through the pain, I kept my mouth closed. He growled in frustration, his lips twisting into a sneer.

Letting go of my hair, he brought his face down, his nose nearly touching mine. “Open your fucking mouth, or do you want me to shift and make you open your fucking mouth?” His voice was wild and feral, frightening my bravado right out of me.

I shook my head frantically, but he didn't give me a chance to obey. He reached up, gripped my face in one large hand, and squeezed until my mouth popped opened. “This will bring back and magnify the heat you were feeling earlier,” he volunteered.

I gagged on his cum drenched fingers, but my body reacted immediately. My heart rate spiked to dangerous levels, my throat went dry. A flame ignited in my belly and spread to my pussy. The heat I felt earlier that day had easily been overridden by adrenaline and anger. It was nothing compared to what I was feeling now. The ache hurt, worse than being thrown into the tree had. I writhed under him, unable to control the overwhelming desire that was consuming me. My mouth watered with anticipation.

I became delirious so quickly that it seemed as if hours had passed but only seconds had ticked by. Then, the sound of wolves running in our direction drowned out my begging him to fuck me. Their snarls, growls and panting filled the air. My pussy pulsed to the rhythm of their paws hitting the ground in unison, like a thousand drums beating at once.

It wasn’t long before I saw them. They circled us. Viggo’s wolf took my body and flipped me onto my stomach. He tugged at my legs and straightened my arms, forcing me onto all fours. His claws pricked at the skin on my waist as he held me upward while bending into me, his chest covering my back. He smashed my face into the wet dirt. I was too far gone to care. I pushed my ass out for him.

He howled. “Tonight we shall follow in the traditions of our forefathers. She ran. I caught her, now I will rut her until she is so full of my see it drips from her pussy.

The bulbous head of his dick burned as he started to enter me, stretching me beyond capacity. I tried to move away from the pain. He pulled out giving me a reprieve, just long enough to adjust his hold on me. Digging his claws into my shoulder, nearly tearing through my skin, he held me in place. Then in one forceful thrust, he entered me.

"Mine. He growled.

A choked noise ripped from my throat. My fingers dug into the earth, grabbing for something to hold onto. If I hadn’t been wet he would have ripped my virgin pussy open.  It hurt, I had never been penetrated with more than fingers and a tongue,

Giving me no time to adjust he started moving, slamming his hips forward, stabbing into me. The claim was raw, punishing, and vicious, but even in pain my body wanted what he was doing to me.

He snaked his arm under me to rub my clit. I knew it was him because some of the thickness in his dick receded when his wolf let him take over. I could finally feel the relief my body needed edging forward.

Moving with him, I rose to my elbows. I clutched both of my breasts with my dirty hands and toyed with nipples until something inside me began twisting tight, getting tighter and tighter until I exploded. Viggo's strokes became erratic. I slumped forward to the ground, my face in the dirt again. I didn't have the energy to move, but my pussy instinctively tightened around his dick, milking him. The sound of flesh smacking against flesh mixed in with the snarls and growls from the wolves encouraging him. He came inside me howling and held me until he filled me with his seed, then he rolled off of me. His pack made a thunderous retreat immediately after. I hated Viggo and his wolf more than ever now. I felt shame. I had betrayed my parents.

Viggo pushed up from the ground and reached for me. I snatched away. "Go away," I whined, sounding like a child.

“Please, Noir. We’re mated now.”

Viggo's wolf chimed in. "Why are you begging her? Make her do what you want."

"Go play fetch with your dog, Viggo, so you both can leave me the fuck alone," I spat, regretting the words as soon as they left my mouth. A sense of foreboding settled in the pit of my stomach as the air became static.

I turned onto my back just in time to watch Viggo shift. His wolf was pure white and twice the size of his human form. He was terrifying to see up close. A wave of fear washed over me, turning my blood cold.

Before I could react, Viggo's wolf lunged at me, its powerful jaws clamping down on my shoulder. I was helpless as he lifted me off the ground and stood on his hind legs making him nearly eight feet tall. Then with restraint or care,  he threw me at least another five feet into the air.

He caught me by my arm when I came down and shook me like a rag doll. Then he just let go and allowed me to crash to the ground. I hit the ground with a thud. My vision went blurry, and my head pounded against my skull. I felt as if I was being pulled underwater. Just before I blacked out, I saw something move in the shadows of the forest.

When I focused past the pain, I could make out Ivanka's face. She was Viggo's mate, the Luna to his pack, and the she-wolf who had replaced me. She didn't look so happy to see me, which was to be expected. She couldn’t continue occupying my space when I was being forced into it.

Her cold, angry gaze stayed fixed on me was the last thing I saw before I lost full consciousness.


Episode five

Beep. Beep. We’re going back in time. 6 years ago.

The drive back home after avenging my parents was a blur of endless cars and trees, and fleeting thoughts. I waited for the moment I would feel remorseful, guilt, or at least regretful for what I had done to come. It never did. I felt nothing when I did and I felt nothing when I pulled into the driveway of the house I'd called home for ten years. My headlights cast long dancing shadows on the walls inside and outside of the house making it look haunted.

Through the bay window, I could see Eric pacing back and forth in the dimly lit living room.

He hadn't noticed me when I drove up, so the shock on his face when he saw me entering the house turned his ocean-blue eyes almost navy. Piercing me with his angry gaze, he spoke in a low, tone. "I can't believe you came back here, Noir. They're going to kill you for what you've done."

He seemed genuinely terrified for me and I wished I could change that, make him feel as numb as I was. Eric had been the only wolf that had been good to me, wholly over the years. I could see why my father considered him a friend.

I met his gaze. "I'm not scared of death, Eric. Nor am I interested in running from the council all my life." I shrugged.

His long legs ate up the space between us in no time. He grabbed my wrist and started dragging me back out the door. Struggling to get him off me was useless, he was too strong.

"This is stupid. Your parents wouldn't want you dead. Get in the car, drive, and don't look back. You have enough money in your account to start over," he said, referring to the money my parents had left me. "Don't look back." He shook me, as it would knock some sense loose in me.

I wasn't going anywhere. If I ran, it would seem as if I were ashamed of what I had done or was a coward. Neither was true. Before I had the chance to tell him that, out of my periphery, I watched Viggo charge towards us, his eyes locked on me. The anger and possessiveness in his gaze had me frozen in confusion.

"Mine. Don't touch her," he growled fiercely, snarling at his father. When he reached us, without warning, he pushed me to the ground. Then he lunged for his own father. Both men transformed in mid-air, two wolves slammed together with such an intense ferocity that you'd think they were strangers. the sight sent shivers down my spine. Their snarls and growls filled the air. The sound of them tearing at each other triggered memories of the night my parents died. My heart pounded in my ears. I was terrified. I kept telling myself to walk, run, or even crawl away from it all, but I couldn't.

I sat on the ground paralyzed, with what Viggo had said replaying in my head over and over. Mine?

Me?

Viggo as a full wolf would have known long before me. I tried to remember feeling anything but disgust or contempt for him.

Sometimes I would catch myself looking at him when no one was watching.

The night he tied me to the bed flashed in my head. I'd go to my grave before I said it out loud, but I liked it. Had he been claiming me?

So he knew and still had been cruel to me?

It was too much to fathom that I had been cursed with him as a mate.

My mind was battered with questions and memories of my past incidents and encounters with Viggo until the sound of footsteps and hushed whispers, slowly brought me back to reality. I focused my vision enough to see that the entire compound had gathered around me, their faces twisted in horror as they stared at the scene in front of them. Me, lying on the ground. The current and future alpha fighting trying to rip each other heads off.

Everyone was trying to find out what was going on, then someone mentioned what I'd done to the other pack. Then everybody started outright accusing me of being the reason Viggo was attacking his father without any other details.

"Witch." Someone yelled, accusing me.

Nearly everybody believed it. Tension and fear directed at me thickened the night air.

I tried to reason with them, telling them that I had nothing to do with Viggo's actions, but they wouldn't listen. They had always hated me, and now they had an excuse to hurt or kill me. Because violence was their nature. I knew one day they'd turn on me.

They started transforming, their wolves stalking towards me, circling around me, their eyes glowing in the dark.

On instinct, I stopped breathing and tried to make myself small. They started swiping at me, leaving claw marks on my skin, hissing, and howling at me. Then one of them hit me hard from behind. The sharp blow to the back of my head, caused my eyes to cross. My blood scented the air as my vision went black.

When I awoke, I was naked, cold, and chained in the meeting hall. Too weak to stay lucid for too long, I heard only snatches of what I knew were some of the Lupine council members, Viggo and Eric Fenris discussing me. Their different opinions, punishments, and accusations were being thrown around like weapons.

"You two nearly killed each other over her." One member said.

"Make her your breeder." Another suggested

"Kill her and be done with it." And another added their two cents.

"My daughter will never have a mate." He was the loudest.

The next time I came to, I found a pair of ice-blue eyes staring down at me.

"Ivanka, what are--" Raising her hand, she clamped it over my mouth, shushing me.

"Be quiet, the council decided what to do with you, well, us," she whispered. "I'll be named Viggo's new Luna, you'll breed our babies, his heir. Viggo was so angry after fighting his father and finding out what you've done, he agreed. You've caused so much trouble even the alpha agreed."

I frowned, feeling a mix of confusion, betrayal, and disgust. Even Erik had agreed that I should be a cum dump for his son? Tears prickled behind my eyes, but I didn't let even one fall.

Ivanka transformed her hands and with a flick of her wrist, she snatched the chains from mine. Then she dropped a white nightgown in front of me and instructed me to put it on.

I didn’t even have to ask her why she was helping me. Ivanka was an orphan to the pack like me. In Russia, her pack and her mate had been hunted down and slaughtered by humans who discovered what they were. She had been the lone survivor. Her pretty long blonde hair, ice-blue eyes, and agile athletic body made her a favorite amongst our single male wolves when she arrived, but she only had eyes for Viggo. Of course, she didn't want me there, not when he’d still be connected to me. All I knew was that I didn't want to be anyone's breeder, and I didn't want to spend the rest of my life with a mate who hated me so she could have him.

Ivanka grabbed my hand and nearly dragged me out of the makeshift prison. I was surprised when we exited on the far side of the compound. I’d been living there for ten years and didn’t know the building I was held in was even there.

It was pitch black outside. She pulled me down to crouch low with her, she smelled like wild berries and gasoline, I remember thinking it odd. “Run two miles north to the human national park. No one will be able to track you there with all the different scents,” she instructed, then she was gone in the blink of an eye.

Fueled by fear and desperation, I immediately took off running north without thought. I had seen the breeder females on other compounds; they were constantly barefoot and pregnant, kept away from their children, and usually killed by their husbands Luna, or fake mate when she was no longer of any use. That was not the life for me. It was either freedom or death that night.

My heart pounded in my chest, and my legs ached with each stride I took as I ran through the dense forest, the air thick with the scent of pine and damp earth.

I didn’t know how far I had run or how far I had to go when I suddenly heard claws slamming against the earth. I could hear Viggo's voice in the distance, calling out my name.

I should have just kept running, but stupidly, I risked a glance over my shoulder and saw Viggo's wolf, flanked by Seko and Hawk, closing in on me. "Fuck," I cursed out loud and picked up my pace. Trees whipped past me in a blur of green and brown. Branches scratched at my arms and face. I could hear them gaining on me quickly. The ground was uneven beneath my bare feet, and it was in their favor. I fell. My face scrubbed the ground, burning away the skin. I turned, sitting up on my butt. Viggo transformed about thirty feet away from me.

"Don’t you dare run again." He growled.

"I don’t want to be here. Leave me alone," I yelled.

The wind picked up. Viggo's scent surrounded me and just like that, I felt it. The invisible pull that I heard mates talk about. It came out of nowhere. My gums ached, and my nipples hardened, the muscles in my stomach tensed. I watched his eyes grow wide. He felt it too. I wanted what I was feeling to stop. I wanted him to stop looking at me as if I were prey.

Without thinking, I threw my hand up, as if it would make things better. I prayed it would. Suddenly, I felt a surge of energy course through my body. Out of nowhere, a wall of fire erupted from the ground between me and Viggo, circling him, and his beta’s. The flames licked at the sky, illuminating the forest in a warm orange glow. I saw Viggo reach his arm through, saw him snatch it back. I felt a tingle of his pain as his howls filled the air. He should have been able to withstand fire.

I stared at the fire, then my hand. I searched my hand for burns, any sign that the fire had come from them, and found nothing. I didn't have time to dwell on it. The urge to go comfort Viggo was an itch under my skin that was getting more incessant. I knew the distance was the only remedy. I pushed myself up from the ground, turned, and ran as fast as I could in the opposite direction of Viggo. It took me running for nearly two hours before I came to any sort of civilization and to lessen the feeling of him under my skin.

A park ranger happened upon me, I had already healed from being struck and falling, but after inspecting my tattered, blood-stained gown, she insisted that I go to the hospital to be examined. At the hospital, I pretended not to know anything, not even my name. They sent a social worker who made it easy for me to disappear. When she asked me if I had been abused and needed to hide, I told her I had. She set me up with a  place to live. I stayed in a halfway house for abused women for two months before I had enough. It was the longest time I’d been around humans. They were almost as bad as Lupine.

Nobody, not even Eric Fenris, knew my human name—the one my parents had given me when we were in hiding. I had a birth certificate and social security card in that name. When I turned sixteen, I got my driver's license in that name too. Eric told me never to tell him. With that name, I could drive and have access to the money my parents left me. I searched the internet for a branch of my bank furthest away from Florida, and I ended up in Plainfield, Texas. Where I withdrew it all in cash.

After setting up online banking that couldn't be traced, I had the hundred and fifty thousand dollars split between two of those accounts. Then, I used the last cash I had and I bought a cabin in the backwoods of Louisiana and settled in. The swamp and storms made it nearly impossible for wolves to track me. I brewed and drank the formula my mother taught me to further hide myself.

I  made a couple of human friends, an older Black couple that treated me like one of their grandkids. Emmanuel who made me feel desirable and wanted. I opened my own business. I was happy for five years until I had a meeting in New Orleans, about an hour away from home. A child ran in front of a truck, and I was just fast enough to save her but not fast enough to avoid humans and their fucking phones. I ended up all over social media. I was naive enough to think a video away from home wouldn't be enough for Viggo or anyone else from my old life to find me. I was wrong. Not even a week later I woke up with Hawk and Seko in my house. I never did figure out whether I started that fire or if it was just a coincidence.


Episode six

This bitch is crazy.

"Ivanka." I whispered groggily. I could feel her in the room with me before I opened my eyes.

I twisted my lips and sighed. I knew I would have to deal with her eventually, I really didn’t feel like it, not less than twenty-four hours after Viggo’s wolf had used me like a chew toy. If it hadn’t hurt so much, I might have found the entire thing funny. I had told him to go play fetch, but not with whom or what.

Turning over onto my back, I found her lording over my bed. Her arms were crossed over her chest, wearing a long brown dress that made her pale skin look like glass. She was staring down at me with an expression that I couldn't decipher before she motioned for me to follow her. I sat up, pushed away my covers, and swung my legs over the side of the bed. The cool air of the room sent a shiver down my spine as I reluctantly followed her into the bathroom naked.

Leaving the lights off, she went around the large bathroom turning on the sink and shower faucets. Then took her place in front of me. We were standing titty to titty. I wanted to ask her to back off, but it seemed trivial at the moment. As the sound of the shower filled the room, I started talking before she could.

"I didn't want to come back here, Ivanka," I said, my voice rising. "They dragged me back, you know this."

She shushed me.

"Be quieter so they don’t hear you. You obviously wanted to be found, saving a fucking human kid?" Her Russian accent was heavy, which meant she was really mad. “Why? All they do is grow up and want to kill our kind, but then you are a part of them," she frowned in disgust.

I rolled my eyes but let the insult slide. I understand why she felt the way she did.

"What do you want from me, Ivanka?" I leaned against the bathroom sink, resting my head back on my neck and closing my eyes. I was exhausted.

"I want you to leave," she spat at me, her voice laced with anger.

"Okay, you’re the Luna, walk me out the front door, and I will." I snapped back, matching her aggressiveness.

Ivanka cursed in Russian. I think, it sounded like a curse word.

"You know very well Viggo wants you here or at least his wolf does. I don’t know why. You probably won't ever get pregnant and if you do, you’re too weak to have healthy cubs without it killing you. And since you can’t leave and I can’t walk you out of the door, I have to make them kill you."

The taste of blood bloomed in my mouth before I could even decipher her words. She had hit me with a closed fist. It felt like time had slowed down. She hit me again and before I could defend myself or block the next blow. She grabbed my face, digging into my eyes. My head flew backward, hitting the mirror behind me and shattering it.

"You crazy bitch!" I yelled, Instinctively swinging my arm, aiming for her upper body, but she easily dodged it. She countered with a swift kick to my side, knocking the wind out of me.

I gasped for air, trying to regain my composure. Ivanka didn't give me a chance to recover, though. She lunged at me, grabbed onto my hair, and pulled me downward. The sink came down with us, my back landing on top of the broken pieces. Adrenaline helped me ignore the pain as I swung my arms wildly trying to hit her anywhere I could. We rolled around the floor, knocking things down around us, then just like that, Ivanka jumped up. I watched her slam her head against the bathroom wall before running out. I got up, struggling to not pass out from the dizziness, and followed behind her.

“What is going on in here?” The lights in the room clicked on.

Ivanka didn't hesitate to respond, she ran into a naked Viggo’s arms, damn near knocking him over.

I got a good look at her in the light.

Her blonde hair was all over the place. There was a slowly healing gash on her forehead. The brown dress she was wearing was torn nearly to shreds, hanging off her shoulder. I knew I hadn’t done any of that damage.

"Noir attacked me," she yelled, her voice cold and calculating.

"No, I didn't. I was just defending myself.” I rebutted, drawing Viggo's attention. His eyes scrutinized me.

"No, she wasn’t. She just attacked me for nothing when I brought her food. Ask Sarah." Ivanka screamed hysterically.

Who in the fuck was Sarah?

“I saw it all." She attacked Luna. “

My head snatched in the direction of the voice. In the corner on the other side of the door was one of the mousy young she-wolves holding a tray of food.

Where in the fuck had she come from?

My mouth opened, and my lips moved, but no words would come out.

Ivanka sniveled. “She doesn’t want to be here and she’ll hurt all of us until you let her go.”

I felt my heart sink. She sounded as if she was telling the truth. But none of this even made any sense. She got up out of their bed to bring me food I didn't ask for— in the middle of the night?

I knew that I had to speak up, but I was struggling to find the right words because what the fuck had just happened? I forced myself to say anything.

“She’s lying. She attacked me like a rabid dog.”

Viggo’s eyes narrowed.

I quickly realized my mistake, rabid dog was a bad metaphor. I wanted to throw my hands up and go back to fucking sleep.

“Watch your fucking mouth." He growled. " Same old Noir. You never had any respect for my pack but you will learn to. If you don’t want to eat, fine. Don’t eat, but If you attack any more of my people, I will let the council do what they please with you.”

I stood there, stunned by Viggo's words. I couldn't believe he was actually believing Ivanka's lies and throwing past bullshit in my face.

“Was your pack ever kind to me?” I retaliated.

“My father was kind to you. You ran and never looked back. You haven’t even asked what happened to him since you’ve been back."

I gave him a bitter chuckle. He had no idea what he was talking about.

“I asked you was your pack ever kind to me. No. Hell, your people as a whole have been a fucking nightmare where I'm concerned." I shook my head. He had a lot of audacity.

"But, you’re right, your father was kind to me, that’s why I spoke to him monthly.” I threw in his face knowing it would hurt him. “I called him the day before he died.” Eric had always been a fan of country music, he decided to treat himself on his birthday to a night out at a concert and some nut had shot up the arena. He was a werewolf, not immortal or bulletproof. He couldn’t heal fast enough after sustaining five shots to the chest. I had been watching the  News when I heard about the hero who died saving hundreds by taking down the gunman. To see Eric Fenris's picture flash across the screen was heartbreaking. It felt like losing a parent all over again.

As Ivanka and Viggo's faces registered shock, I fought back a smirk, not wanting to seem too pleased with myself and escalate the situation.

Viggo tapped his finger on his thighs as if trying to drum up a memory. “It was you he’d sneak off and talk to?”

Feeling smug, I rolled my neck and tilted my head. ‘” Every month. He sent me presents on my birthday too. Tweedledee and Tweedledum burned down my house and the birthday cards he sent me in it.” He never had my actual address. I had a PO Box in New Orleans that I sent someone else to check for me. I didn’t really worry about Eric showing up there, we had an understanding. One day I was supposed to return to pack life of my own free will and stay long enough to make sure he had an heir..  I wouldn’t tell Viggo that though. I just stared at him and enjoyed the devastated look on his face.

Narrowing his eyes at me, he gave me a look that the devil would envy before he stormed out of the room with Ivanka on his trail, leaving Sarah's lying ass in the room with me. I flicked my gaze in her direction, narrowing my eyes. “Go,” I growled, sounding unlike myself. She scurried from the room without looking back. I headed to the bathroom to clean myself up. These beatings you're taking are going to have to stop. I thought to myself. I flipped on all the lights in the bathroom and stood in front of the cracked mirror, examining my face when the words Ivanka had said came back to me. “She is setting me up to have me killed?" I muttered to myself, feeling a sense of dread wash over me. I needed to get the hell away from them all before she succeeded.


Episode seven

Now her feelings are hurt…

"Run," Viggo's wolf screamed at me so loud his voice echoed.

I could barely breathe, doubled over with my hands on my knees, my chest rising and falling rapidly. Sweat dripped down my brow as my gaze remained fixed on the ground.

I was being tortured because of Ivanka and I hadn't even done anything. Copious amounts of my tormentor's seed dried on my thighs outside Viggo's pack house. I struggled to recover from the latest round of the wolf's twisted game of hide-seek-find and fuck. This was the tenth day in a row he had forced me to play. He'd chase me, and when he caught me, he would roughly fuck me on the damp ground in the woods. It had been hours since it started, and there was no end in sight.

The only reason I had participated was because of the wolf's pure lack of concern for my life frightened me. The memory of him throwing me in the air like a ragdoll left me dreading what he might actually do if I truly angered him.

And Viggo wouldn’t help me. After the revelation about me and his father, he hadn't interacted with me at all.

"Run now," the wolf leaned down and growled directly in my ear.

I shrugged him off. “No. I can’t. I’m too tired," I tried to reason.

Wrapping my locs around his fist, he tugged, not enough to pull out my hair, but my scalp burned as he forced me to look up at him. His body vibrated with anger, his eyes were full of fire, and his mouth was twisted in a scowl. He hated it when I said no.

“You’ll do as I say," he growled.

“No.” My own ears rang from the volume of my voice.

His grip on my hair tightened. “You said you’d never stop running, so run," he snarled, transforming just enough so I could see his wolfish features, threatening to shift again. Too bad for him, the more he used his wolf form to threaten me, the less scary it got.

“Fine,” In a burst of anger, I drew back my arm and slammed the palm of my hand into his nose. The satisfying sound of his bones breaking gave me a momentary feeling of joy.

With a yelp of pain, he released his hold on me.

I darted in the opposite direction of the woods I had been running through all morning. My feet pounded against the soft earth as I headed the way I had been able to escape before. Heavy footsteps vibrated the earth as he chased me.

I had been running for about a minute when something in my head clicked. I was not going to get away. Not that day. And by running, I was just giving him what he wanted—an opportunity to torture me—and for what? Because I did not want to stay and push out babies for him and that bitch Ivanka? I was over it.

I just stopped mid-run and sat down. I waited for him.

The wolf caught up to me seconds later, he stood a few inches in front of my outstretched feet, towering over me, his face contorted in rage. “What are you doing?” he demanded.

I shrugged, digging my fingers into the wet earth. I wanted nothing more than to hit his ass in the nose again, to make him pay for what he had put me through. But instead, I spoke calmly, my voice steady and firm. "I'm not running anymore," I said, raising my chin defiantly. "I'm done playing your games. And the reality of it all is you can't make me."

He stared. Fuck, he was so handsome though, even hating him and with the mating craziness in the past, I wanted him. I hated that I always would. My eyes got stuck on his stubbled chin. I liked the way it felt against my skin. When Viggo was in control, he’d scratch at it. I don't think he liked it, but he probably wasn’t giving himself much time for self-care, not when he let his wolf spend his days and nights using their body to torment me.

A very small smile broke the barrier of his lips. “Is that so?” Dropping down to his knees in front of me, he hooked a clawed finger under my chin and ever so slightly tipped my head.

"It’s not as easy as giving up, Kitty. I'm in charge, and you will do what I say or I'll break you.”

To any she-wolf, his domineering presence would have forced submission. Luckily, I was my momma’s defiant ass half human. I snatched my head away from his grip.

"Break me. At what cost?" I asked, meeting his gaze head-on. "You're breaking yourself. You don’t think I feel what my hating you does to you?" I paused, letting the words sink in. "It makes your human so sad. Poor, lil' Viggo, hurting because his rabid wolf," I taunted, my voice dripping with contempt.

“I don’t have your abilities to connect to your pack, but I have eyes. I can see how disappointed they are in you, in Viggo, in your neglect." My words were deliberate and calculated. I was going to make them hate the fact that they dragged me back. "You’ll lose everything if you keep going on like this, spending every waking hour trying to make my life a living hell."

I shook my head, my hair falling around my face. “And after you lose it all, you’ll finally realize it was for nothing because you can’t break me. I’m already broken. I shattered to pieces the day my mother and father were murdered by your kind. I feel nothing outside of the primal urge to fuck or kill you. Is that losing everything worth it when all you gain is my anger and lust?”

I spread my legs, giving him a peek between my thighs as I ran my fingers through my sticky folds. "Is this pussy worth losing everything for?" I moaned.

“Yes.” Both Viggo and his wolf’s voices rang out in unison, ending Viggo’s ten-day silent treatment. He was nearly drooling with his eyes fixated on the spot between my legs.

“And what about your Luna, Ivanka?" I spat. "Will you abandon her for these? I cupped my large breast, caressing them, my nipples straining towards him. "Do you think she's happy being second?”

They reached for me, and I slapped their hand. "Answer the question."

The wolf sniffed. Viggo spoke. "I don’t care. I never wanted her," his voice was low and filled with bitterness. "It was because of what you did, killing the Georgia pack. The only way to keep you alive was to make her Luna.”

There was no way for him to know I knew this already because he didn’t know that Ivanka had told me when she helped me escape the first time. I could have betrayed her and told him after the stunt she pulled, but this way, the way I was handling it now was better.

“So you never cared about how she feels for you, you strung her along? She’ll never be your mate, will she?”

Suddenly, the sound of a twig snapping behind him caught his attention. He spun around to face the direction of the noise. Ivanka was already running in the opposite direction of us.

Throwing my head back, I cackled at the sight. Viggo and the wolf was so distracted he hadn’t heard Ivanka walking up. She had heard everything. Now her feelings were hurt. That’s what the bitch gets for snooping.

The wolf turned his attention back to me; I could see the rage building in his eyes.

"Get up," he said, his voice a low growl. “We’re going back."

I remained seated.

"You could just renounce me as your mate and end all of this,” I taunted him.

“Get up, now!” He clenched and unclenched his fist.

I rose to my feet slowly, unsure of his intentions. He made no move to harm me, so, with my bare feet brushing against the cold, rough dirt, I followed him. We passed the house where I had been staying with him, pushing deeper into the woods until we reached the back of the compound. As we approached the makeshift jail, I realized his plan—to lock me away. Strangely, the thought didn't bother me. A night alone seemed a welcome break from his relentless fury.

He pushed me into the small cell without a word. The door slammed behind me with a resounding thud. I shrugged, resigned to a night of solitude.


Episode eight

Whining in the past and present...

In the aftermath of the trouble Noir caused between Ivanka and I, I found myself entertaining the idea of finally trying to fuck Ivanka again. It had been almost five years since I had even attempted to touch her, and I knew that made her sad and resentful. It would be a weak attempt at making amends, but perhaps it would be enough to make her forget, or at least pretend to forget what I had said about her to Noir, though It was all true. She would never mean as much to me as Noir, nor would I ever need her like I needed Noir. In reality all she was— was a thorn in my side and had been since the day my father bought her home,  but it was cruel to let her hear it.  To prepare myself to approach her, I told myself it was my duty to keep my luna happy.

"Duty, fuck duty." The wolf snarled in my head, protesting at just the thought of it. My ears began to ring as he forced the memory of what happened the last time I tried into my head.

"Please bite me," Ivanka whimpered prettily, begging me. The guilt of not being able to fulfill all her needs her had me considering it. She moaned as I brushed her soft hair to the side, then sje dropped her head back, revealing the delicate curve of her neck. her pulse thumped under her skin, ready, but I felt nothing. No urge to mark her, no primal need to make her mine. I grazed her with my teeth, tearing into her skin, but I couldn't bring myself to bite down. I knew that biting her would sever what little connection I had left with Noir. A year had passed since she'd been gone, but the wolf and I could still sense the rhythmic beat of her heart and feel her soul tethered to ours. We didn't want to lose that. He would probably go crazy without that link, and once a Lupine went crazy, its human followed quickly behind, leading to their inevitable death at the hands of the council. I didn't want that. But I had a responsibility to my pack and to Ivanka - she was my Luna. It was my duty to protect her and make sure her needs were met, even if my wolf didn't like it, even if I had to grit my teeth and bear through it.

"Bear it? " The wolf scoffed. "I'm tired of your human sentimentalities. You owe the she bitch nothing. We're the fucking alpha. The fucking apex. She owes us her submission and obedience. " He ranted

It was hard trying to keep my dick hard while inside my head my wolf was angry and threatening to take over and never let me have control again. He hated Ivanka - her smell, her body, her moan - everything.

"Because She smells like a wet dog and her cunts taste like kibble. Get her the hell off of us and away from me. Go find our mate before I do."

Ignoring the wolf, I closed my eyes and breathed in deeply, letting the familiar fragrance of Noir fill my senses. Though she was nowhere in sight, I could still hear her voice - a whisper in my ear. I could feel my fingertips on her skin as if she was.

Gripping Ivanka's waist, I kept my eyes closed and let her seek her pleasure. The achingly slow whine of her hips was just enough to keep me hard. I conjured and held onto the image of Noir tied to her bed, bleeding for me. The wolf had been ready to take her then, but my father had wanted us to wait until he talked to her about what mating meant. She had shown no interest in mating or family or anything wolf-related. Maybe if I hadn't waited, she wouldn't have killed the "Georgia wolves" and been sentenced to death, and it would be the smell of her pussy clinging to my skin.

"Right there," Ivanka moaned, her soft hands cupping my face. I recoiled as she tried to draw me close. I hated the feel of her hot breath on my skin. But even as I pulled away, she kept pumping her hips, oblivious to my discomfort, her hands wandering over my body.

I felt myself go soft. I sighed. My wolf laughed in my head. "See if you can keep it up without me, pup." He taunted me. Ivanka had stopped moving, and I could smell her tears. This wasn't the first I couldn't perform for her. The wolf growled at the sound of her sniffling. He pushed me to the background, taking over. Reaching out, he shoved Ivanka so hard she broke through the footboard on the bed.

The sound of glass crashing snatched me out of memories of the past. Pushing away from my desk, I ran downstairs to find Ivanka raging. Her anger was palpable as she stormed through the pack house, her fists clenched tightly at her sides and her blond hair tousled. She looked and sounded like a banshee, leaving a trail of destruction in her wake with each step. Books and papers were knocked off tables, vases shattered, and chairs overturned. About twenty pack members stood around watching her with astounded looks on their faces.

Seko and Hawk came running into the pack house, looking ready for a fight. Raising my hand to keep them from approaching her, I sent out a brief explanation to them through our link, letting them know what had happened because of Noir. Neither said anything as they turned and left, but I felt their annoyance. Things hadn't been normal since Noir returned. Hawk and Seko liked quiet and peace unless they were out hunting.

Next, I sent out another message to the pack, telling them to leave, and that I would handle everything and explain later. I could feel their disquiet. They had been anxious and on edge since Noir had been back, and it was bound to get worse when the funds the council were withholding started to impact our day-to-day life.

If I didn't get a handle on everything, Noir's prediction that I'd lose everything would come true.

As soon as everyone cleared the pack house, Ivanka calmed down.

“Are you fucking done?” I questioned her, trying to keep my voice at an even tone, though I felt like exploding. She had been putting on a show for the pack. She was good at manipulating them, using their emotions to get what she wanted. But I knew better. I had watched her when we were younger, always using her sob story to gain sympathy and attention. She didn’t know it, but I knew she was the one who had given Moreau and the other council members the idea to make herself my Luna when I took over for my father. I didn’t care too much who it was if it wasn’t Noir, so I never spoke to her about it, but it felt like a betrayal.

Ivanka turned to face me, her eyes blazing with fury. "No, I'm not done," she spat. "I’m taking a page from Noir’s book and causing trouble. Maybe you’ll reward me for it like you do her." She got right up in my face. “I want her gone. I want Noir out of our pack. And I want you to make it happen."

I gritted my teeth and sighed, running a hand through my hair. She was wearing my patience thin, and the sympathy I was forcing myself to have for her was nowhere to be found. Putting all pretenses to the side, I decided to just speak the truth. "She won’t be going anywhere. You know this. You knew I had been searching for her. You knew when she came back, I wasn’t sending her away. You knew all of this because my wolf has been brutally honest with you any time you mentioned us mating or us rejecting her. You are our Luna. You will be respected as such. You will lead the pack at my side. You will have all that is deserving of you as Luna, but you will never be my mate."

She screeched, “Then you won’t have her.” She banged her fist against my chest, causing my heart to skip a beat. "I'll tell the council what really happened that night Noir ran away. I'll do it," she shouted, her voice rising with every word. "I'll tell them about the fire and how you all suspected she started it with magic. She shoved her bony pale finger in my face. “I’ll tell them about your father communicating with her."

My father was a sore subject at the moment. He’d been murdered by a human two years after Noir left, so that was two years’ worth of chances he had to tell me about their continuing relationship. I kept racking my brain to try to figure out why he kept it from me. He had to have a reason. My father always had a reason for everything he did. I was angry at him, but Ivanka was going too far bringing him up. I wouldn't let Ivanka disrespect his name or tell the council anything about him when we didn't know the full story.

"As far as Noir wielding magic, it was pure speculation. She had never in ten years shown that she had any powers outside of her use of arcane apothecary. If she could start a fire using magic, I was almost certain that I and the wolves who weren't so nice to her would have been disintegrated long before that night.

I could understand why people would think she used magic. The burn I got from that fire had taken two weeks to heal. I remember the pain feeling, unlike any pain I ever felt. But I still didn't believe Noir had caused it, or maybe she had, but then—" Stopping, I shook the thought away. Noir was not magical. I refocused my attention on Ivanka. Raising my hand, I knocked her finger from my face.

“I advise you to calm yourself,” I warned.

Ignoring me, she continued throwing around threats.

“And I'll tell them about everything else too. About how she used to insult our values as wolves. About how she attacked me, your Luna, and you turned a blind eye to her abuse."

Her words cut through me like a knife, doing the opposite of what I think she meant for them to do. I could feel the wolf inside me growling, angrier with every word she spoke. He didn't like the way she was behaving, didn't like the way she was threatening us. "I'll kill her," he growled in my head. He tried to take over. Pushing himself to the forefront, I shoved him back. "Let me out, Beta.” He insulted. “I'll kill her before she even gets the chance to open her mouth to the council."

Tired and frustrated with it all, I finally snapped. Ivanka’s back hit the wall with a thud, my hand wrapped around her neck. “Shut up. For six fucking years, I’ve put up with your incessant whining. I refuse to any longer.” I raised her head from the wall, then slammed it back against it, hoping to knock some sense into her.

The fear in her eyes caused adrenaline to course through my veins. My heart pounded against my chest as she gasped for air. She clawed at my hands, frantically trying to loosen my grip on her neck.

The wolf growled in my head, egging me on. “Snap her fucking neck, just a thousand pounds of pressure ends both our worries. I had to push him to the back of my mind again and take a deep breath to focus on not killing her because the wolf said so and to not give in to my human urge to kill her. Even after calming down, I kept squeezing. Because the truth of the matter was, I wanted her gone. I hated her as much as the wolf did and even more since Noir's return. She was yet another obstacle in my way.

“You will not contact the council under any circumstance concerning Noir or my father. You will abide by my, your alpha's ruling, or I send you back to Russia. I hear the humans in that shithole village you come from are still looking for the little she-bitch that got away. Do you want to be hunted down like a deer?"

She shook her head.

Out of nowhere, Hawk and Seko charged me, one of each grabbing my arms. They pried me away from her. Ivanka took off running for the door as soon as she was loose. She must have sent out a call for help through our pack link. That was strange. I should have heard it. As a matter of fact, when I thought of it, I hadn’t heard or felt Ivanka's connection in days, and where was her wolf?

My wolf distracted me. He was panting in my head. He wanted me to listen, and when I did, I could hear Noir calling for me in my head in a calming voice, soothing me. My wolf shifted, freeing us from Seko and Hawk's hold. We ran full speed from the pack house towards the jail where Noir had been for the past two days. I sent Seko and Hawk, who had shifted and followed me back to their homes, assuring them I was okay. Even as I got close, the voice, like a siren, kept calling me. I had never felt my wolf feel so anxious. It was like an itch under his fur. "I'm coming." He sent out telepathically and she went quiet. At the jail, I shifted back to human and rushed to open the door, only to find Noir asleep. My wolf whimpered as if he was in pain.

What in the fuck was going on? I had heard her clear as day. But when I thought about it, how was that possible? Noir had no wolf to communicate with us."


Episode nine

The Wtich is gone and my chance has come!!!

“My turn,” Viggo’s demeanor changed and his dick grew bigger and harder in my hand as his wolf took over. I rolled my eyes. Viggo and his wolf were supposed to be one, but most days they acted like two different entities arguing amongst themselves. They had recently started giving each other time limits to be in charge during sex as if they both weren’t feeling and didn't like the same things. It amused the hell out of me and made it so easy to play one against the other. I wondered what would happen when two jealous beings shared the same body. It was my goal to find out.

“Yes, alpha,” I purred as I mentally laughed. I knew Viggo was probably sitting in the background fuming. To further piss him off, I kissed the tip of his dick lovingly. The wolf rewarded me with a deep growl that caused his abs to flex. I smiled around his length and began taking him into my mouth inch by inch. He was moaning and breathing heavily as I did.

He tilted his head to watch me with wolf eyes as my lips stretched around his thickening shaft until he was fully engorged deep in my throat. He hissed when I flattened my tongue and dragged it against the underside of his dick. As always, I tried to stay detached from the sex I had with my mate to make leaving easier, but I couldn’t help it, the taste of him was an aphrodisiac, and the sounds he made when I pleased him made me wet.

The heat in my lower belly had me reaching between my legs, massaging my clit. I bobbed my head up and down, slow, and steady, drawing out the wolf's orgasm while slipping two fingers into my dripping pussy chasing my own.

I synced myself mentally and fucked myself at the same speed I sucked him until I could taste his seed seeping out. Salty precum mixed with the saliva in my mouth. Instead of swallowing, I slid his dick out of my mouth and spit on it, lubing it well. Avoiding the side effects of swallowing his seed. The heat from our mating night had taught me that was a no-no. I wrapped my fingers around his girth and started jacking it, fast and hard like he liked it. A groan came from above me. My hand was knocked away. “No hand, use your mouth,” he growled. The sound of glass breaking cut off my protest.

Viggo went to the window to look out. A symphony of angry voices drifted through the broken window. I dragged myself off my knees and slumped into bed. Viggo's pack issues were not my concern; I was going to sleep. After seven nights, I was tired of the makeshift prison, but really, I was just plain tired. Viggo had kept me up the night before, obsessing over something that made no sense and kept me awake. He was convinced that I had called out to him through our link. Even if we shared a link, I would never call him. The night before that, he droned on all night about it being my fault that Ivanka had run away. She had been gone for a little over a week, but he couldn’t blame me for that. It was his words that sent her running, and he wasn’t looking all that hard to bring her back.

I sensed Seko approaching the room. He knocked at the door, his heavy hand shaking it on its frame. Viggo abandoned his post at the window and slammed the door open so hard I heard the wood crack. His poor bedroom doors kept taking a beating.

“What is going on?” he growled, his tone rumbling with anger.

"Alpha, the rest of the pack just found out that the alpha council is withholding funds from us because of Noir being here. We're running out of everything: food, supplies, meds, and they’re angry," Seko explained, his gaze flicking towards me. I smiled and gave a little wave, taunting him. I had no idea what he was talking about, but I knew that seeing a smile on my face would mess up his day. And that’s what I lived for.

Naked, Viggo pushed past Seko and stormed downstairs and out of the house. I could hear him telling the pack to follow him to the pack house. Secko gave me a final look of disdain before leaving.

I gave Viggo ten minutes before I pushed up from the bed, slid into a robe, and followed. I stood outside the pack house, listening. Seko was speaking.

"Seventy-five of the hundred men who work for Moreau aren’t coming back. Some have met women, their mates. Some are not lupine. They would rather stay in the human cities than come back to pack life in fear of what will happen. Others just don’t want to return.

Hawk cut in, " Let them stay where they are. Them not returning is a blessing in disguise. The sickness in the human world has shut down businesses. Construction has slowed. We won’t be bringing in enough to pay the employees we still have here."

That triggered the pack members who had been quiet up until that point. They started whispering amongst each other. I could feel the anxiousness and tension rising in the air as they demanded to know more. "What are we going to do then?" a she-wolf asked, her voice low and urgent. Before Viggo could answer, the pack started talking over him, all at once. They were demanding to know what would happen to them and accusing Viggo of dropping the ball.

"Why all of this for a mate who doesn’t want you?" one of the male pack members yelled.

That was my cue. I didn’t need Viggo’s pack forcing him to choose, which I knew would end with me dead at the hands of the council. They would come take me by force for the good of the pack.

I pushed open the pack door. Viggo, still naked, was occupying the flowery antique sofa that had been in the pack house since forever. Hawk and Seko stood on either side of him like sentries. The pack was scattered around the room. Everybody went silent when I entered. There were at least two hundred pack members present, male and female, and all their eyes turned to me. I forgot how interesting it was to be able to sneak up on a pack of wolves because they couldn’t sense me like they did each other or even those who were entirely human. I think it had something to do with all the potions my mother fed me as a child to keep me hidden.

"I can help," I said before I could be sent away..

Viggo looked at me, surprise etched on his face. "How?" he asked, suspicion tingeing his voice.

I walked further into the pack house and out of the cold night air. "Rose’s daughter. I started a hair and makeup company while I was away," I explained. "It's worth a lot of money. I can give you all the money you need, more than you need."

When I ran away, I hadn’t realized how expensive living in the human world would be. Two years after I left, I was nearly destitute and I didn’t know what I would do to survive with only a GED, which had been required by Fenris. We all were homeschooled. If you wanted to go to college, you would have to prove you wouldn’t expose yourself for what you were. If you didn’t go to college and were a female, you stayed with the pack, you farmed and cleaned and raised cubs. The men did construction or worked for other packs doing trade jobs and manual labor. Pack life was simple. Too simple if you ask me.

It wasn't until I met a woman named Carol while out grocery shopping that I found out I had any marketable skills. She asked me about my hair, how I kept it so long, healthy, and smelling so good. I told her about my mother's products. She suggested I should sell them and offered to help. I didn’t believe what she said at first. My mind set was stunted. After living in the Lupine where so many didn’t look like me. I had never thought about the fact that through the eyes of humans, I presented as a Black American woman because of my mother. In the human world, there were millions of women with hair like mine.

Carol helped me find manufacturers and taught me how to sell and advertise on social media. I blew up within a year. Now my products were sold in stores around the world.

"How about I start by giving you twenty million since this is my fault?" I suggested. A few wolves gasped. Pausing, I surveyed the room observing all the astounded faces.

Viggo's eyes narrowed as he asked, "If what you say is true, and you give us twenty million, what do you get in return?" His gaze searched mine as he spoke.

"Right now? Nothing," I shrugged. It was on the tip of my tongue to say "my freedom," but I knew that wasn't happening. I needed to get on Viggo and his pack's good side so they would let their guard down and I could get the hell away from them. I just needed a plan and time to come up with one.

Viggo raised his eyebrows. Seko folded his arms and looked away, skeptical grunt. Hawk's mouth puckered, his eyes squinting as though he was trying to figure out if I was telling the truth. None of them believed me.

I stepped forward. "I can show you. Give me a phone," I said. Viggo hesitated but nodded. I could tell he was speaking through his link. He gave me a warning look before one of the pack members, a pretty young blonde girl who looked me straight in the eye with no disdain, disgust, or fear, walked over and handed me one. She stood shoulder to shoulder with me, her arm against mine. That was new. The teenagers I grew up with definitely didn't touch me unless we were fighting. They acted as if being a human or witch would rub off on them.

I opened her browser and navigated to my banking website, putting in my information before handing it back to her. I wasn't worried about them seeing anything they weren't supposed to. My business name, not my real name, was listed. I knew they still didn't know it because I'd been called by my alias on the news. Sometimes Viggo would use it to annoy me.

I chuckled at the look on Viggo’s face when he was handed the phone. There was thirty-six million dollars in that account.

"Can I work for you?" a teenager yelled from the crowd. She was short and stout with brown hair. She was holding her own phone. "It says on your social media that you hire teenage girls of color to work for you. My mother was born in Pakistan, and my father is a white man from here. Technically, I'm of color and a girl," she smiled. I smiled back, my mind racing with possibilities. The part of me that had always hated how women were treated in pack life was already formulating a plan to get all the girls and women who wanted a job to work so they had options.

"Yes, you can. I can have a factory built here. Products can be made and shipped from here, all of the pack can work if they want," I said, seeing the excitement beginning to build in the eyes of the women in the room. "I'll have to talk to your Luna and alpha about it first."

"But you're our Luna, Ivanka was a stand-in," the blonde chimed in.

"No, I'm-"

"Everybody out!" The wolf spoke up before I could correct her. His alpha power charged the electricity in the air and sent everyone Scurrying from the room. I stepped out of the way and let everyone pass. Hawk and Seko stayed behind. They were still on the girl's phone, scrolling through my account.

"What are you doing?" Viggo's wolf demanded low and dangerously as he pushed up from where he'd been sitting and made his way over to me. His heavy footfalls echoed around the empty room.

He cocked his gorgeous head to the side. "You're being devious?" He accused me rather than questioned.

I shook my head. "No, I'm not. I'm helping fix a mess I created."

"Why?" There was so much tension. The wolf was trying to read my intentions, to figure out what I was up to. I dropped my head, avoiding his eyes. They ended up stuck on his dick. It lay heavy and soft against his thigh but immediately started growing. The tension in the air lessened.

I smirked without looking away, watching it grow then leak seed as I answered his question. "Because my intent since you’ve dragged me back has never been to make your pack suffer, just you and your human, and maybe your Luna," I let out a short laugh, then changed the subject. I didn’t want him to say no rashly. I needed him to think and see the advantages of what I was proposing.

"We can talk about it tomorrow, though. Can I sleep with you tonight?" I stretched and waited for him to answer. "Not Viggo, you," I clarified to the wolf, knowing I was starting another battle between the two. If they were fighting, they didn’t have time to think about what I was up to. I didn’t wait for him to answer. I turned and left. As I walked away, I could feel their eyes on me.

"If you're trying to get away again, Noir, know I'd rather you dead than live without you again," the wolf offered a warning.

The hairs on my neck stood on end, but I was still leaving. I had made up my mind I wasn't staying, and nothing was going to stop me now, not even a threat that sounded like a promise from the big bad wolf.


Episode ten

Who is Emmanuel

It had been only a week since I’d offered Viggo money, and we were already in Louisiana on the way to get it. If I had known money would get me off his compound and closer to freedom, I would have offered it the first day I arrived.

We had just entered the city of Belle Chasse, Louisiana, after a nine-hour drive from Florida.

Before we left, with Viggo breathing down my back, I had called the Robertsons, the couple who used to live next door to me before Hawk and Seko burned my house down, and informed them I was coming to visit after I gave them my excuse as to why I had just up and left. I told them that I had survived a gas fire that had destroyed the house and landed me in the hospital for weeks, but I was okay now. I don’t think they believed my story, but they were happy to know that I was alive and safe. I asked them to have the copies of my birth certificate and ID that I had given them for safekeeping ready and waiting for me in their mailbox at the end of their driveway, which was about half an acre away from their house. I didn’t want to run into them and have to explain Viggo, Seko, and Hawk.

Secko and Hawk were in a matching black SUV behind us, while Viggo sat next to me. He hadn’t said much during the ride, and he was gripping the steering wheel so hard that his knuckles were red.

His big baby ass was angry because he thought I was plotting something. The wolf was alert and ready for whatever because he knew I was up to something. Maybe I was, maybe I wasn’t. Either way, I planned on giving them the twenty million dollars I’d promised. Fenris had done so much for me, and I wanted to help his people, even if his pack had been bigoted assholes to me. As an adult, I could admit that I gave as good as I got and sometimes, I went out of my way to be disrespectful, but it seemed like pack life was changing for the good, and I wanted to be a part of that.

When the car pulled to a stop, I looked up to find us parked in front of the Robertsons’ house. I was glad that I couldn’t see what was left of the place that I used to call home. The pang of sadness I felt was fleeting though. I hadn't really thought of it as a permanent home anyway. I just wished I could have taken some of my things with me.

I opened the SUV door and bobbed my head to whatever mumbled threat Viggo made. I could feel his eyes burning into my back as I made my way to the mailbox. I considered messing with him by pretending to run away but decided against it—I didn’t have time for games. I quickly grabbed the papers and hurried back to the car, eager to get to the bank.

Back inside the car, the tension had ratcheted up and had gone from static to palpable. I still didn’t say anything to him, thinking, fuck him, let him stay mad.

The bank was only twenty minutes away, I got lost in my own thoughts as we drove that way.

“We’re here,” Viggo announced, snatching me out of my head in what felt like seconds after we left the Robertsons. As I stepped out of the car and onto the bustling streets of the New Orleans Business District, I was immediately struck by the energy and vibrancy of the humans surrounding us. It was nearly five in the evening, but the sidewalks were bustling with people in suits, carrying briefcases and sipping coffee from nearby cafes. That was the best thing about being around humans — they knew how to live life.

Luckily, I didn't look out of place. I had gone shopping with Viggo's money and made sure he left Florida with his pockets lighter. The fitted black blazer, knee-length pencil skirt, and crisp white blouse all came together perfectly on my thick, impressive body. My locks were retwisted, freshly oiled, and tied on top of my head. I looked good and smelled good.

Not waiting for Viggo — who didn't look so bad himself, in a fresh black polo and new jeans, the only thing he would wear — I exited the car, standing tall on my Jimmy 150’s. My hand glided down the soft fabric, smoothing my skirt down. I could hear Viggo behind me huffing and puffing as I led the way to the bank doors. Just before we entered, his thick fingers wrapped around my waist. My back met his chest. My body tensed as I chuckled to myself. He didn't even know, if I wanted to be petty, I could have shown my ass and gotten him arrested for roughly handling me. I could walk away, and he'd have no way to find me. That would be an easy way out, but nothing was ever easy for me, doing so might expose what we were.

His breath was hot and heavy on my ear as he whispered, "Don't try anything, Noir."

I rolled my eyes, feeling annoyed. "Let's go, stop acting paranoid," I said, shrugging him off.

The wolf growled a low warning, backing up his human.

I pushed open the double doors, ignoring them both.

We entered my bank, it was nearly empty, by design.

My eyes immediately landed on Emmanuel, the bank manager. He was six feet, seven inches tall. Haitian-born, and the color of a midnight sky with no moon or stars. He was fucking gorgeous, with brown eyes and the face of an African deity.

I met him when I first ran away. He would make it his business to service me whenever I went to the bank. One day we’d bonded over the fact that he was a descendant of Cécile Fatiman, a powerful Vodou priestess and I believe in magic and voodoo and all things mystical. Our conversations soon delved deeper into our heritages.
 

I'd gone out with him, pretending to be human, a few times over four years when I was in New Orleans and feeling lonely. One night he told me he knew what I was, and what he was. He started visiting me at home. He’d come by some nights and stay for days. We’d dance naked in the moonlight out by the swamp, calling on the spirits. We did some things Viggo and his wolf would not approve of, but we never actually had sex. I was too scared to, not knowing the consequences, but he’d had his fingers and tongue in a few places...

I broke everything off with him after the news story about me came out. I figured I wouldn't be in Louisiana for too much longer after that.

My eyes collided with Emmanuels. My heart went to beating overtime in my chest. I shook my head, slightly, stopping him from coming over right away. He was the one I needed to deal with, but I wanted it to seem natural. planned to go to a bank teller first, then have her call him. I know he saw me shoo him off, but he headed in our direction anyway. Here we go.

Despite Viggo standing nearly on top of me, Emmanuel pulled me into a hug. "Welcome back, Cherie," I tried my hardest to make my body not react to his thick accent and the smell of the lotion I'd made just for him. Every man had their own body chemistry that worked with certain oils, and creams, his scent was shea butter and sandalwood.

My head whipped back on my neck as I was snatched away. Viggo's nails dug into my skin. Emmanuel backed away from me, sliding his hand into his expensive navy suit. He was angry but restraining himself. I could see it in his eyes.

"Just speaking to the lady. Don't wolf out on me, big boy," he chuckled.

Viggo sniffed the air. "What are you?" He demanded an answer from Emmanuel.

What are you, not who. Immediately he had known Emmanuel wasn’t human. I wondered what it would be like to have that power.

Emmanuel tilted his head. "Someone you don't want to tangle with, Mon ami," he smirked.

In my head, I heard Emmanuel's words differently. He said 'fuck around and find out, bitch.' I'm sure Viggo and his wolf heard the same. The heat radiating off Viggo was a sign that he was ready to shift.

Viggo growled, “If you touch her again —we will— as you say, tangle.”

Emmanuel's pink tongue glided across his perfect white teeth. He eyed Viggo up and down as if contemplating trying him. He was clearly not frightened by Viggo or the fact he had two wolves flanking him, ready to go.

I breathed a sigh of relief when he dismissed the challenge, turning on the heel of his expensive dress shoes. He beckoned us forward. "This way, Ms. Salifu." I cringed at the sound of him using my real last name. Eske plan la toujou menm?" He asked his question in Haitian Creole, which I had become fluent in. Viggo was not. I answered his question, "yes." The plan was indeed still on.

Viggo's grip was tight on my waist as we followed Emmanuel to his office. It smelled like him and was decorated in dark shades of grey, with leather furniture and a massive mahogany desk at the center of the room. I took the seat closest to the door, with Seko and Hawk on each side of Viggo as he sat next to me. Emmanuel sat across from us looking calm and composed.

"So, what can I help you with today, Ti Chou?" Emmanuel asked, breaking the silence.

Viggo stiffened beside me. You didn't have to speak Creole to know Emmanuel had used a term of endearment. I quickly wrapped my hand around Viggo's arm to keep him from reacting further.

"I want to make a large transfer from my bank account to my friend's account."

"Mate," Viggo's wolf corrected me , his eyes flashing with a hint of aggression.

I rolled my own eyes. "I want to make a large transfer from my bank account to my mates account."

Emmanuel chuckled, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “So you’ve settled fully into your new life, mating ritual completed and all.” The disappointment was thick in his tone, though his expression never changed. I had told him even if I went back, I would not mate with Viggo.

"Something like that but let's not start with the specifics or discuss the why’s and how’s." I waved him off.

Aggression thickly scented the air. Viggo's jaw clenched, his nostrils flaring as his eyes darkened. His wolf was straining at it’s leash, pushing to take control.

I needed to hurry everything along. "Can I get the paperwork for the twenty million? And also, I want to sign the deed of the land I lived on over to the Robertsons."

"So you're not coming back to Louisiana?" Emmanuel inquired, a smirk curving his perfect lips and a raised eyebrow letting us know he was purposely being contemptuous.

"No, she won't be," Viggo answered for me with a growl.

"I'll miss her," Emannuel drawled, staring at my lips.

My face heated, red, and my pussy dampened.

Viggo's chair banged against the tiled floor.

I grabbed his arm. "You can't be this gullible. You being upset is amusing him," I whispered, trying to calm him down. Seko bent and straightened his chair. I pulled Viggo back down to sit. I really needed Emmanuel to stop, or my plan would go to hell if the two of them ended up fighting.

I glared at Emmanuel. "Could you please get the paperwork started?"

Emmanuel stood and left the room without another word.

Viggo's intense gaze burned into the side of my head as I faced forward.

“What in the fuck went on between you and him?" He demanded, his voice low and menacing.

I took a deep breath, trying not to sound nervous. "Nothing," I replied firmly.

Viggo wasn't satisfied with my answer. "Don't lie to me," he growled. "I can smell the attraction between the two of you. And your pussy is wet. You've been hiding something from me."

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, deciding to turn the tables. "Did I ask you what happened between you and you precious Luna while I was gone? Wasn't I a virgin when I came back, and you haven't been since you were thirteen? Just know I didn't fuck him."

Just then, the door creaked open and Emmanuel walked back into the room, interrupting our conversation. He handed me the stack of papers, then took his place standing behind his desk, his right hand remained his pocket. He turned his attention to Viggo and smiled, but it wasn't friendly.

"No, we didn't fuck," he emphasized the word "fuck" to let Viggo know we did something. He continued, "But it was enough between us that if she said I didn't have to, I wouldn't respect your mating bond," he divulged in a low voice, his eyes crawling from my toes to the top of my head, heating my body again.

Was he even supposed to be able to affect me like this?

"And I'd take her from you, and there would be nothing you could do about it, lougarou." he finished with a nod.

Fuck me! I dropped my head and shook it. The problems this man could have caused me if I actually had to go back to Florida with the wolf and Viggo.

“Who the fuck are-" Viggo jumped up.

Emmanuel took his hand from his pocket, his palm was filled with white powder, petrified Bufo marinus. It killed humans but would only keep Viggo and his wolves in a state hovering between death and living for a few hours, long enough for me to get away.

"Mouri yon ti jan," (die a little) Emmanuel spoke low and deep. As if commanded by unseen forces, the powder drifted from his hand, swirling through the air towards Viggo, Seko, and Hawk. I could swear I heard them inhale it. I watched, transfixed, as their expressions morphed into shock and confusion. For a moment, they were statues, then, as if in slow motion, they crumpled to the ground.

I quickly stood and signed the papers that Emmanuel had given me, wanting to get out of the office as soon as possible. "I want this all processed. Make sure he gets the twenty million, give him more if he asks. Thank you for this," I said as I turned  to leave.

Before I could take a step , Emmanuel grabbed my arm, wrapping his big hand around it, holding me hostage. "I can protect you. You don’t have to run from him. You could stay right here in New Orleans. we've got more money than we'll ever need, and I could finally rock you to sleep properly, every night," he said, his voice low and persuasive.

Fuck, I wanted to bite him.

Reluctantly, I shook my head no. "Me staying would be more dangerous for you than you think," I said, pulling away from him. He didn't know I basically had a warrant on my head for death. Not only would Viggo be looking for me, but the Lupine council would too.

"Maybe we can meet again when your vampire stalker leaves Haiti." I teased. He'd told me he'd been in a love triangle involving a succubus and a vampire. The Vampire murdered the succubus thinking she would have him to herself. When he still didn't want her exclusively, she had a Dominican hechicera curse him. He couldn't be within 100 miles of someone that shared his bloodline or they were cursed with bad luck. Several of his family members had to die before he believed anyone to be powerful enough to curse him. That's when he left Haiti and came to the US. He would never return to Haiti. "Or maybe we’ll meet again, next life time."

I tried to pull away. He pulled me close, pressing his lips to mine. tongue danced with mine, leaving me intoxicated by the taste of Bohekio cigars and rum punch. Out of instinct, I kissed him back. Fuck, had missed him. I would always miss it. I let myself get lost in the kiss, surrendered to it. He was the one to pull away. He took a step back, separating us, leaving me breathless. He was another reason to hate the whole mated mate thing. I should have been able to choose. I would have chosen him over and over again.

He snapped me out of my daze with his words. “Your getaway car is in front of the SUV you arrived in. The plane leaves tomorrow at five am. My people know you're coming. I dare anyone to go looking for you in Haiti. My family will protect you," he said, pressing the keys into my palm.

I didn't respond and forced myself not to glance back at Viggo as I accepted the keys from Emmanuel and hastily left his office. My mind spun with everything that had just transpired, but I knew I had to put it all behind me now.

My next destination was Shreveport to visit Emmanuel’s grandmother, Isabeau Cécile, about removing the bond I shared with Viggo. There was a rare ritual known as "Louvri Baryè," which translated to "Opening the Gates". It involved invoking the aid of powerful Loa. I heard it rarely worked and was painful, but I was willing to try anything at this point. With each passing day spent with Viggo and his wolf, I found myself becoming increasingly attached, which felt like a betrayal to my parents.

Outside, the car was right where Emmanuel said it would be, but I had to make my getaway. I broke into the car Viggo and I had arrived in to retrieve my birth certificate and driver’s license. Thank goodness Viggo hadn’t noticed I left them behind.

The sleek black exterior glistened in the midday sun as I approached it. I deactivated the alarm and hopped in, starting it up. I pulled out into midday traffic. There weren’t enough cars to slow me down, but enough to blend in and get lost. I was free.

About an hour away from Shreveport, a creeping sense of unease began to take hold. It started as a small prickling at the back of my neck but soon grew to a full-blown feeling of dread. I tried to push it aside, turning up the music and adjusting my position in the seat. “I’ll go with that, I’m paranoid,” I said to myself just as a dark shadow covered the car. Seconds later, something struck me hard from the side.

I screamed in terror as I swerved off the road, my car careening out of control, tires screeching against the asphalt. Then I was hit from behind too, causing the car to lurch forward before slipping down the side of the highway. My body was flung violently backward, and my head slammed into the seat as the car crashed into a ditch, shaking my brain.

With shaking hands, I fumbled for the door handle, then stumbled out of the car into the darkness. My eyes darted around the night, trying to comprehend what was happening. Suddenly, Viggo’s wolf landed on top of the wrecked car, nearly crushing it. My eyes went wide. How in the fuck had he caught up with me? A headlight from above illuminated his snarling, enraged face. All I could feel was an overwhelming sense of dread, clawing at the edges of my skin.


Episode eleven

I'm tired of her. Let me handle it, Viggo!




The wolf was in control.

“Did you fuck him?” he snarled.

I wanted to fight.

I wanted to pull my own hair out.

Not because I was chained to a wall again. I had been chained to walls too many times for it to bother me anymore. That was the least annoying thing about my current predicament. It was the nagging from Viggo and his wolf that had me ready to stab my own self in the ears. He had asked me the same two questions at least what felt like a million times in two days, and I'd tell him the same answer over and over.

"No, I didn’t fuck him. No, I won’t tell you which one of your pack helped me."

He grabbed my chin, forcing me to look into his eyes. "Your friend's dead, and you’re the reason he’s dead." His voice straddled the line between yelling and whispering.

I guess this was his new tactic. Viggo had enjoyed telling me about how he ripped Emmanuel apart in his office. I still don’t know how he was able to break awake from 'a little death' so soon. I surmised it had something to do with my blood being in his system. I wasn’t affected by the Bufo powder at all, but Hawk and Secko had been suspended for nearly a day. To find me, Viggo had enlisted the help of a Louisiana pack using my money, then he used our bond to track me down.

He waited, with feral eyes for me to respond.

He wouldn’t get the reaction he was trying to elicit. I let a laugh explode from my chest, a high dry cackle — like that of a mad woman. Emmanuel was older than me, Viggo and his wolf combined and would still be walking the earth when we were dead and gone.

Part of his curse was that he had to live one hundred years times a hundred years of life. He already died in Haiti in the early 1900's, during the civil rights movement in the US, and a few times just for fun to see if he would come back. He always did, three days later, he said sometimes soon, depending on her kind his friend was feeling the day he died.

He’d be brand new, looking thirty, stronger than before. I imagined all that Viggo had done was piss him off to the point that he’d come looking for him, for me. I didn’t tell him that, though.

“Why are you laughing?” he grabbed my face.

"Because you're funny."

Some of the malice drained from his eyes. “Tell me who helped you, Noir, and I'll let you go.”

I stopped laughing and paused for dramatic effect as if I was truly contemplating telling him. I let him spend a few seconds waiting on bated breaths before I said, “Yo momma.” I had heard a little human boy say that back in New Orleans and wondered if I’d ever get the chance to use it.

I dropped my head and chuckled.

I felt Viggo shift.

My back hit the wall opposite of the one to which I had been chained to, denting it. The chains around my wrists rattled and dug into my skin. I winced in pain, landing on my knees. Whimpering lowly, I cast my eyes to the floor.

The wolf was on me in seconds, falling to the floor beside me. Grasping my chin, he forced me to look into his eyes. "Who helped you contact him?" Julip, the blonde from the pack meeting, had given me her old phone to use, but I'd never tell him that, no matter how much he swung me around.

"The devil helped me do it, and he sent Adam and Eve to help," I laughed, deciding to just spout nonsensical shit to amuse myself.

In response, a growl broke free from his chest. Reaching out, he squeezed my right nipple and tugged it painfully. When he let go, he bent and laved the sting with his tongue. I bit into my cheek to hold back a moan. I preferred the pain to the pleasure. I didn't want to give Viggo or his wolf the satisfaction of knowing how much just something as simple as a swipe of their tongue on my nipple affected me, but they knew. I'm sure they could smell the sticky wetness that had formed between my thighs. I'd been leaking all morning since he'd awakened me. That's why he was pulling out all his sexual torture tricks.

"Did you fuck him?" he asked again.

I snapped. I bet this would be the last time he asked me. Staring directly into his eyes, I confessed, knowing I was about to piss him off. "No, I sucked his dick, and until this day, his taste still lingers on my lips. You should be thanking him. He taught me that thing I do with my tongue that you enjoy so much." I smirked up at him.

His jaw got tighter and tighter as my words sank in. His brows lowered and drew together. His body tensed, his muscles coiled. The roar that left his lips made my ears ring. He grabbed a fistful of my hair. My scalp burned, and I gritted my teeth to keep from yelling out in pain.

Viggo, not the wolf tipped my head back forcing me to look up at him. He scrutinized my face, looking as if he'd thought I'd lost my mind.

Viggo, not the wolf. That made my situation scarier. To think that Viggo's anger was great enough to push his demonic wolf back and take over. The blue in his pupil had drained away, and all that was left was inky blackness. He eyed me murderously, and at that moment, I thought I may have gone too far.

He dared me. "Tell me again how you sucked his dick," his angry words stabbed the air.

For once, I wasn't going to antagonize the beast or then man in him. I tucked my lips into my mouth.

He nodded. "Oh, OK. You don't want to talk anymore. That's okay. You said his taste lingers," he sneered, "let's see if we can rectify that. Open your mouth."

I shook my head no. I was not risking going into heat like that night we mated. I was three weeks past due on my human birth control shot. I didn’t know if it would work when I started taking it just in case I was captured. I was only half human. The fact that I hadn’t gotten pregnant since I’d been back signified it had. But I didn’t know how long past the three months since I'd last taken it, it would continue to work. I didn’t want to risk going into heat and getting pregnant, then I’d be trapped.

He stood to his full height, leaving me on my knees. He reached down. Digging his nails into my jaw, he tightened his grip until my mouth popped open, forming a perfect 'O.' Already naked, he gripped his dick and guided it past my lips and teeth, then slammed forward, lodging it into the back of my throat. With one big hand around my neck and one in my hair, he forced me to remain still and take everything he gave to me. He fucked my mouth in and out with no regard. I gagged, saliva dripping from the corners of my lips.

“Do that thing I like with your tongue,” he taunted from above me. I thrashed, trying to pull away but I wasn’t strong enough.

"Stop fucking fighting us!" The wolf screamed. "We’ll never let you go, even if it means destroying us all.

He went deeper. So deep I thought I’d choke, then suddenly he stopped. He let go. I slumped to the floor with tears falling from my eyes. I heard his heavy footsteps, quickly walking away. Then he was lifting me. He snatched me free of the chains, then he carried me into the bathroom. He dropped me into the tub.

“The council has come for you. Don’t come out of this room unless I tell you." He left, slamming, and locking the door shut behind him, as if it would stop the council.

I lay there in the bathtub, listening to the list of things I was being accused of by Ivanka and the council members. Most of them were lies. I had never physically abused any pack members since I’d been back — outside of Ivanka, and that was in self-defense. But that didn't seem to matter to them. They weren’t listening to Viggo or the pack members who denied it.

I thought about just going out and taking my punishment. I wasn't going to ever be free.

Out of nowhere, a strange feeling washed over me, a force began nudging me out of my own existence. It was a sensation I had experienced before, like déjà vu, but I didn’t know why.

"I'm tired of this. Let me handle it." a voice declared inside my head. I didn’t even have time to properly react. Before I knew it, I was on my feet walking out of the bathroom, then the bedroom door, even though I hadn't consciously decided to move.

It wasn't until I was walking down the stairs that I realized I wasn’t actually in control of my body. I was watching myself walk, like floating from above. Why was my skin clearer? My hair longer? My body thicker? I was taller too.

"What the fuck is going on?" I questioned, not actually expecting to get an answer back, but I did.

"Hi, human. I’m your wolf. Abeg, let’s talk about this later though."

The revelation struck with the force of lightning. I got a wolf? I have a wolf!

"You have a wolf!" she reiterated. "Now shut up.” She opened the front door to the pack house.

“She started the fire that burned half the compound the night she left," Ivanka accused, just as I stepped out of the front door of Viggo's parents' house.

"No, she didn't. I did," my wolf my wolf asserted herself, her tone deeper, tinged with a sultry menace. Without hesitation, she stepped forward. I watched as Viggo, the pack members, and the council members recoiled in fear. Secko and Hawk stepped in front of Viggo. The beta and the enforcer.

The air crackled with energy, like witches whispering secrets on a night lit only by a full moon. I could feel more power than I ever felt coursing through me. I felt high. Gone.

Glancing down, flames danced over my hands. The memory of the night I escaped returned. That's why the feeling of her taking over had been familiar. She had taken control before.

"Why didn't you tell me you were here?" I screamed.

"Because you feared wolves, even your mate, and though I’m you, I am also still one of them—scarier, thanks to the blood we share. Watch this," she smirked, lifting our hand. A fiery arc blazed toward Ivanka, stopping inches from her face. Ivanka’s complexion drained to ghostly white.

"Bitch, come here." The fire formed a finger that beckoned Ivanka forward.

And for the first time in my life, I was fucking speechless.

I have a wolf and this bitch can make fire.


Epsisode twelve

Burn, Viggo, burn.

That's enough. The Alpha Council member, I think his name was Moreau—stepped in front of Ivanka. He was cautious not to touch the flames that flickered dangerously close to his bloated face. He reminded me of the humans TV character Jabba the Hutt with more human features, with his jowly cheeks. He had no right to have such an air of entitlement. His human was weak, his wolf was too. As he spoke, his voice boomed, coated with a false bravado that didn't mask the fear on his face or the smell of it wafting off of him.

"She gave him some pussy," I laughed speaking to myself, forgetting the wolf was there until she spoke back, "Today, I can smell her on him."

Moreau yelled, drawing our attention. "This display is blasphemous and proves what Ivanka said was true. She’s been using witchcraft on our fellow pack members. She must be put to death."
 

The wolves he had brought with him agreed.

I rolled my eyes.

My wolf laughed. A deep, sinister life that would have made the hairs on my back stand on end if she wasn’t mine.

"You’ll put us to death? Let me explain something to you all. Amongst you, I am the paramount, the beginning and the end, the alpha, and the omega. the Apex of wolves who have strayed from their path. You are not my equals. Your threats of death hold no sway over me. But y’all should stop threatening us. It makes Noir angry, you remember what happened last time she got angry, right? How many of your worse died? “She cackled, then stopped abruptly.

"As a matter of fact, it pisses me off too. 'On your knees.' It was an alpha order, and it was not supposed to work on other alphas. Their compliance was immediate. I watched every alpha wolf from the Lupine council go to their knees, bowing their heads in submission. Only Viggo and his pack members were allowed to remain standing.

"Sit, please," she said to them, her tone softening. Her eyes briefly closed as she reached out through the pack's mental links, sending waves of calm reassurance. They all looked skeptical for a moment, but eventually took their places on the ground.

" "Let me tell you all a story," she began, her voice calm yet carrying clearly across the seated crowd. Her steps were so soft you’d think she was floating as she paced before them.

"The question of how we all came to be is often debated. I wasn't there, but I know everything that happened from the beginning. Noir's ancestors and ones like them —humans born with magic. They connected deeply with the earth and were able to commune with the spirits that inhabited it and those on the second plane. Initially revered for their wisdom and healing powers, they became feared for their ability to wield the elements and control the forces of nature.

Humans eventually turned against the witches they once worshipped like Gods. When humans turned hateful and violent towards them — they went into hiding and stopped practicing.

A malevolent entity with no name or face, which had hidden for eons felt their absence. It came out of hiding, knowing that only the witches could stand a chance against it, to keep it from plunging everything into darkness. With them gone, no one could challenge it.

It was made whole and strong again by the atrocities humans committed against each other and others. It seeped into the world like poison, corrupting the hearts of those without magic, twisting the very essence of nature into something ugly, something to fear.

When the remaining witch found out about its return. They knew that it would eventually come for them. But their numbers were smaller than ever, and they knew they wouldn't be able to fight alone; they might win but would lose many without help. One moonlit night, under the watchful gaze of the full moon, hundreds from all over the continent of Africa gathered in Ethiopia, the cradle of birth, to perform an ancient ritual. They called to the spirits of the animals on the celestial plane, seeking strength and guidance. The bear, the lion, the leopard, and the ape all heard but ignored them. The spirits of the wolves answered and agreed to a blood bond.

"They would return to Earth and share bodies with the witches, binding the witch and wolf souls. The wolf spirit would be reborn in the witch's offspring, so even when the witches passed on, the wolf remained, just moving on to other witches whose souls were open to the bond. The witches accepted our terms. With the guidance of the spirits, they created the first wolf pack, neither human, witch, nor wolf, but all.

"The power of the witches and the ferocity of the wolves melded together and defeated the entity, but not the fear it had left behind in humans. The humans began searching out, hunting down, and killing those different from them. The packs scattered, refusing to fight the humans. To remain hidden, the witches stopped practicing and passing down traditions. They married humans, and some of their offspring were born without the ability to take in the wolf. The bond remained, but the magic was lost. At least, some of it was.

She ran her hand down my naked thigh.

"Noir's mother and the women before her never stopped practicing. They never lost their abilities. They felt the calling of the wolf, but as a mate bond only. Like Noir's mother, some met and mated with the Lupine.

"On the day Noir's mother was dying, she used her last breath to call upon her ancestors for protection for her daughter. In response, from beyond the grave, they combined their vast knowledge to create me, Ifiok. Now, Noir not only possesses the power of the wolf but also the magic of her witch ancestors. As it was always intended”

She shook her head.

"So, you see, magic is not blasphemous and Noir is not the problem. You all are. You superior beings took on the bigotry humans held towards witches, weakening yourselves.

Now look at you, unable to recite a simple spell or wield any magic." She grimaced in disgust, then clapped my hands together, startling everyone.

"But now that you all know how badly you all have fucked yourselves. Let's get back to Ivanka."

She turned us to face Ivanka, who was trembling on her knees, watching us. "Crawl to me," my Ifiok commanded.

Without hesitation, Ivanka positioned herself onto all fours and started crawling toward us. Upon reaching our feet, she was instructed to stand.

"It’s your turn. I'll make it so you can sit properly by the fire and tell your story." Ifiok lit a fire around Ivanka's feet.

“Is that nice and cozy?” Ifiok laughed.

The look of horror on Ivanka's face seemed to make my Ifiok as giddy as me.

"You like to talk and tell stories. Tell everyone about how you helped Noir escape and why you did it."

She snapped our fingers, and Ivanka started talking, compelled to tell the truth by magic. "When I saw that Noir was captured, I knew it was an opportunity for me to get closer to Viggo," she began, her voice shaking as she tried to resist the magic. "I've always desired him, but he was always focused on Noir. I thought that if I helped Noir escape, he would finally notice me."

"That's not very nice of you, Ivanka, pretending to be so kind." Ifiok teased as she made the flames rise and dance around Ivanka.

Ivanka swallowed hard and continued, "I went to Moreau and told him that I could use this situation to our advantage. I convinced him that if he supported the idea of making me Viggo's Luna, I would be his eyes and ears inside Eric's pack."

The crowd stirred, their eyes widening as they listened to Ivanka's confession.

"Now tell them why." Ifiok ordered again.

"Moreau wanted Eric's land and female pack members," she went on. "Moreau’s pack was in disarray, with she-wolves constantly running away due to mistreatment. They were considered inferior, placed at the bottom of the hierarchy, and faced daily hardships. Even Moreau's own daughter couldn't bear it and left."

"Almost done. How did my fire spread?" Ifiok pushed.

Ivanka's voice trembled as she revealed the depth of her betrayal. "By coincidence, I had already doused some of the houses with gasoline. I knew if Alpha Fenrick thought Noir burned them down, she would lose favor with him, and he wouldn't defend her or take her back.

When Ivanka finished, the ensuing silence was deafening. My wolf looked around, ensuring that everyone displayed the proper amount of surprise or disdain before her gaze landed on Moreau and the council members he had rallied.

With her gaze fixed on the Lupine council members, she inquired, "Viggo's pack? Has Noir mistreated any of you since she’s been back?"

In unison, everyone said no.

"See, it's settled. Noir's been on her best behavior, sort of. I'd make more out of this because you all came here to kill us and take from our mate, but you are my brothers and sisters, and I'm your elder. I’d prefer not to deplete our numbers any further, especially not on the night of a full moon. Don’t y’all feel it? The energy. Wouldn’t you rather be running through the woods or rutting your mates instead of burning for hours in flames that not even water can put out?" She cocked our head and smiled at them, but it wasn’t friendly.

She lifted and waved our hand. "Now go." The air shifted as she gave another alpha command, dismissing them. Everyone left, including Ivanka, without a word or looking back, as if in a trance. Car doors slammed in unison. We stood listening until the sound of car tires rolling over gravel faded away from our compound.

When they were gone, she turned to Viggo and his pack, who were all staring at us with morbid curiosity, waiting to see what happened next.

Ifiok spoke. "Hawk, Secko, please escort our guest out of the state. All wolves and she-wolves, return to your dwellings. Noir and Viggo will address you later and answer any questions you may have." Everyone dispersed, following my Ifiok orders, leaving only Viggo behind. I could sense a whirlwind of emotions coming from him, making my head hurt and my teeth ache. He was so annoying.

I spoke to Ifiok, "Moreau had some ugly feelings in him. You know they'll be back, right? You should have killed them."

She sighed internally and replied, "That's your father's blood in you, always so bloodthirsty. We have to give them a chance. It's important to offer an opportunity for change and redemption."

I shook my head, unconvinced. "You messed up. I know from just your feelings that we’re staying here, so that means we're leaving ourselves and the pack vulnerable. I like a few of the she-wolves, I don't want to see them hurt."

"He who forgives ends the quarrel," she replied. "Let's end the quarrel now, so when we defend ourselves later, our actions won't be questioned. Now, quiet down. The human and his psychotic wolf are about to approach us. Watch this."

Viggo approached us with his hand outstretched, attempting to touch us. Ifiok sidestepped him, saying, "You. I'm not very pleased with you or your wolf. You knew Noir was your mate since she arrived, yet you didn't protect her. And you, Wolfy. I've called to you so many times since she’s been back, but your infighting with your human has made you deaf to me. You two need to get it together. The voodoo man is coming for you. I can smell his vengeance a hundred miles away. You and your wolf can spend a few hours by yourselves while I answer Noir's questions."

Before Viggo could say anything, our legs were propelling us forward with powerful strides. Our hair whipped behind us as we ran, leaving the compound with Viggo, his wolf, and his pack behind. The wind caressed our faces as we darted through the night, our breaths syncing with our  movements. It felt like we ran forever before we came to a stop in woods that smelled like apples.

"Now that we're alone, I've been waiting to do this since you were eight." I blinked, and suddenly I was standing next to myself, looking back at me. It was a mirror image, except the other me's locs were starting to gray at the ends.

"How did you do that?" I know my eyes had to be bugged out.

The other me reached out, pinched my cheeks, and said, "Magic. It only lasts for so long. Now, turn for me, girl. And abeg, stop calling me 'me and wolf. I am Ifiok." She grabbed my hand, making me spin and stopping me with my back to her. "Thank the ancestors, you have a nice figure a big nyash. I haven't had a body before, and I like yours."

I didn't know what to say. I just stood there, still processing what was happening, until my mind recalled something she had said to Viggo. "The voodoo man is coming. Do you mean Emmanuel?"

"Yes, Emmanuel. In another life, where your mother never met your father, he was your soulmate, or maybe he still is. I'm not so sure, but if I squint and look hard, I can see the string that tethers you two, and it's always been there. I think you met him in the eight years before I knew you. I searched your memory and I saw him once, while you were still in your mother's womb. I couldn't see his face, but I knew it was him. The way your mother smiled softly at him, I think she felt who he was . Maybe we'll commune, and she'll come to speak with us and tell us if I’m right."

"You can do that? Talk to the dead?"

She chuckled warmly, her laughter soothing me. "No. You can and through you, I can. You can do a lot. In time, I will teach you everything. But tonight, you rest while I run. I haven't run in so long." Her eyes gleamed with anticipation. "Tomorrow, we have to head back. I can feel your mate and his wolf searching for you. They’re a hard-headed pair."

As she spoke, my eyes suddenly grew heavy. I opened my mouth to ask her about Emmanuel, how would that work with me mated to Viggo? Could I have both? I felt a subtle magical pull, and I knew she was using our powers on me. Sinking to the damp ground, I struggled to keep my eyes open. Through my heavy lids, I watched as she transformed into a majestic midnight black-blue wolf. With a final glance my way, she took off running, as sleep finally claimed me.


Episode thirteen

New Witches and humans and hybrids oh my. And Emmanuels back.

Two days had passed since Noir and her wolf had vanished into the night. The pack was still reeling from all that had happened with the council. Surprisingly, everyone was on Noir's side. She had brought hope to our pack. The money she had promised was wired to the pack account the same day she ran, and the supplies and instructions for the factory had been delivered. She had given some of the female pack members her recipes to start producing product directly from their kitchens and set up bank accounts for them. She had taken a huge burden off of me. I hadn't thought any of it would happen when I killed the banker before he completed the transaction. I didn't know how it was possible. How had he done it? He wasn’t a vampire but he was something other natural, though he smelled human and was of human blood and flesh. I know because my claws had shredded through it.

And where was Noir and her wolf? I'd searched fifty miles in the direction they had run; they shouldn't have been able to get away from me so easily. Although I could feel our connection throbbing in the back of my head, I couldn't track her. Her wolf insinuated they'd be back, though. The pack was waiting. I was waiting. We all needed answers.

The distant rumble of paws pounding the earth echoed through the woods outside the compound, snapping me out of my thoughts. I sent Hawk and Secko an order to go check before throwing my feet off my desk. My wolf took over, shifting, tearing through my clothes. He led us from the pack house. The sun cast shadows through the trees in the distance as we ran in the direction of our visitors.

I met up with Hawk and Secko at the back of the compound, out by where the prison Noir had been kept at was. They were snarling at Bo, a lesser Beta, the son of my father's Beta who had died right after I took over due to a human flu that some of the lupine hadn't been immune to.

Raw aggression emanated from my wolf. Recognizing the need to restrain him, I shifted back into human form. I didn't need him attacking a pack member before I knew why he and the fifty or so of my wayward pack were back. I was told that some were still working with Moreau or weren't planning to return at all, and why did I sense humans and others, but couldn't see them?

Seeing me, Bo descended to the ground, dropping his blond head. He presented me his neck in submission.

"Get up," I didn't have time for platitudes.

I waited until he rose. "What are you all doing back here?"

He stepped forward, "We came to fight."

I frowned, confused, "Fight what? Who?"

"You don't know?"

"Spit it out," I snarled in frustration.

"Moreau has convinced the council to summon the army against you. He said your mate wields dark magic and has blasphemed our ancestors’ spirits by saying they consorted with witches. The rogues that your mate didn't kill are coming for her also."

"What?"

Secko and Hawk turned back to look at me.

I shrugged.

"My mate also heard someone named Ifiok call to her.

"And where is your mate?"

He looked over his shoulder and nodded. Fifty or so women and children shimmered into view. I smelled one witch, two adult vampires, and two humans, the rest were werewolves or a mixture of wolves and vampires, humans, or witches. I found myself instinctively recoiling. It was going to take some time to get used to magic being real.

A woman with hair and features like Noir, but with skin pure white, stepped forward with her head bowed. She was tiny. Maybe five feet at most, wearing a long flowy white dress that was dirty on the hem.

"Ifiok told us to come. She said we'd be safe here now." She lifted her head, and the power that swirled in her eyes made me feel small.

Bo came to her side and wrapped his arm protectively around her waist.

"This is why we chose not to return before. We found our mates outside of the Lupine. We didn't want to be persecuted for it or have them put in danger."

Guilt turned my face hot. It was hard to hear that this was how my people thought of me. Maybe we were the bigots Noir had accused us of being. I took a moment to gather my thoughts. I had no choice in the matter. If Ifiok put out the word that they were safe here, they were safe. I didn't want to send them away and risk her wrath. After the show she put on with the council, I didn't know how she'd react.

I sent a message to Hawk and Secko to have some of the she-wolves go into town and pick up supplies for our old and new members. The wolf approved of my decision; the bigger the pack, the stronger the alpha. Without shifting, he threw our head back, releasing a soulful howl towards the sky, welcoming our new pack members. I spoke to Bo through our link, "Set everyone up in the empty houses. Meet me in the pack house. I need more info about Moreau and the rogues."

Bo nodded for everyone to follow him. One by one, they walked past me, leaving only his mate.

As they passed, only his mate remained.

She approached, locking eyes with me.

She smelled like things that grew from the earth.

She looked through me, her eyes locked on the beast I shared skin with.

"I need to speak to your human. I mean neither of you harm," she said, running her hand so gently across my cheek that the wolf nearly purred like a kitten and receded without his usual fight.

She took my hands in hers, intertwining our fingers. "I am Hazida. Thank you for taking all of us in.” She smiled softly. “It takes a leader to step outside of themselves and help others." She paused to bow her head in thanks. “Your mate has hardened you, perhaps more than fate intended. This strength, however harsh, will be crucial for what lies ahead. I bring gifts to fortify you further. Are you prepared to receive them?'"

I nodded, already trusting her. "I offer you a fragment of my own Ìwọ́, from myself I give you the gift of life and longevity, that you may witness your mate's full life and departure from this world at her side. I give you Ìtàn Ìyáálé rẹ, the wisdom and tolerance of your ancestors. As change unfolds among us, solidarity is vital for survival against human destructiveness. Lastly, I grant you Ìyẹ̀wù, patience, to endure the challenges from the Oungan seeking you," she said, her laughter mingling with the closure of our clasp. A wave of warmth surged through me, weakening my knees. Somehow, Hazida, the size of a sprout, kept me upright. The wolf uncoiled his body, stretching, bones cracking. He sighed.

When the sensation ebbed, she released my hands and stepped back. "Come to me once you have your mate's favor. I have a secret to share with you then," she whispered, then quickly followed the path her mate and the others had taken.

I was left standing there, my burdens feeling lighter than they had since I was a child. I didn’t understand anything that was happening clearly enough to dwell on it. I sent out a call to Noir's wolf, hoping she’d answer and would come back to explain all that had happened to me, then I turned and followed my new pack members.

Later that night.

Bo had shared everything he knew about Moreau and the rogue wolves with me — which wasn’t much — before returning to his mate. The new pack members were being integrated seamlessly, their fresh energy invigorating everyone.

In the pack house, Secko, Hawk, and I huddled around a table covered in maps and plans, our heads bent low, strategizing for the potential battle ahead. We also reviewed construction blueprints for new houses to shelter future refugees.

“We can build houses here for the single betas to act as the first line of defense if war breaks out,” Secko suggested, pointing on the map.

“Do you believe war is imminent?” Hawk asked.

I nodded, sensing the witch’s fear; she knew something. “We will—”

The sound of someone shouting my name interrupted us, echoing through the room. I turned and walked to the window, eyes narrowing at the sight of the banker outside. His body was painted white, and he held a gold and black staff. He roared, “Dog, come out and fight me!”

His return from the dead stunned me for a moment, but the thought of facing him stirred my blood. I’d make him regret this intrusion.

Pack members spilled out of their homes. I sent a mental command for no one to intervene.

With a growl, I leaped through the window. Mid-air, my bones snapped and stretched, my form shifting, fangs gleaming in anticipation of the confrontation. Before, I hadn’t given the banker a chance to fight back. Tonight, I would make him submit to me before I killed him.

The banker’s gaze flickered to the right of me, momentarily dismissing me. I tracked his line of sight to Hazida, who stood fifty feet away, leisurely fanning herself with a paper fan. Her sweet scent drifted around us. A knowing smile curved her plush lips as her white skin shimmered under the moonlight.

“Àgbà,” she nodded to Emmanuel. “It is finally nice to meet you.” An accent she hadn’t had before caused her words to sound like music.

“Sorcière,” Emmanuel smiled at her as if she were family, his grin warm and inviting, putting his whole heart into it. “It is nice to finally meet you too, lil’ sister. I looked for you whenever I felt you near, but was never able to cross your path. You’re a sneaky one.” He laughed.

“You have to be when the devil's at your heel.”

“We’ll have to see about sending djab back to the depths where he comes from later, Cherie,” he added with a slight smirk.

She nodded, “I’d appreciate your help.”

They spoke as if they were the only two hearing it.

“And you will have it, as long as you don’t involve yourself in a man’s fight for a piece of his soul.”

She lifted her tiny hand and waved him off. “I won’t unless I need to, and only to keep things from getting too serious. Abeg, you do not get too serious.”

“So you count him as family. I smell you all over him,” he said, raising an eyebrow skeptically.

She nodded again, her expression thoughtful. “Diferan menm janm, menm fanmi a pa kont,” she spoke to him in what sounded like French, then translated, “Different but still the same family, no matter the circumstances.”

She tilted her head, narrowing her eyes, “also Twa pati nan yon lanmò pa ka fè yon lanmò konplè si yon moun manke” (Three parts of a soul can't make a whole soul if one is missing).

He nodded solemnly and sighed. “Unfortunately, you’re right, so I’ll just make this a lesson in humility, for my soul brother here, Sis.”

I waited for Hazida to translate what she’d said to him but she didn’t. She stepped back, taking space next to her mate.

Without warning, Emmanuel's staff sliced through the air, narrowly avoiding my head, emitting a sound like thunder when it struck the earth.

“Don’t ever get distracted when your life is on the line, Soul brother!" he cackled as I lunged for him.

We exchanged vicious blows, his fist connected with my ribs, my claws denting his jaw. Each of us seeking to overpower the other, or at least I thought we were. He easily disengaged from the fight, swinging his staff. The impact reverberated through my body and nearly cracked my wolf’s spine.

“You’re too slow,” he taunted. “Concentrate, let the wolf's spirit lead. He’s stronger. You’re superior. He’s faster than me and you. Let him control his body.” He instructed.

“Let me have control,” the wolf growled.

Ignoring both their words, I lunged for him again.

He quickly sidestepped me. “You slow, domesticated puppy. You listen worse than you fight,” he chastised. “You don’t even deserve the power you and your wolf could wield. Noir will have you bowed at her feet, like a pet, where you belong, while I serve at her side,” he yelled. His face balled up in a scowl.

The mention of Noir triggered something in me. I saw red. Primordial instincts I didn’t know I had awakened within me. My wolf felt as if I grew bigger, stronger. The wind howled past my ear; I heard the dry ground crack under my paws. I could feel what his next move would be. I dodged a blow from his staff and lunged forward, wrapping my teeth around his wrist, rewarded with a chunk of flesh between my teeth when he threw me off of him.

I landed on my paws, then we both ran toward each other, clashing again. A sudden, blood-curdling scream tore through the air, bringing our fight to an abrupt halt. The sound of Noir's agony pierced my soul, igniting a desperate need for me to get to her.

I glanced over and saw her writhing on the ground, clawing at her own skin. How hadn’t I felt her return? A replica of her, who I somehow instinctively knew was Ifiok, was kneeling next to her, whispering for her to breathe through the searing pain. I could feel every agonizing second of it.

Emmanuel and I both forgot our battle and rushed to Noir's side. As I neared her, an overwhelming shock of heat rushed through me and brought me to my knees. Helpless, I watched Emmanuel make it to her and scoop her up into his arms. I felt some of her pain ebb away at his touch.

A low growl rumbled from my chest. Ifiok turned and snapped at me, "Shut up! She'll need both of you. Because you and your wolf forced mating on her, her second and third heat will be twice as bad." Her eyes glowed hazel, daring me to dispute her.

My heart clenched in guilt and concern. Like dust in the wind, my previous animosity with Emmanuel was forgotten. My focus turned only to Noir. Whatever magic Hazida had done to me must be working because watching Emmanuel carry my mate toward my home had me feeling nothing but gratitude as I followed behind him.


Episode fourteen

Lets meet Hazida.

"I can sense sadness wafting off you, like wilted roses in a forgotten garden. It's almost visible. Why do you keep playing with the kids if they make you so sad?" Iofik asked. I hadn't noticed her approach, and I jumped in surprise. She sat beside me in the garden, her black, lacy dress folding neatly beneath her.

I pressed my fingers into the cool soil and watched the seeds the kids had just planted sprout. That was my gift; I brought life to nature.

"I can't help myself," I answered finally. "I like the feel of their joy, the smell of their skin, and their laughter."

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her nod in understanding.

"Not to overstep, but may I ask why you don't have children of your own? I heard your mate tell his Alpha that you two didn't need any additional rooms, so I assumed you didn't want any."

I hesitated for a moment. I had just met her and wasn't sure if I wanted to share such a personal part of my life with her. But something in her eyes told me she would understand. So, I took a deep breath and began to explain.

"You ever heard the old tale about the scorpion and the frog?"

She nodded. "I was the frog once. I helped someone, and all I got in return was pain."

"It began on an ordinary night, like any other in my life. I was walking home from the daycare where I worked. The dimly lit streets were quiet, and the moon shone bright in the sky, guiding me. My heart was content. I had my children at the daycare, and I knew my mate would find me soon, so I would soon have my own children.

"Nearly home, a cry of pain came from the alley, only a yard away from my home. My instincts told me to stay away. I could smell the sulfur in the air, so I knew a demon was involved somehow, probably attacking humans. But soft-hearted and hating the sounds of someone's pain, I ventured into the alley to help them. There, I found a demon being attacked by a group of humans, five of them.

"Whoever the group was, they knew what they were doing. They had swords, guns, other weapons, and even magic. I could see the demon's red skin covered in green, some concoction had made it vulnerable. Something in me just couldn't abide by what was happening. Like all creatures, some were bad, some were good. I hadn't heard about demons causing any harm in the area I lived in, and humans were so quick to act violently against others. I couldn't just stand by.

"I closed my eyes and focused on decreasing oxygen levels in the air and increasing carbon dioxide. Within seconds, the humans went from angry and violent to drowsy, and then to sleep.

"It's strange how the world works, isn't it? A witch saving a demon from humans, instead of the other way around. Demons had been lesser friends than humans to us. I should have left him to his fate.

"I was quick about walking away; I didn't even think he saw me.

"Three mornings later, I went to exit my house and found a medicine bag full of herbs and potions I hadn't known still existed. I immediately knew it was the demon. I was flattered and accepted his gift, thinking that would be the end of it, but the gifts kept coming. The Lunar Tear amulet, he said, would enhance my powers. I had no choice but to accept it. The minute I touched it, I felt myself absorb its power. The very next day, he sent me The Infernal Grimoire and The Sanguine Chalice; he signed his name that time, Malphas. I nearly died right there; I had saved the president of hell, and he was sending me gifts born of evil. I was terrified. It was then I realized that nothing good could come from his attention."

"You ever hear of Ramiel?" I paused my story to ask.

She shook her head.

"He's a demon who cast himself out of hell and helps us here on Earth now, using his demonic powers for good. Of course, he lives right here in Florida, in Miami. I put a protective spell over everything I had received, took a day off work, and drove from Tampa to Miami. I asked him to have it all delivered back down under with a message that I was to receive no more gifts, a simple thank you would do, and that I was under his protection."

Ramiel's intervention provided me with some relief, but I knew that Malphas wouldn't give up so easily. The gifts stopped, but his presence lingered. The days that followed were filled with dread. I could feel him stalking me from the shadows. I could hear his laughter, taunting me even in my dreams. And then, one night, he came to me in human form, a beautiful African giant with skin like black velvet, his manhood thick and inviting, lying on his thigh. He tried enticing me into sex. I had waited 109 years to engage in physical gratification, waiting for my mate. I was not going to be tempted by evil. I was steadfast. He was angry. He said the gifts he gave me were proposals. He needed a queen to reign in hell, and because I had accepted the first, I had accepted his proposal. I was so frightened my soul threatened to evacuate my body, but with a calm I didn't know I was capable of possessing, I told him no thank you.

"My entire house shook when he spoke. 'When you change your mind, you can come get this.' I was confused about what he meant, and just as I opened my mouth to ask, he showed me his true self. His skin was a deep, ashen gray, with a pattern of black tattoos all over his body. Jagged veins that pulsed with dark energy popped out of his flesh. He was somehow hideous and beautiful at the same time.

"When he slid his claw-like hand into my belly, the pain was excruciating, like being burned alive. There was no blood, no gaping hole. He pulled my womb from within me and held it in plain sight for me to see. He said he knew my deepest desire was to have children and that when I was ready, I knew where to find him so we could start our life and family together. Then he disappeared. Just like that, he'd stolen life from me when I'd saved his life. I can still smell his skin years later." I felt myself trembling.

Iofik pulled me from the ground into her embrace, snapping me out of the memory I was reliving. I heard someone sobbing and then realized it was me. I shoved my hand in my mouth, trying to stop the sound. Out of nowhere, Bo came and scooped me up in his arms, whispering soothing words as he walked us back to our new home.

Over his shoulder, I saw Noir and brother Emmanuel take their places at Iofik’s side. This was the first sight of either of them in three days since Noir went into heat. Emmanuel, Alpha Viggo, and Noir had locked themselves in the big house the alpha lived in and hadn't come out.

I heard Emmanuel's whisper in my head, "Repose-toi, piti sè mwen, mwen te vwayaje nan lanfè pou anmizman, pa gen anyen pou mwen tounen" (Rest, little sister, I've traveled in hell for fun, it'll be nothing to go back).


Episode fifteen

Three days ago.. 
 

Emmanuel had me leaning against him, brown skin against browner skin. My back to his muscled chest. His hard dick was pressed into my spine as he ran ice cubes over my heated body. I was burning from the inside out. I could hear the hissing of steam being created miles away as Ifiok skipped fireballs off the lake like stones, trying to deplete the fire my body had produced. My heat and the triggering of my magic were too much for a half-human. If they didn’t get my 240-degree temperature down, Ifiok was not uncertain of the consequences, but she knew it was essential.

My chest rose and fell as I panted. The stark contrast between the temperature of my body and the ice created a sharp, stinging, pleasurable type of pain that spread across my skin, making it feel as though I was being pricked by thousands of tiny needles that activated the nerve endings that led directly to my pussy.

Viggo, sitting on the other side of the room, holding my gaze with those fucking eyes of his, didn’t help. I wanted to fuck him and fight him. I wanted to make him bleed, then lap at the skin until it healed. I wanted his dick in the back of my throat, all while Emmanuel thrust his inside me with abandon. I felt feral, even after Ifiok had given me valerian root and a mixture of other plants to keep me from tearing my own flesh from my bones.

I still don’t understand the why or how of anything that recently happened. One moment I’d been running through the woods with Ifiok in charge, then I’d been back at the compound, threatening to combust. Ifiok said I'd transported us there. Viggo's rage was like a beacon.

Back on the compound, the smell of Emmanuel and Viggo's pheromones and blood mixed had hit me like a runaway train. It was like Xtabentun to a Mayan god. How in the fuck I knew what made Mayan Gods horny was beyond me, but Ifiok said I would know all sorts of new things I didn’t know before —the longer we stayed together. None of it mattered right then, though. The need to be fucked took precedence. It was crawling under my skin like ants.

Why weren't Viggo or Emmanuel doing what I needed them to do to help me?

Like a crazy woman, I screamed out "Fuck me!" wailing loud enough to cause my own ears to ring. The wolf was the first to react. I watched him take charge. His eyes were as wild as I felt, his fangs and nails extended. He pushed himself up from the chair.

"Don’t," Emmanuel warned. The wolf threw his head back and howled, the arms of the wood chair splintering under his grip. If Emmanuel wasn’t there and I wasn’t sedated, I would have crawled to him and begged him to fuck me. Pride be damned.

The wolf, to my disappointment, retook his seat. Fisting his dick, he began stroking it up, then down. My eyes followed the movement of his hand. Watching him please himself turned my panting into me trying to catch my breath again. Emmanuel's hot breath against my ear intensified it, making me breathless as he whispered in my ear, "Calm down, you're hyperventilating."

I barely heard what he said.

"Fuck me," I whimpered again. I couldn’t fucking breathe. "Please," I begged. The one word was like a song to my ears and sounded like it came from someone else, and it seemed to put the wolf in a trance. His hand went still as he stared at me —as if awaiting further instruction. "Touch me," I ordered, using the same voice. The ice Emmanuel had once been holding slid down my stomach. It had melted before it reached the juncture of my thighs. He cupped my breast from behind, gliding his fingertips over my dark, pebbled nipples. I was so distracted that I didn’t notice Viggo   until the bed dipped. Starting from my foot, he used his tongue to trail his way up my body. His nails dug into my skin as he snatched my legs open.

Out of nowhere, Ifiok appeared at the side of the bed ruining everything.

Viggo and Emmanuel both froze.

"I see you're better, well enough to cause trouble." She looked exasperated. Her posture slumped, and her eyes were wide as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

"Stop!" I screamed, my frustration having me unable to form a complete sentence and tell her to unfreeze Viggo and Emmanuel, but she is me and I am her, so she understood what I wanted without words.

Hand on her hip, she shook her head. "No, Noir, you cannot use magic on them. How did you even know to call on the Bilquis magic?" Beads of sweat dotted her forehead, and the sheer white peasant dress she wore was scorched.

"I don't know. Now go and let me have them!" I shouted, waving her off.

She groaned. “This is going to be bad if you don’t listen. They both need to agree to be with you, not while under the influence of magic. See what happened when Viggo and his wolf forced you? Look at you now, nearly coming out of your skin. As soon as that magic wears off, these two knuckle-draggers are going to be possessive and destructive, and I’m going to watch and do nothing, and that’s only if you don’t kill them by mistakenly draining them of all their life force. Abeg, leave Bilquis and all that has to do with her alone. We don’t want her angry or to owe her a favor. Use no more of her power.”

I stared at her, expressionless, eyes blank. I didn’t care about one word coming out of her mouth.

A groan broke free from her chest. She threw her hands up “ Such a mumu,. You’re going to do what you want anyway." she cursed me before she faded away.

She was forgotten in seconds. Viggo and Emmanuel picked up right where they left off. Viggo's teeth dragging along the inside of my thigh had me sighing and sagging back into Emmanuel. My nipples puckered painfully under his manipulation. Viggo pressed against my pussy, his tongue sweeping in between the folds, making my leg shake. He thrust his tongue into me, then proceeded to fuck me with it.

Emmanuel's hands were everywhere. His body was so hard against mine as he pulled my hair to the side and ducked his head to pepper kisses on the nape and sides of my neck, swirling his tongue on my pulse point. I couldn't take it all —the licking, touching, all at once, the sensations wrecked my nerves. I came undone using what little energy I had to push my pussy into Viggo's face. My hands tangled in the sweat-slicked sheets as I came. There was no chance for me to catch my breath. Viggo sat up on his knees, wrapped his hand around my ankle, then dragged me down the bed. He flipped me onto my stomach, impaling me from behind. Filling me up in one hard thrust. I moaned, my eyes rolling to the back of my head. Emmanuel guided my mouth to his dick. I relaxed my jaw and let him push back into my throat. stretching my mouth. His dick throbbed and jerked as I bobbed my head up and down. This is what I needed, to be filled. I could feel myself regaining my strength.

That was how it was for hours: Viggo and Emmanuel twisted and turned me; they took turns decorating my body with their seed. They filled me with it.

Once the mating craze has left me. When I was dozing off to sleep, sandwiched in between them, I thought about the fact that neither of them had spoken a word while they were taking me.

Was that a consequence of the magic Ifiok had talked about? I sat up and looked to Viggo first, then Emmanuel. Neither were moving, their chests were barely rising or falling. I called for Ifiok, but she didn’t respond. I didn’t get to call again. My eyes were suddenly too heavy. The darkness behind them took me.

I woke up hours later. I could feel Emmanuel at the side of me; his hand cupped my breast as he snored lightly. Viggo wasn’t in bed. Cracking my tired eyes, the moonlight light was enough so I could see shadows dancing in the distance. I sat up and realized it was Viggo's wolf and Ifiok transformed, not human but not wolf. Ifiok’s legs were thrown over Viggo's hip as the wolf worked himself in and out of her. The smell of their sex permeated the air, fueling my own need. Her moans caused my belly to coil. Lying back down, I pressed my mouth to Emmanuel's, nipping at his plump lips, kissing him awake. His eyes shone brightly when they flickered open. I pulled him on top of me. "I need you." Nodding, he gripped my leg, pulling it over his shoulder. He pushed the other against the bed and eased into me. We both sighed. With his forehead against mine, he asked, "Do you finally feel it now, Cherie? The string, the force that binds our souls? “ He started moving inside of me. "I felt it that first day you walked into the bank." He rolled his hips.

I nodded. "I feel it."

He pressed deeper into me, asking. "Do you want me?" I nodded again.

"Yes, yes. I not only want you, I choose you." I just wanted one person in my life that I chose to have there.

"Then you shall have me forever and always." He stared down at me, his pupils dilated, and began to speak. “In the presence of my ancestors, I, Emmanuel, pledge eternal love and devotion to you, Noir. I offer my power and wisdom to our transcendent bond. Together, we’ll conquer storms, dance in the light and the shadows, and celebrate our divine union. I vow to protect, cherish, and guide you through the darkness. Do you accept me until eternity?”

"Yes." I accepted.

"Then cum for me and accept my seed." He groaned, then dropped his head, taking my nipple into his mouth as my head lulled back into the pillow. God, he felt so good.




The next morning, I woke up to someone calling my name outside the window.

My wolf was sleeping peacefully inside me, with Viggo and Emmanuel at the front and back of me, respectively. I eased out of bed, feeling normal. I stretched towards the heavens, uncoiling my body before making my way over to the window, where I found Julip staring up at me. Her eyes were wide; she gestured for me to come down.

Turning, I picked up Ifiok's scorched dress from the floor and slid into it before heading down the stairs.

"Thank God," Julip said as I stepped out of the door, "Are you all done?"

I blinked, confused.

She sighed with aspiration. "For two days, every mated pair on the compound has been doing nasty stuff to each other —day in and day out, like they were under some type of spell, leaving me and two of the old she-wolves to take care of everybody not mated, and too young to take care of themselves, babies included."

My mouth dropped open. Suddenly, I could hear the grunts and groans of sex happening all around me.

"I’m tired," she whined. "You’re the Luna, fix this."

"I’m not the Luna, though, Julip."

She stomped her foot. "You are, so fix it, please." She stormed off without another word.

Ifiok's voice sounded in my head. "You are their Luna, and you're responsible for everything that went wrong. Fix it quickly and quietly. Who calls on Bilquis because they're horny?" She sucked her teeth. "A hardheaded half-human, that's who. You call Bilquis if you want a bad man, one more powerful than you gone. Even those with absolute power can't resist a lil pussy. But no. You call her to mate, with men who want to mate with you, And now where are your mates? They’re nearly drained of their life force, sleeping a dreamless sleep and still rage-filled. The aggression radiating off both of them is palpable, like a brick wall. I know you feel it. I warned you." She huffed. "I’m going back to sleep, don’t call me for nothing, Petulant child."

"Well, damn, tell me how you really feel. How do I fix it?"

She sucked her teeth again. "Do some magic," her voice was filled with sarcasm. Then I felt her block me out. I looked to the pack house. Several children were at the window, looking at me hopefully.

I had no idea what to do, so I did the simplest thing. I used Ifiok’s alpha power. "Stop fucking." I sent out the message mentally, not knowing if it would work.

Ifiok huffed in my head before disappearing again. I guess she didn’t like me using the wolf's power after she said she didn’t want to help me, but what else was I supposed to do? I felt her pull from my power, then I saw her transform into a wolf and run into the woods out of my peripheral vision.

Doors to houses in the compound started opening. Naked and half-dressed wolves in different stages of transforms started emerging from the house. A pale woman with locs hanging down her back wearing a wisp, colorful robe that stopped at her knees was walking hurriedly my way. With the bright morning sun at her back, she looked like a wicked witch. I took a step back when she stepped into my space. She smelled like sex and nature. For some odd reason, the combinations made my nipples hard. I narrowed my eyes at her.

"Why would you call Bilquis?" That damn wild man nearly killed me, rutting in me. The wolves' emotions are attached to their Alpha, you put him in a crazed sex trance, and it affected them too." She pointed back at the house she’d come from, then at herself. "I’m human; I don't have a wolf spirit or an unbreakable body. Why would you call on Bilquis for help—not Mama Wata, Osun, or Oshun, but Bilquis? You're going to have to clean up the magic residue left behind. Sheba magic drains the life force and common sense out of people. Clean it up or you’re going to suffer a lot of consequences." she chastised.

My eyes had to be as big as saucers.

"Who are you?"

She smiled, showing all thirty-two of her pearly white teeth, which was such a sudden change from scowling.

"I’m Hazida." She held out her hands. "I have gifts for you."

Before she could finish what she was going to say, Viggo's wolf burst through the upstairs window of the house. A bloodied Emmanuel followed, leaping out and landing on two feet, scowling, making me think Viggo had been thrown and hadn’t jumped.

"Abeg, look," Hazida threw her hands in the direction of Emmanuel and Viggo. "Consequences. Messy magic creates messes." She sucked her teeth before sitting on the ground and folding her legs under herself. "I gave him patience, but you drained it right out of him," she said, rolling her eyes at me. "Might as well sit down and watch. There is nothing either of us can do now. Let them beat each other. A good ass whooping teaches valuable lessons."

The sickening sound of Viggo's paw cracking Emmanuel's jaw drew my attention. The two men, in human form and naked, were locked in combat. Emmanuel uppercut Viggo, sending him stumbling back. Viggo retaliated as soon as he gained his footing. He reached out, and his claws connected with Emmanuel's abs, leaving behind deep scratch marks. Emmanuel didn’t even flinch.

"That's all you got, Soul brother?” Yelled as he uppercut Viggo. “She’s mine too, and if we have to fight until you get that through your head, we will." He growled the word as if he too had some wolf in him.

He charged Viggo, grabbing him by his arm and hurling him into the wooden wrap-around porch, breaking a section.

Viggo rebounded quickly, springing through the air. Emmanuel caught him on the way down with another uppercut, sending him flying back in the direction he came.

"Stop!" I yelled, my voice desperate and strained, but it was as if I'd said nothing. They continued fighting.

It was a debacle. What had I done? The pack members looked worse for wear and fearful. Emmanuel dragged Viggo's bloodied body through the forest, looking as if he was walking him. My eyes darted around the compound. Where were Hawk and Secko?

Children were crying, and the woman I had just met looked up at me, eyes filled with disappointment and judgment.

Panicking, I did the first thing that came to mind. I closed my eyes and called to the ancestors. Taking advantage of their powers, I yelled, "Everybody sleep!"

Like dominoes being tipped, everyone started falling to the ground—Viggo and Emmanuel included.

Hazida clicked her tongue and stood. "Those gifts I mentioned, I see you really need them and now." She sounded indignant.

Pushing herself up from the ground she roughly took my hands in her smaller ones. Like a fool, I let her. "I give you the gift of discernment because you make rash and unwise decisions at every turn. Do you know whose magic you just borrowed from? Do you know the consequences of borrowing said magic? No, you realized you could and did it." She shook her head. "I give you empathy because your lack of it makes you selfish and look what that got us." She glanced around at the chaos. "Finally, I give you a sense of self. You lost yourself before you even found yourself. You are unique—human, wolf, and witch. You are a leader. Be everything you are all at once." She squeezed my hand and a sensation I'd never felt before filled my body. I felt almost whole.

Tears pricked my eyes.

"What did you do to me?"

"I brought life to what’s naturally inside you; that is what I do. That is my gift. You are welcome to borrow from it if needed. This is how it works. I give you permission, you don't just take." She nodded.

My hands dropped from hers as she stepped back. "Come, little sister, we need you to fix this mess. I have no idea how to wake them up from sleep paralysis. We need to find Ifiok."

"I don’t know where she is."

She scoffed. "You call on Bilquis to put your mates in a sex trance, and you call on Ogun Oru to cause sleep paralysis to your mates and your pack members when it conveniences you, but you can’t track your own wolf's spirit?" She sucked her teeth again.

"I can," I hurried to lie. I’d figure it out. "Let’s go." I walked past her, heading in the direction Ifiok had gone.

"Let’s go then," she echoed, sounding unsure but she followed me anyways.


Episode sixteen

Yall not funny, but I am petty.

Sometimes learning new things was hard.

I nodded at Ifiok and Hazida as I spoke to them. "I understand Bilquis being a sex goddess who sucks the life out of her worshippers. I understand that she finds kinship with female witches and lends us her power because it keeps her in existence, and eternally beautiful. I understand I shouldn't have called her and could have killed Emmanuel and Viggo.

I cocked my head, “What needs to be explained to me is how a god responsible for sleep terror, sleepwalking, and sleep paralysis could hear me when I called on my witch ancestors. Explain it to me like I'm a child, so there's no confusion."

Ifiok and Hazida glanced at each other briefly, making faces.

I shoved a finger in their direction. "Aye, I can see you two. I'm new to all of this, magic, wolf spirits, witches, and powers. You two old wise women should be more patient with me." I rolled my neck in Hazida's direction, "or maybe you gave too much of yours to Viggo and left little for yourself."

She rolled her eyes at me, then looked back at Ifiok. "Nobody wants Viggo, Noir." She and Ifiok laughed.

She knew that's not what I meant. My lip curled. I liked both of them, but not together. Since Ifiok had come along, they had been treating me like I was a bit slow. We were all sitting on the forest ground, surrounded by a fire, and I had been listening for hours to them telling me how many things I had messed up and about my powers being dangerous if I didn’t learn fast.

What I had learned was that there were different sources of magic. Residual magic, which was leftover magic like energy. Most of it dissipates when used, so it's not very strong. It was all around us, easy to snatch and use, which was how I teleported myself.

Then there was borrowed magic, which came from a direct source, other witches. It was more powerful than residual magic.

According to them, all witches had a set of powers that were unique to them. The more powerful witches could call to their ancestors or other witches and borrow powers, but if you took in too many that weren't your own, it could kill you. I had taken in too many. Combine that with my heat, and I almost caused myself to stroke out, and nearly fried my human brain.

One of my magical abilities was being able to call to the spirits in the celestial plane, which consisted of many different realms where those who had passed away, gods, demons, and many other entities resided. Most witches couldn't borrow from their ancestors or those on the celestial plane. I could and had been doing so since the night Secko and Hawk had come for me. I could also lend out some of the copious amounts of magic I had in me. This is how Ifiok was able to wield my fire and become corporeal for a while.

"Can I tell you a story?" Hazida said.

"What story? Is this the right time for a story?” I could feel myself becoming more agitated.

"The story of Ogun Oru, to help you understand." she said before she began.

In a small village in southwestern Nigeria, there lived a powerful god named Ogun Oru, known as the Sleep God. Ogun Oru was feared by many because he had the ability to cause terrifying nightmares and sleep paralysis. The fear fueled his power and existence. But one day, a villager who had been sent away to be educated came back to the village. He taught the villagers to pray to another God and they prayed to that God, Ogun couldn't hurt them. The villagers began to doubt Ogun's power and began to speak against him.

Enraged by the villagers' disbelief, Ogun Oru cast a powerful spell that put the entire village in sleep paralysis. At night he would visit them in his true form, a giant made of shadow with large teeth and claws. He taunted them, chasing them in their dreams.

Fueled by their fear, he grew stronger than ever before and decided to keep them asleep forever. For months, the villagers were trapped, not aging, not dying, needing no food or water.

Until, a young witch named Amara, who had gone off to explore, returned to the village to find her mother hiding in her home, fighting sleep, and her brother paralyzed by it.

The only reason her mother wasn't forced to sleep was because she and Amara had a unique ability. They could walk in their dreams and had mastered the art of lucid dreaming. The mother knew if Ogun found out what she was, she would have to fight for her life, and she was too old and tired for that, so she only slept when he did, in the light of day.

Amara vowed to her mother that she would free her brother and the villagers.

Amara prepared herself to face Ogun. She didn't need physical weapons, she could create more powerful ones in her dreams, and planned to. She entered the dream world, but Ogun didn't come to her as expected. She had to find him. She walked in darkness for what felt like months but had been only minutes until she came upon him. He was entranced by her beauty. He had known she was there searching for him all along but was too shy to meet her, thinking she would be scared of him and he wouldn't have a chance with her. Her beauty was beyond anything he'd seen. Tall at 6'7" and 300 pounds, he thought her to be more beautiful than Oshun.

He offered her the best food, water, and any material things she could dream of, anything he could make possible for her in his realm, but he refused to let her people go, knowing she would leave him after.

When she realized that he was enamored with her, but let her people go. She showered him with love and affection and tricked him into taking her to the realm where the spirits of witches who had passed on lived so she and him could join souls forever.

Once there, Amara was more powerful than Ogun Oru. She threatened to cast him from existence if he didn't free her people. When he did, she left him there, free, under the watch of witches who had been from her village when they were living.

So sometimes, when living witches call for help from their ancestors, Ogun Oru answers and lends them his power, growing stronger with each use.

His ultimate dream is to become powerful enough to escape and find Amara and return to his own realm with her, where he can rule once again. Little does he know, Amara hides from him in the same realm he wants to leave.

Hazida finished her story, and her eyes met mine, waiting for me to answer her unasked question.

"So, by using his powers, I made him powerful enough to put everyone to sleep?"

She nodded.

I realized that I had messed up big time.

I pushed myself off the ground. "We have to wake them up. How do we do that?"

"Do magic, like you always do," Ifiok taunted me.

I glared at her.

She threw her head back and laughed. "I'm sorry. I took care of it before you got here."

"How?"

Her brow rose. "I borrowed some awake dust from a fairy I know."

"Fairies exist?" I asked, astonished.

She nodded yes at the same time she said, "No."

Hazida busted out laughing.

Ifiok stared at me like I was an idiot.

My face turned warm, and I clenched my fists at my sides. "I'm leaving."

“Don’t leave,” Ifiok deadpanned.

I opened my mouth to curse both of them.

Hazida threw up her hands in surrender "Stop. We’re joking,” She said, trying to compose herself. “Tell her what really happened, Ifiok.”

Ifiok sighed. I asked someone for a favor, and they're awake now. I won't tell you who, or how. You might stub your toe, use my method to stop the pain, and end up shifting the world on its axis."

She tried to stifle her laughter, but Hazida shoved her, and they both began laughing at me.

my feelings were hurt "It's annoying watching yourself laugh at you. Especially when neither one are funny." I closed my eyes and withdrew my magic from Ifiok. Seconds later, I was no longer looking at her version of me.

Ifiok spoke in my head. "That was uncalled for."

"It was my turn to laugh. You said I should use my magic sparingly and lending it to you to walk around and run in the woods isn't sparingly."

She clicked her tongue. "I still get the last laugh." Suddenly, I started running and couldn't make my body stop.

"I'll just walk back alone," I heard Hazida yell.

"What are you doing?" I screamed.

"Your mates are waiting for you, both of them. I'm taking you to talk to them," Ifiok taunted.

"Talk to them for what?" I tried to stop running but couldn't.

"You have to make them come to an agreement, or Emmanuel will have to kill Viggo when his wolf goes mad. Consequences." The thought of Viggo dying caused my heart to ache.

Ifiok laughed. "He's growing on you.”

"Shut up," I said, blocking her out.

What felt like a minute later, we were entering the compound. At the edge sat Viggo and Emmanuel, still naked, staring out into the woods. Both of them were perfectly healed. Ifiok stopped me right in front of them and said, "Let her talk." Then she flopped us to the ground. They looked at me strangely, but neither spoke.

Ifiok let go of control as she told me. "Talk to them. What you three do affects all of us now."

I had no idea what to say. I just stared at both of them, taking them in. The moon was hitting both of them just right. Shit, they were both so handsome. And they were mine. And I could use magic to make them do whatever I wanted. Just thinking about it, I could feel myself growing wet and hot.

They both, in unison, moved their eyes to my middle, Viggo’s nose flared, and Emmanuel licked his lips. I knew exactly how to handle them in that second. I stood, pulling the singed dress I'd borrowed from Ifiok over my head. Naked, I posed under the moonlight.

I had their apt attention.

"I want both of you, and I don't think I should have to choose in a world where magic exists and we’ll live for hundreds of years. I refuse to choose. So, you two can spend your time fighting each other until one of you dies," I swung my eyes to my left where Viggo sat. "That would be you, Viggo, because Emmanuel can't die anytime soon. Or, you can both spend your time fucking me, whether together or apart, I don't care. I'll be in the shower when you two decide."

I stepped in between them and headed to Viggo's house. I was under the water, washing the woods from my locs, when they both walked into the bathroom. Emmanuel took his place in front of me, his nose bloody. Viggo was in the back. I looked over my shoulder, and his left eye was black. I guess they had come to an agreement.

Ifiok scoffed, "That was not the type of talk I meant for you to have with them, and these idiots came to you." I could feel Viggo's wolf indignance too.

I joked to Ifiok, "Can I lend both you and Viggo's wolf my magic and y'all go take a run?"

"Um," she said, then paused to think, "I don't know." She sounded intrigued.

I closed my eyes and concentrated on making them both whole. I felt Ifiok leave my body. I was left with a slight headache, my heart pounding in my temple, which was new.

Ifiok gasped. I opened my eyes, and just outside the shower, next to her, stood Viggo's white wolf.

"What in the fuck?" Viggo cursed.

Ifiok transformed, and they both ran off without a word.

Well, damn. What else could I do?


Episode seventeen

The big bad wolf

My feet carried me back and forth around the pack house. I had wondered where Hawk and Secko had been, now I knew. They’d been out trying to find out information on what Moreau had been up to. It was a lot.

It was official. I had a warrant out for my immediate arrest. I was wanted dead or alive by the council. And steps were being taken to have Viggo removed from the alpha of his pack, by force if needed.

In my head, that meant everybody who wanted me dead or who meant to unseat Viggo had to die. It was that simple.

"That's your father talking again, Ifiok," added her two cents. I turned to glare at her.

"I told you we should have killed them that day they came."

She shook her head. "We would have gotten the same result."

"But there would be fewer of them coming after us, Ms. He-who-ends-the-quarrel," I growled in her direction, feeling like I was the wolf.

She growled back. And took a step towards me.

Emmanuel stepped in front of me, blocking my view of her.

I swallowed past the aggravation that had turned the moisture in my throat to dust to focus on him. He took my wrist and glided the pad of his thumb over my pulse there. "Everything is going to be okay, Cherie." The way he said the words while running his fingers softly across my skin made me believe him.

His steady gaze anchored me, and I began to focus on his familiar features. his deep-set eyes, the curve of his plush lips, and the creases that had been permanently etched in the skin at the corner of his mouth because he was always smiling. I felt myself calming down.

"Feel better now, Kè mwen?" He smiled down at me.

I nodded.

"So, no more snapping at us weary souls?"

"But-"

He brought his hands up and placed a finger on my mouth, shushing me. I tucked my lip into my mouth to keep from biting him.

"No buts. You need a moment, and 'soul brother' and his little wolf do too."

I rolled my eyes. Emmanuel knew Viggo hated it when he called him that. Viggo’s wolf abhorred it. He wasn’t fond of even the idea of Emmanuel being there, let alone him having nicknames for them, and he was angry at Viggo for letting him stay, as if Viggo could make Emmanuel do anything. The whole immortal thing gave him the advantage. But still, I knew if I wasn’t lending the wolf my magic at night so he could run the woods with Ifiok, there would have been a lot less peace around here. Emmanuel, the man of reason, had been encouraging me to talk to Viggo about my expectations instead of telling him what he was going to do.

I peeked around Emmanuel, and my eyes fell on Viggo. He was standing with Secko and Hawk, but his eyes were on me. I smiled and gave a little wave. He narrowed his eyes. I ducked back behind Emmanuel. "I don’t want to talk to him right now," I whined. I knew it was childish, but I was still holding onto grudges from six years ago and even longer. Did I even really need him if I had Emmanuel?

Emmanuel looked down at me in that unperturbed way he always did when I was being unreasonable, and I folded. "Okay, I’ll talk to him."

He leaned down and pressed a kiss to my forehead. "Of course you will, and while you do that, I’ll be here planning. I think I told you before, but just to refresh your memory, I’ve won and died in revolutions; I love a good fight." He chuckled darkly while walking around me. I watched him saunter off toward Ifiok, who was standing with Bo and Hazida. He looked so different than New Orleans Emmanuel in Viggo’s jeans and one of his lumberjack shirts. When all the trouble was behind us, we’d have to go shopping. I liked each man in their own style.

Taking a deep breath, I gave myself a pep talk. "You will be nice; you will not snap at him. He has risked his pack for you," I gave myself a talking to before I approached Viggo. With Emmanuel, things were easy. I could just wrap my arms around him and say, "We need to talk." But with Viggo, we were still learning how to navigate each other. His eyes never left me as I took the forty-three steps to reach him.

"Excuse me," I acknowledged  Secko and Hawk, gesturing for them to give us some space. Like obedient soldiers, they silently stepped away, though they had never been particularly talkative with me. I knew that one day I would need to reconcile with them as well.

I raised my eyes to meet Viggo's.

"You know, back when you always used to ask me to ride on your wolf to some secret place you wanted to show me... Is that still possible?" I asked.

Viggo looked down at me with a hint of suspicion in his gaze before answering "yes."

"Like, right now, this minute. "I think we could both use a little escape from everything thing that’s happening."

Viggo hesitated as if he were thinking about it. I started walking toward the pack house exit, "just for a while," I said, coaxing.

The wolf met me outside, fully transformed. Dropping his large powerful body to the ground, he jerked his head, gesturing for me to get on his back. I had always been curious as to where he wanted to take me, but not enough to ride his wolf there, until now.

It was midafternoon, and the sun was about to dip out of sight, so I wasn't worried about us being seen by humans in the woods. I tied my long locks onto the top of my head, pulled my sundress above my thighs, and carefully climbed onto Viggo's wolf's back. His fur was soft and silky, like on his head, and it smelled like it after a shower. The familiar scent of him enveloped me, calming my frayed nerves. Laying down, I wrapped my arms around his massive form as much as I could.

I yelped in surprise as he suddenly took off so fast, the wind whipped my hair loose. It beat against my back as Viggo's wolf expertly leaped over fallen logs and weaved between trees. I held on tighter, my heart pounding in my chest. I was wishing I had taken him up on his offer sooner. It all felt surreal. I felt alive. He was running for a while before he slowed down. I could smell fresh water and feel heat on my skin.

He came to an abrupt stop. I climbed off his back and laid on mine on the cool earth.

The tendons in his neck stood out as Viggo transformed and dropped to his knees. Our eyes locked. He didn’t say a word, and I had no objection, as he parted my legs, pulling them over his shoulders, nearly folding me in half. Impaling me with his dick, his movements were frenzied. There was no finesse, no technique, just us chasing the high we didn’t want to lose.

Raw, dirty, and dripping. Pushing, pulling, thrusting, we fucked each other until I was a trembling mess of nerves underneath him. I bit my lips so hard that when I came, it bled. Viggo licked at the wound as he stroked me hard and fast. When he started to jerk and his stroke became erratic, he dropped his head and groaned into the crook of my neck, "Mine," he let out a growl, filling my pussy with his warm seed. I grabbed his face and brought his lips to mine. "I’m sorry for the past and promise to do better in the future." He kissed me back until we were breathless; he seemed out of it. I figured he was just tired when he rolled off me and was snoring seconds later, his chest rising and falling rhythmically with each breath. I propped myself up on my elbows to watch him, unable to resist the urge. I couldn't believe I actually liked him a little bit, he was growing on me. I decided to let him rest, knowing he had barely slept in the four days since I'd announced I'd be keeping Emmanuel.

I rose from the ground and made my way to the clear pool of water nearby, stripping off my dress as I went. Steam rose from the surface of the water. As I stepped in, heat enveloped my body. I felt my muscles slowly begin to uncoil. Dipping my head under the water for a moment, I let the soothing heat wash over me.

When I resurfaced, I found Viggo's wolf had taken control and was standing in the water about ten feet away from me.

"Hi, Wolfy," I said, greeting him with a playful smile.

He raised an eyebrow and corrected me, "Axel. Not Wolfy, not dog, or any of the other names you have called me over the years." How low and dangerous his tone was didn’t register to me then.

I blinked in surprise. "You have a name?" It had never occurred to me that Viggo's wolf might have a separate identity, complete with a name of his own. I thought Ifiok having a name was unique to her because of how she came about, or maybe I was still being ignorant. I never thought about whether the wolves were beings with their own thoughts or feelings.

Axel nodded, a hint of bitterness playing at the corner of his mouth. "Yes, I have a name. And it's about time you knew it," he added, his tone firm. Something was different about him, but I couldn’t put my finger on it.

"Do all wolves have a name?"

He nodded. "Yes, but only their mates usually know it and use it through their link. We don’t have that convenience."

It wasn’t until I couldn’t feel the bottom of the lake anymore that I realized he was stalking toward me in the water, his movements deliberate and predatory, and I had been instinctively moving back.

"I’ve been waiting to get you along since I learned a new trick."

I frowned. "To do what? Because your tone is giving very much, I want to hurt you. And what trick? "

A sinister smile curled his lips as he tilted his head slightly. " Don't look at me with that scared bunny face. You just stopped being afraid of me, don't hurt my feelings by taking us back a step. I promise I'm not going to hurt you, much. I just want to play with you a little without restraint."

I held up my hands. "Okay, Axel, this is not funny." I said, my voice wavering.

He chuckled softly. "Of course it isn’t because this isn’t a joke." His fangs dropped from his gums, causing a shiver to run down my spine.

"You remember when you told us about how much you liked sucking Emmanuel's dick? I’ve been thinking about that a lot. You thought you were really clever, huh?" He shook his head and said, "Viggo wouldn’t let me punish you the way you should have been punished. You got off easy. He lets you get away with entirely too much.”

The darkness in his voice sent a shudder down my spine. That was it. I was officially scared. "Viggo, Viggo!" I called, hoping he'd take control, after hearing my voice laced with panic. "Get your fucking wolf, he’s got rabies or something!"

Axel raised an eyebrow and gestured toward the shore. "See, that’s what I’m talking about. You have no respect for either of us. Look back on the land, Noir."

I glanced back and saw Viggo's body lying there still but breathing. My eyes widened as I looked back to Axel, then back to Viggo. "How?"

He grinned, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "After you lent me your magic, I got to thinking about the history of our people and the bond we made—how we wolves used to be able to wield magic. Then I asked questions. Ifiok is really talkative after you fuck her nice and slow. She told me if you have magic in you, you can gather residual magic from anywhere and use it. So every time you lent me yours to go frolic in the forest, thinking you were shutting me up, I would practice magic. Then I started siphoning a little from every time you used it. I tried and I tried until I succeeded in separating from Viggo as Ifiok does from you. Then I talked to Ifiok about how Viggo always wanted to bring you here and how we could all settle our differences when were here. She talked to your human, the walking dead man, and here you are. He’s so helpful."

"Why is Viggo sleeping and can't hear me?" I asked, my voice trembling. After everything he'd just told me, I needed Viggo to wake up.

Axel shook his head, his expression reading disappointment. "He’s just plain exhausted. You've nearly ruined the human, making him weak. He's softer than ever, even softer than when he was young. He used to at least let me take control and punish you sometimes. I also drained a little of his energy, he'll wake up though. I wouldn't kill myself."

"But I apologized." I tried.

He nodded. "That back there was an apology. For everything you did to us? No." He laughed. “Not even close.”

I waded backward. "It seems you have specific things in mind that you want me to apologize for?"

He nodded his head frantically. "Yes, a few." He held up one finger. "For ignoring us for ten years, the boy nearly begged you for attention daily, and you were cruel and ignorant."

He held up another finger. "Two, for leaving us and putting your mouth on the human's dick while you were gone."

And yet another finger was held up. "Three, for making the boy’s father betray him."

"Four," his voice rose an octave. "I want you to apologize for putting human poison in your veins to keep my seed from doing what nature made it to do. Did you think I didn’t know? 

He tapped his nose after transforming it into his wolf snout. "Olfactory. Your heat is supposed to trigger your ovulation, and I should have smelled it, but I never did. I’m not a stupid animal; I know about human birth control, Noir, and so does Viggo. It was just another one of your deceptions he was willing to let you get away with to keep you here. Well, I’m not scared of you ever leaving because I’ll always track you down. I’m bigger, stronger, and faster. But I digress. We should get on with your punishment. I don’t know how long I have, and you’ve gotten a lot healthier. There's so much more flesh for me to sink my teeth into. There’s so much I can do to you before anyone comes looking, and now that you heal faster, I can be rough.

Fear gripped my chest, and I tried to keep my breathing steady despite my rising panic. As he lunged toward me, I screamed, hoping to wake Viggo, but he didn't budge. My mind raced, trying to conjure magic, but nothing happened; I was too scared.

Axel managed to grab me, carry me out of the water and tie me to a tree with my shredded dress without much effort.

As he hovered over me, nearly foaming at the mouth, I closed my eyes really tight and hoped that I was dreaming.

Suddenly, I found myself sitting up in bed at home, screaming. No longer wet and cold, I could feel the fabric of my nightgown against my body. The bright sun was shining through the window. "Had I been dreaming?" I adjusted in bed and groaned. My body was too sore for it to have been a dream. Viggo and Emmanuel came running into the room. I pushed myself from the bed and jumped behind Emmanuel for protection. I recounted everything that had happened up until I was tied to the tree but couldn't remember anything after that. They both looked as if they didn't believe me. Viggo was only focused on the fact that the wolf had finally shared his name with me.

I tried to explain to Ifiok, thinking she'd be the one person who would understand me. She didn't believe me either, saying it wasn't possible without her knowing. She even tried to find the memory in my head, but there were none. However, flashes of my body being roughly handled and my pussy and ass being taken roughly kept coming back all day. I thought I was going crazy. Everyone reassured me that it was probably a bad dream caused by stress. I noticed Axel was quiet, but I had to let the subject go as we prepared for whatever the council was going to throw at us.

Around midnight, as everyone was settling for bed, there was a knock at the door. I followed Viggo down to answer it.

Viggo opened the door, revealing a man as pale as ash, with an otherworldly handsome face. He wore a tailored business suit that fit his large frame to a tee. The wolf growled, but the man didn't react. "Tibi praesento. An invite to the Vampires ball," he handed it to Viggo and then flashed away. I don't know what Viggo did or said after that because I was talking to Ifiok in my head. The messenger's words had triggered a memory. What does "Memoriae tempestas, in oblivionem ducat, Quod terruit animam, nunc recedat. In tenebris abscondatur, ut pax redeat, Quod timor abstulit, serenitas instaure?" mean? It's Latin, and it translates to "Storm of memories, lead into oblivion. What frightened the soul, now retreat. Let it be hidden in darkness, so that peace may return. What fear has taken away, serenity restores."

"A spell?" I asked.

"A spell," she repeated, then spoke softly. "I wrote that spell in one of the journals I planned to give you. Only Viggo's wolf had access to it." When the realization hit her I felt it.

"Don't lend Axel any more magic. She ordered.

We both turned our eyes towards Viggo, and for a moment, the wolf took over, flashing us a smirk and a wink.

Ifiok laughing wasn't the reaction I expected. "We start training you tomorrow, I don't think Axel's is going to live up to his name's meaning. You've pissed off a big bad wolf." But the training never came.


Episode eighteen

Who is Axel?Who the fuck are you to be asking about me? The 4th wall episode.

"Hey girls and boys, I’m going to introduce myself. I'm Axel. My name means 'Father of Peace.' A wolf's name is given to us by some moon god or she-bitch god on the god plains who created the wolves. Or at least that's the story. They are whispered to us at birth, and we always have them, even at rebirth. It was like that before the bond with witches, and it remains that way. They're supposed to represent our contribution to the world.

Ha! I can't help but snigger because how can I be peaceful or find peace with a mate full of chaos?

You know they say a wolf goes crazy without its mate after so long? Well, I went crazy before Noir ever left. No, let me correct myself. I didn't go crazy. I jumped off the fucking deep end and orchestrated my own madness because I refused to let a little girl send me there with her bratty mouth.

Do you know how many times she called me a dog? How many times she called me rabid? How many times she screamed and lost her mind at just the sight of me in my natural form? I knew she was my mate as soon as she stepped foot on Fenrick's compound, but she was terrified of wolves. What a cruel twist of fate! I wanted to kill the rogues who caused her fear myself, but Viggo wasn't ready for that.

I know you're all out there reading this, and you're thinking, 'You're too mean to her. You shouldn't be so angry...' But why not? Think about it. I didn't even get a mate with a wolf I could communicate and bond with. I got one little half-human who was terrified of me and mean as a damn viper. Then she left, and I was stuck with this whiny she-bitch who smells like desperation and chopped liver. We couldn't rut her because our cock couldn't stay hard around her. Her wolf was even more annoying. I blocked her link from Viggo and most of the pack, and nobody seemed to notice because she was that much of a fucking nuisance.

Then Viggo had to have Noir dragged back, kicking, and screaming, and she turns out to have the sweetest pussy and juiciest mouth, but then she wants me to share it with a half-dead man — I can’t even kill? The freaking moon goddess hates me. I might just off myself and Viggo so I can go search for her on the other side and shove my dick in her throat. I’m laughing out loud.

You know what else sucks? The fact that I can remember a past life I had — that makes this one even more annoying. I had a mate who was a natural submissive. Pretty little Ethiopian, she'd sing to me. She didn't want for another. Her pussy wasn't that good. She gave me pups, though—ten of them. I miss that life sometimes. I prefer Noir, though. She has enough flesh to sink my teeth into without hitting bone. I can't remember who I inhabited back then. I just know I went to sleep one night as him then I woke up in Viggo. I could see potential in him at first, but then she showed up, and he might as well have been born human.

Look at him. Sleeping like war isn't coming. Drooling. Pathetic.

Oh yeah, y'all can't see. I've got to describe what I’m seeing. I’m hovering over the bed, waiting for the right moment. I heard the white witch talking about lucid dreaming and decided to try it. I waited until Viggo went to sleep a few nights ago. I cleared my mind and imagined myself outside of his body, and it worked. I'm starting to wonder if I even need Noir to lend me her magic. Ifiok seems to be all I need. I fuck her and it's like she's giving me a magical STD, like human herpes. It rubs off on me. I'm laughing out loud. Ifiok has okay pussy. it’s cold. It’s weird, like what I'd imagine ghost pussy to be like. Ha!

Back to Noir and her harem.

She’s sleeping with her head on the half-dead man’s chest, and Viggo is behind her, holding on like a she-bitch does to an alpha, it’s pathetic. Don’t get me wrong. I kind of like the half-dead man. I know he’ll protect Noir at all costs, but if Noir insists on having him, he needs to have rules. Like not sleeping on the bed. He needs his own room, far away from me.

They’re all sleeping comfortably, while I can’t get any sleep because I know something is going to trigger me when she takes us up to this vampire's house tomorrow. He’s going to say or do something I don’t like, and then everybody is going to be for keeping the peace when I want to rampage. That's something Noir and I have in common. We have no mercy. Kill your enemies before they become a problem. I’ve never been so proud of her as I was when she offed all those wolves up in Hick Town because of what happened to her parents. She should have included us, me and Viggo. I would have helped. Made it bloodier and more memorable. The Council would have talked about it for years.

Shhh…

Fuck. Ifiok is awake. I slam back into Viggo's body and watch her from behind Viggo’s eyes as she appears in wolf form and trots out the door. I hear her paws slamming against wood as she runs down the stairs. She does the same routine every night, not long after midnight, leaving behind a nice amount of residual magic. I don’t think it’s fair that she can just come and go as she pleases. Noir is my mate. I should be the one with the fucking privileges. I need to talk to Noir about that.

Closing my eyes, I concentrate on pulling all the residual magic from the air, then I snatch life energy from the three sleeping forms until I’m corporeal and standing on my own two feet, a clone of Viggo.

Being extra careful, I lift a naked Noir from the bed. The half-dead man and Viggo don’t even budge. Having your energy sapped seems to put you in a deep sleep. I don’t how I knew it would the first time I did it, but it worked. Maybe wolves did have control of their witches' magic in the past like Ifiok said —and now I’m just remembering parts of the rules of it all.

I carry Noir bridal style out of the room, down the stairs, and into Viggo's office. Taking a seat on the leather sofa, I situate Noir as I like. One thigh on either side of me, her pussy lips sandwiching my hard cock. She's so warm and wet, leaking seed.

I lift her body with one hand, aligning her opening with my cock as I flex my fingers around her neck, then I lower her body, impaling her with my dick while squeezing her neck at the same time. You should see her. Her eyes immediately pop open, they’re wide. wide enough to see her soul. She grabs my arm, trying to force my hand away from her throat. Without air, she is not very strong. I flash her a fang, and her eyes nearly pop out of her head the moment she realizes I’m not Viggo. She starts to struggle, but harder now.

She can’t breathe, so she can’t scream. Her attempts to get up cause her pussy to rise and fall off my cock. It's feeling really good, so I don’t restrain her as much as I could. I’m bigger, and I’m stronger. She needs to realize that. I lean in so I'm right at her ear and tell her, "If you scream when I let you go or call for Ifiok, I’ll slice off the half-dead man’s head. I know he can’t be killed, but he won’t be back for three days. Isn’t that right? You don’t want to go to the vampire ball without him, do you?" I say really low and demented-like. She hates when I use my —what she calls “rabid wolf” voice on her. HAHA, she a bitch. But she’s my bitch.

"Now nod if you understand." She shakes her head up and down like a bobblehead, and I want to laugh but instead, I let her neck go. She gasps for air. I know her lungs are burning; she’s probably dizzy.

Y'all see what I have to do to get any kind of control around here?

She coughs. "Who in the hell are you talking to?"

I shake my head. "Don’t worry about it. They know who I’m talking to." I sound out of my mind to my own ears. Which is why she’s searching my eyes to see if I lost it.

Talking to you motherfuckers is going to have her scared of me again. HAHA, I said again. She really never stop being.

Her entire face frowns. "You're fucking crazy," she says, and she means it; her tone says that.

"I know, bunny. It’s your fault," I say, then I smack her ass. It ripples on my lap, and her pussy squeezes me, giving me a fresh gush of pussy juice. Fuck, I love her so much I could eat her. I probably will later. Gobble her lil pussy up right up.

"Ride me, Noir. While we talk. And don’t you dare fucking defy me, or I'll ass fuck you like before but let you remember it this time."

"You were screaming all like, 'Ahhh, it hurts!' Haha.

She’s scared of me again. The fear wafting off her is even stronger than lust. She can’t help the lust; her pussy was literally made for my cock. I mean dick. I hear some of you don’t like it when ‘cock’ is used.

Does it matter? I'm throwing up my hands now. It doesn’t, but back to Noir. The dark witch had captured me in her spell.

I kind of prefer her fear over her disobedience because, at least then, she listens.

She tucks her head into my chest and starts bouncing her ass up and down, on beat.

See? She does what I say when she thinks I’ll do something crazy.

But in true Noir form, she finds a loophole. She's trying to get me to cum fast. Whispering nasty things in my ear. But I’m not having it. I tap her on the thigh. 'Slow down.' I can’t help but growl at the way her pussy is milking me. I want to howl and confess my love. I do confess, 'You know I love you, right Noir?'

She looks at me like I’m crazy.

It pisses me off.

'This is where you say it back and mean it.'

'I love you, Axel. I really do. I have no choice but to, but you're crazy, and I think the magic is making you that way.'

'Fuck,' her pussy tightens, and I lose concentration and have to close my eyes and think of Ivanka's face to prevent spilling inside of her too soon. I regain my composure quickly. I hated the Russian bitch.

'Bunny, if I'm crazy, you're responsible, not the magic.'

She doesn't respond because she's into the sex now. My cock makes her feel real good. But I can do better. I dip my head and latch onto her dark nipple on her right titty. She gasps. I nibble at it with my teeth, and she speeds up, dancing in my lap. I’m not going to last much longer. I force myself to remove my mouth from her breast. I grip her chin, focusing her attention, and she keeps moving. She loves this dick. 'I need you to figure out how to make this permanent.'

She opens her mouth to say something. I know it’s going to be something I don’t want to hear. I shove my thumb in her ass, and her pretty little mouth forms an 'O,' so I can continue talking. 'I, as your mate, deserve the same privileges Ifiok has, and if she has them, I get them. If I don't, I’m going to create havoc, and I think you know I can. You hear me, Noir? And you better not tell anybody but God,' I say, imitating the words I heard her say.

She nods.

'Use your words, Noir.'

I’m about to cum. I’m panting like the dog she used to accuse me of being. I’ll be that right now. Woof, Woof. Only for her though. I can also feel a tingly feeling that comes when I’m about to lose physical form.

'Yes. I hear you,' she moans. I hold my breath and remove my thumb, grab her by the waist, and slam her down, holding her in place while we cum together. You should see her face. She’s fucking gorgeous when she dies a little for me. If I have to share her with Viggo and the half-dead man, it should be like this, me being able to have my own time with her. Neither of them fuck her like I can. So it’s excruciating to watch.

I feel myself fade away, then I’m back in Viggo's head, and I'm mad about it. It wasn’t so bad until I knew another way was possible. He wakes up as if he feels me returning. I take over just as Noir sneaks back into the room. I grab her before she can go into the bathroom. She squeaks when she realizes it’s me but doesn’t say a word. Good girl. I pull her down and climb on top of her, grab her legs, nearly folding her in half, before I plunge into her pussy again. At this very moment, life ain’t so bad inside another being."


Episode nineteen

Visiting death and a visit from death.

My eyes widened in awe of the near-castle-like mansion we encountered as we pulled onto the expansive grounds of the Vampire King's house. A fusion of Gothic and medieval architectural styles, the estate boasted stone walls, stained glass, and intricate gargoyles standing sentinel, guarding the estate from unseen threats.

Naturally, it was in Miami. Florida itself was a beacon for the supernatural, but Miami was where the most wicked, unholy, influential, and powerful creatures played. The vampires had achieved what no other creatures had —they had gained a stronghold among humans. They were embedded in all branches of the government, wielding power, and influence from the shadows.

I averted my eyes from the house. "Please don't do anything in here that could get us killed," I said to Axel through Viggo. I could already feel the aggression radiating off Axel in waves, and after last night's threat to cause chaos, I didn't trust him to behave.

Emmanuel sat next to me, his calloused thumb soothing my hand, keeping it from trembling. I was nervous as hell. We were venturing into the lair of the Vampires without much knowledge about them. We had gleaned as much information as we could from the vampires on the compound, but it wasn't much. They didn't even know his actual name, just referred to him as the Vampire King. Apparently, he didn't rule over the vampires; he was simply the strongest and oldest among them. Even Emmanuel didn't know much about him.

The door to the black SUV we were in opened. The same vampire who had appeared at the compound greeted us. Ifiok, in wolf form, was the first to get out, followed by Viggo in his black custom-made tuxedo that fit his stocky body perfectly.

Emmanuel was next out of the car. He wore a red tuxedo that stood out like glass on concrete against his dark skin, his face was painted with intricate white lines. This was the Emmanuel the underworld knew. The grandson of a powerful Haitian voodoo priestess, a powerful Oungan in his own right, a warrior.

Emmanuel was on one side of me, his hand at the small of my back. I had my arm settled in the crook of Viggo's, and Ifiok was leading us in her black wolf form as we were led down a red carpet, the full moon guiding our way.

We climbed what felt like a hundred steps before we came to two large doors with ornate designs carved into them, depicting different parts of vampire history. The doors creaked open on their own accord. As Viggo, Emmanuel, and I stepped into the mansion, I couldn't help but roll my eyes at the over-the-top decor. Red and black velvet draped the walls and furniture, giving the entire place an unmistakable vampiric vibe. "Very cliché for a vampire," I muttered under my breath.

The instant the words left my lips, every vampire in the room ceased what they were doing and turned to stare at us. Their whispers filled the air, their tones a mix of disdain and curiosity. It was clear some were intrigued by our presence, but unsure how to react. Others seemed hostile, their eyes steady on Ifiok. It was no secret that the wolves and vampires didn't usually get along. For a time, the vampires had enslaved and used the wolves like pets. I found it odd that the belly dancer on stage kept dancing as if she was in a trance. I scented the air and, under the smell of expensive perfumes, death, and decay, was the scent of humans — not just the one on stage, but at least a hundred. As if reading my thoughts, Emmanuel stepped up next to me, ignoring the stares. "They're called Renfields or Familiars. Humans that volunteer to help the vampires."

A sudden rush of wind across my face caught my attention.

Three blond women, who looked nearly identical, materialized out of thin air about fifteen feet in front of us. They moved towards us with such fluid grace that they appeared to be gliding across the floor. Their red ball gowns clung to their slim, pale bodies like a second skin. Their eyes fixed on us, scanning us with caution.

"Good evening, Lupine Viggo and Luna Noir," they greeted, flashing sharp fangs, in a friendly way..

Then their eyes turned to Emmanuel and darkened. "Valentina’s chosen, what brings you here... with her?" They addressed Emmanuel, their eyes dropping to his hand that was holding mine.

"Aleera, Marishka, and Verona," Emmanuel addressed them by name.

I swiveled my head to look up at him in time to see him nod curtly in their direction. A sneer curved his lips, the first I'd ever seen from him.

My brow rose. So, the vampire who cursed him was named Valentina. I'd tuck that name away for later.

"Shall we inform Valentina you're here in Florida? I'm sure she'd like to see you." They spoked in unison. Their words sounded like a threat.

Ifiok must have heard the same. She transformed. Her naked brown body glistened under the red lights, her curves were accentuated by the shadows that danced around her. We stepped forward in unison, perfectly synchronized. We appeared as twins, though I was a stark contrast to her in my large black ball gown with a four-foot train.

The vampires began to whisper. "Are they twin witches? An illusion? Was one born a wolf and the other a witch?"

"Yes, tell her he’s in Miami. She should come pay us a visit," I spoke, my voice firm and steady. My fire illuminated my hand, and Ifiok mirrored my movement. We twirled the flames like a basketball, demonstrating how much control we had over the magic.

The wives hissed, their tongues flicking the air like snakes. They jumped back all at once, kicking off their shoes and landing in fighting stances, low to the ground. I momentarily forgot we were visitors amongst them. Anger scented the air. All the vampires were ready to pounce. But I wasn’t scared. I'd burn the entire fucking house down with them in it if I had to. Before anything could transpire, the wives straightened, smoothing their hands down their hair and then their dresses, replacing their sneers with fake smiles that twisted their lips. It was a strange de-escalation.

"Our husband, Lucian Dragomir, would like to see you all now," they said in unison again.

Just like that, the tension in the air dissipated. The other vampires went back to minding their business. Strange indeed.

"Please, do follow us," one of the wives gestured for us to move forward. Ifiok gave me a look, then spoke to me over our link. "Be careful and aware." She transformed back into her wolf. The wives led us to an imposing set of double doors, adorned with elaborate carvings of battles and mythical creatures.

The door opened on its own, revealing an olive-complected man with dark hair and even darker eyes, lounging in a plush, red high-backed chair.

He stood, his arm rising at his side. "Welcome, welcome," Lucian Dragomir's voice echoed in the chamber, his gaze flickering with a hint of amusement. "Do forgive my wives. Their manners can be... lacking at times." The wives merely pouted as they settled by their husband's side.

An extravagant chandelier hung over his head, its black ironwork twisted into gothic patterns, holding ruby-red crystals that cast a dim light across the room. The entire room was an opulent mess of black and red paint and fabric.

A chill ran down my spine when Lucian's eyes landed on me.


Episode nineteen- Part two

Visiting death and a visit from death.

The vampire flashed his fangs. "You must be the infamous Noir, the uniter." I almost opened my mouth to tell him that the uniter was Ifiok. She’d been the one to make Viggo’s compound a safe haven, but we’d already discussed not letting anybody know who did what and who had what powers.

I nodded. "I am."

His eyes ran from the tip of my head to the tip of my toes. "I hope I'm not being too forward when I say you look delicious. I would love to have just a little taste." The predatory gleam in his eye had me ready to leave the room, but there was also a compulsion to move forward. It was as if an invisible force was pulling me, leaving me stuck in a tug-of-war between my own instincts and someone else’s instructions. I felt myself leaning forward on the brink of willingly stepping into danger. But just as the invisible pull tightened around me, Emmanuel intervened, stepping in front of me.

"You are overstepping, Lucian." Emmanuel snapped his fingers in my face, and instantly, the strange compulsion faded. He then turned to Viggo, a serious look in his eyes. "Soul brother, have I ever told you what I do during those three days when I 'die'?"

Viggo mirrored Emmanuel’s step, taking a place next to him, in front of me. He shook his head. "No. You talk a lot, but you've never shared that." They spoke to each other as if they were the only ones in the room.

Emmanuel chuckled. "Well, most of the time, I play Spades with Baron Samedi. You know who that is?" Viggo shook his head, his eyes forward. "No, can't say that I do."

Emmanuel patted Viggo on the shoulder. "Let me divulge then. He's the Loa of the Dead. He lives between the crossroads of life and death and has dominion over cemeteries. He can tell you who goes within this earth beneath our feet. He likes rum and a good card game. I've won many hands of spades against him, and he owes me a few favors. So, we have two choices," Emmanuel continued, his voice steady. "First, we could have a little fun. You aim low, I aim high, and we tear the dead man to pieces." He paused a devious smile curving his thick lips. 

"There's a 50/50 chance we don't make it because he's got the home advantage, but the ass-whooping we give him will remind him to mind his manners when it comes to our lady. After, I'll meet you at the crossroads on the other side. Baron and I will teach you how to play Spades. Provided he doesn't dig your grave in three days, I'll show you the way back. You've never crossed Baron Samedi or any of the Lwa, have you? This question is important so take your time, think about it."

Viggo shook his head. "No need to think about that. I have never crossed one. Never even heard of one until this very moment."

"Good," Emmanuel nodded. "That's choice one then. The second is I call Samedi for a visit and he digs a grave for the dead man." He turned to Lucian. "You ready for the eternal sleep, dead man?" He didn’t wait for Lucian to answer. He turned his head and spoke over his shoulder. "You hear me, brother Samedi? You wanna come for a visit? Me and Soul brother Viggo got some real premium rum to share." Emmanuel tapped his foot and chanted a few words under his breath. The ground underneath us shook as if trembling with fear. When the ground stopped shaking, his eyes fell hard on Lucian who was somehow paler than he was when we first walked in. "Or would you, Deadman, rather have the conversation we came here to have with you in a civilized, gentlemanly way?"

Lucian's icy eyes flashed ice. "I don’t fear death. Reigning in hell will be just as satisfying as reigning on earth," he retorted.

All three men took steps towards the fight they seemed to want to have. The wives disappeared, probably going to get reinforcements. The three of them fighting would not end well. I looked to my side. Ifiok was staring on. Her eyes, impassive and uninterested. She wouldn’t be much help. I conjured a ball of fire and threw it. It floated between the men, keeping them separated. "Enough! We're not here to fight. We have important matters to discuss. Can we proceed with that?"

The men held each other's gaze for a moment longer before slowly backing down, their animosity lingering, keeping the air thick with tension. It took a beat before Lucian spoke. His dark eyes surveyed us as if trying to make sure we were all paying attention before he started talking. "The reason for this invitation extends beyond mere social courtesy or gentlemanly ways."

He gave Emmanuel a pointed look. "I'm sure you've sensed the dire situation both our kinds are facing. We're on the brink of extinction, largely due to human intervention and the petty squabbles between us and creatures like us. We should not be dwindling in number as the humans grow."

Admittedly, I zoned out as he talked. Between Viggo, Ifiok, and Emmanuel, I'd get a replay. I was exhausted. I had two mates to please sexually and whatever Axel was, Satan maybe? I hadn't even told anyone about him lucid dream I’d been having that involved him because I wasn’t sure myself if he they were just regular dreams or not.

The next thing I knew, Ifiok and Viggo were howling as if all the agony in the world was being poured into them. “What’s happened?” I called to Ifiok. She answered our link, “Seko is dead. The lupine army attacked the compound. We have to go.”

I couldn’t move. Suddenly, I could feel her anguish, her fear. It felt like my heart was being seared. Doubling at the waist, I tried to steady my breathing but it didn’t help. Then, in the back of my mind, I heard someone calling me. The urgency to get to them had me pulling magic from the air, as much as I could. I closed my eyes and concentrated on being home as I reached out to my ancestors for help. I felt like my entire body was being torn in half. Falling to my knees, I tried to think past the pain.

“Get up, girl,” Ifiok yelled.

When I opened my eyes, I was on the compound. It was havoc going on around me. The male wolves of Viggo’s pack fought a losing battle against the biggest wolves I’d ever seen. There were at least a hundred of them battling around the compound. They were all the size of a barn and they were swiftly mowing through Viggo’s pack. When I looked behind them, I saw they were holding a line in front of Hazida and the two vampire women who joined our pack recently. They were protecting Hazida who had her fingers in the soil controlling thick vines that surrounded most of the women, teenagers, kids, and elderly.

It was Hazida who had been calling out to me. Once she laid eyes on me, she visibly relaxed. “They’re loading up other children down by the river. Go get them!” she screamed, looking absolutely frantic.

Before I could react, Ifiok was beside me, in wolf form. “I got them, you help keep them away from Hazida.”

I surveyed my surroundings seeing how I could best help. Viggo was fighting, Emmanuel was fighting, and somehow, I had brought Lucian to the compound, and he was fighting. The screams, the scent of blood, the chaos—it was all too familiar, too much like the night I lost my parents. At first, I was paralyzed by it, but then I remembered. I wasn't a helpless child. I had grown up and avenged my parents' deaths. I would not let history repeat itself. I remembered the night I had left and how my fire had burned Viggo. He said he hadn’t recuperated for days. That was my plan. I summoned my fire. The flames came alive and danced in my palms. I started throwing fireballs at every wolf that didn’t belong.

Ifiok sent me a message over our link, “There are about twenty children. I’m taking them to the apple orchard until everything returns to normal."

The smell of burning fur and howls of anguish filled the air. I started building a wall of fire around the pack house. "Everybody in!" I used Ifiok's alpha power to send my pack and order to retreat as Viggo, Emmanuel, and Hawk kept fighting until all the pack members were safe inside.

Ready to end it all, I built my fire inside me until even I felt the singe of it, then let loose on the lupine army members who were advancing on us. I watched them drop to the ground, rolling and growling, trying to put out the flames. No matter what they did, nothing helped put out the flame. The ones who hadn’t been set aflame started to retreat.

I had very little magic left. I forced myself to stay on my feet until all of them were gone, and then I collapsed. I was so tired. Emmanuel and Viggo came running to me.

Emmanuel stopped mid-stride when out of nowhere, a seven-foot figure appeared. His skin was the color of midnight, his face was adorned with white paint like Emmanuels was. He wore a flamboyant red tailored suit, and his eyes held mischief that seemed out of place for the occasion. The expensive bottle of Harewood Barbados 1780 that Emmanuel had recently added to his collection was cradled in his large hand. His presence cut through the aftermath of the battle we’d just fought like a blade.

Emmanuel turned and met the man halfway. He gave a respectful bow, to which the man responded in a relaxed, almost playful manner. "Frè mwen, pa gen okenn fòmèl konsa," he said, his voice rich with the melodic tones. Brother, let's not be so formal. You called me for a visit. He raised the bottle of rum, “a well worth it visit from the crossroads.”

The man walked toward my fire. Not even trying to touch him, It spread like a curtain as he did. He walked over to Seko's lifeless body. He bent, his fingers lightly traced Seko’s still form from head to toe, then he stood. His expression remained unreadable as he turned back to Emmanuel. "Yon lavi pou yon viktwa, sèlman de plis," he said, his voice dropping a notch. “One favor for one win, only two more.”

Emmanuel nodded, "Mèsi, Baron Samedi," he said, thanking who I now realized was the Loa of the Dead.

The Baron nodded, then swept his gaze over the battlefield, his eyes landing on the fallen lupine soldiers. "Gen anpil tomb pou fouye aswè a," he said. "Got a lot of graves to dig tonight." He then disappeared into the same nothingness he'd emerged from. Seconds later, Seko sat up, gasping for air.

If that wasn't enough, we all went on alert when a noise came from the woods. We all looked in that direction, and all of us witnessed a bigger, hairier replica of Viggo come out of the woods, dragging one of the lupine soldiers still alive behind him.

"Axel?" I blinked, not sure I was seeing what I saw. I looked back and everybody saw it too, their mouths hanging as open as mine.

"I'm free, and I'm not going back, but we can talk about that later, after we interrogate this one." He threw the soldier twenty feet across the compound. He landed at me feet.

And for what felt like the hundredth time since I’d been back, I felt myself start to faint, Lucian the vampire caught me before I hit the ground, then everything went black.


Episode twenty

Adam? Am I Eve?

Lying in bed after waking up, I kept my eyes closed because I really didn’t want to be bothered. I missed solitude.

I sensed Axel and Ifiok changing direction, heading back from their run as soon as I fully woke up. I sent a message to Ifiok through the link, telling her to take her time. She'd been watching over me for four days since I passed out, she deserved a run in the night air. Viggo, Emmanuel, and the rest of the pack had left on the same night as the vampire ball. Lucien had a piece of land somewhere off-grid where the pack could live until we figured out what to do with the council and ensure we wouldn't face another incident like the one before.

I knew the council had sent the army for me, but it didn’t feel like a real threat until Secko's death and the sight of terrified children being herded away. The blame rested squarely on my shoulders. I kept contemplating turning myself in, but then what? Would my death be enough to make the council leave Viggo and his pack alone? What would happen to Emmanuel? Without me, would Ifiok still exist? Would Axel maintain his corporeal existence? There was still so much we didn't understand about his transformation into a sentient being of his own. He and Viggo could still shift into identical wolves; they just weren’t connected in any way.

My internal debate was shattered by the sound of breaking glass, causing me to sit up abruptly, only to be blown backward as the entire side of the house the broken window had occupied exploded. My head collided with the wooden headboard. My ears rang and my head swam.

Through blurred vision I was a colossal man, a literal giant, come through the hole in the wall, the moonlight at his back, dressed entirely in black. The intruder dwarfed the room. Standing at least seven feet tall. One blue eye and one brown eye bore into me, holding dark secrets and far too much interest in me. My heart raced.

It took me a moment to react. I called upon my fire, feeling it surge beneath my skin. But his reflexes were faster. He hurled a vial at me before I could hurl the flames at him, extinguishing them all together.

“Ah, keep your magic to yourself, my little witch,” he taunted, his voice a rough growl, his lips curved in a smirk before chanting three words that paralyzed me. All I could feel was my heart pounding a thousand miles per hour.

Just as he advanced, a room-shaking snarl erupted from outside. Relief surged through me as Axel burst into the room. In human form, he hurled himself at the giant, their bodies slamming into the floor with a thunderous crash. The air was instantly thick with the metallic scent of blood. Desperate, I tried to reach Ifiok through our link, but panic choked my thoughts, leaving me helpless. The sound of fists meeting flesh echoed off the walls.

Ifiok charged into the room in wolf form, bursting through the door. She went straight for the giant's jugular, snapping her sharp teeth in his direction. With one swing of his massive forearm, he struck her, sending her flying through the air. I heard the sickening crack of her bones as she hit the wall. I struggled to move my arms or legs to help them. I wondered why she hadn't used magic. Had her fire been extinguished like mine?

I heard the scuffle between the giant and Axel on the floor. Then the scent of rancid iron—wolfsbane—filled the air. Axel's screams followed soon after, then I heard a knife scraping against bone. I assumed the giant had stabbed Axel with a knife coated in wolfsbane. Ifiok would be able to heal him with a few herbs.

The giant stood, his cuts and bruises healing before my eyes, too rapidly even for Lupine. He lifted his massive foot and brought it down onto Ifiok. Ifiok whimpered, emitting a low whining sound as the giant turned his attention back to me. I tried to move, to scream, to do anything, but I was paralyzed.

The bed shifted as he sat next to me. He gave me a genuine smile, which was terrifying because why was he smiling?

“I know you’re thinking, why can’t I move or talk right now? He asked.

"Cyanobacteria and tetrodotoxin. If you were fully human, your organs would be shutting down by now, but you're not—or not fully. But I digress. I am Adam Alpha, Defender, Attacker, and Mystic. The Lupine army sent me to bring you to the council to stand trial for your crimes, but plans have changed." He pressed a claw to his ear and said, “Mike, there's been a change. I won't be turning my mate into the council."

“His what?" I thought. My eyes would be wide as saucers if I could move them, and I wanted to scream that he was crazy.

Without hesitation, he slung me over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. My body dangled helplessly as despair settled deep within me.

When the sound of a helicopter grew close, he took off running, then leaped onto a ladder, climbing with me on his back into the helicopter. He dropped me in a seat between him and another man. Three men greeted us, but I couldn't see their faces.

"Drop us off on the way back to the base and report that she died in the fight," he ordered.

They replied in unison, "Yes sir."

All I could think was this isn't going to turn out well.


Episode twenty-one

Horny six-foot baby.
 

"Okay, Adam is who you are, your name, but what are you?" I had never seen another lupine that looked like him. He looked more human than Lupines, but he was too strong and fast to be human. His smell was off. It didn’t belong to any creature I had ever encountered. He smelled like him. He smelled like when electronics got hot. The way he spoke and moved seemed mechanical.

"I am a genetically enhanced super soldier. An experimental creation, a synthesis of lupine and vampire DNA. A fusion of primal apex predators, designed to be a perfect weapon for Lupine special forces." He answered me as if he were reading from an owner's manual.

"So the Lupine Army created you and sent you after me. And the other men that were in the helicopter are like you? And now you think you’re my mate?"

"Yes. And I don’t think you are my mate. You are my mate."

I massaged my temples. Only two hours had passed since I’d been kidnapped, but it felt like forever. After being carried off the helicopter, I had a bag shoved over my head, then I was carried into a metal bunker, then shoved into a room where I waited paralyzed for about thirty minutes until Adam came back and injected me with something. My magic still hadn’t returned. I couldn’t contact Ifiok. The room I was in had nothing but a bed, a TV, a small sofa, and a bookshelf in it. I hadn’t been able to explore anything further.

I craned my neck back to look up at Adam. He had me sitting in a reclining chair that smelled like him. My neck was already hurting because he refused to sit down to talk to me.

"And how do you know I’m your mate?"

"I felt something when I saw you," he answered.

I frowned. "I felt nothing when I saw you, not something a mate would feel for another. What exactly did you feel?"

"My phallus reacted; it ached. It still aches. Looking at you makes it ache," he said before going down to one knee next to me and burying his face in my hair. "You smell and look like chocolate," he sniffed me loudly, "Do you taste of it?"

I went to pull away from him. "What you’re feeling has nothing to do with being my mate."

He wrapped a large hand around my locs and snatched my head back to look up at his scowling face. "Don’t do that. Don’t pull away from me," he nearly growled.

To say I was pissed is an understatement. I’d already dealt with the alpha wolf, manhandling shit from Viggo and Axel, but they were my actual mates. I wasn't putting up with it from some random robot man who had kidnapped me. I closed my eyes and tried to gather my magic. The grip on my hair tightened.

"It won’t work. There's no magic in here to pull from, and that’s if I already hadn't bound yours. I’m programmed to know all your tricks, little witch."

My mind flashed back to the moment after he threw the vial at me, and I realized he had chanted a spell. Fuck!

I raised my hand defensively. "I’m not trying to use magic. I’m trying to explain to you that what you felt wasn’t the mate pull."

He let my hair go and stood. "Explain?"

"The pull between two mates is an instinctual mutual bond. You smell it and feel it in your heart and soul. What you felt was attraction and lust. I was naked and vulnerable in bed. Most men or beings would have the same reaction. Once your dick isn’t hard anymore, the lust will subside."

"How do I make it not hard?"

I frowned. "You’re like forty. You don’t know about sex?"

He shook his head. "I'm not forty. I was incubated for three months. I was born three years and 17 days ago. Sex wasn’t taught to me. I heard the born wolves talk about mating." How do I make it stop throbbing down there? Instinct tells me if I touch you, it will stop since you’re the cause of it." The predatory look in his eyes sent a shiver up my spine.

I tried to keep my eyes from following below his waist, but they strayed right to where I didn’t need them to go. His very prominent hard-on lay against his thigh; I could see the ridges and veins through his pants. Fucking hell.

I swallowed loudly. "Hold on, buddy." I went to rise from the chair but thought better of it.

"My name is not Buddy. It’s Adam," he corrected, muted, and calm. The fact that his tone or expression never changed, no matter what he said, was fucking with my nerves.

"Show me how it’s done, this feeling is distracting." It was a plea and a command.

Shit. How was I supposed to teach a baby man to bring himself pleasure?

"Do it," he ordered, breaking into my racing thoughts. I took a breath. It was better to teach him to masturbate than have him try to figure out how to use the monster in his pants on me. I made the decision to cooperate until I figured out where I was and how to get away.

I nodded. "Okay. You need to be naked."

Without hesitation, he bent and started to remove his shoes, then his pants, to reveal the biggest legs and thighs I’d ever seen. His tight, coiled muscles rippled underneath his flesh. The last thing to go was his underwear. My eyes nearly bugged when his erection sprang free, reaching nearly my lips. Why in the fuck had whoever created him made his dick so big if he was only meant to be a soldier?

I got lost just staring at it for a second; it was like its own entity. Precum leaked from the fat mushroom head that peeked out from underneath a thick foreskin. It was an angry blue-purple color. It looked painful.

"Now what?" he barked impatiently. His voice rose for the first time since I’d been there.

"Grip it in your hand, then move your hand back and forth."

He gripped it and winced.

I shook my head. "Not that hard. Just enough pressure for it to feel good to you."

He loosened his grip. "Now move your hand forward and back," I instructed. My eyes volleyed up. His face flushed, and his pupils dilated as he stroked.

He pumped faster. "I feel weird."

I looked on in awe. This giant was about to experience his first orgasm. It was fascinating and erotic. I tried to stay detached from the situation, but the half-human part of me didn’t care about soulmates or wolf mates. I was turned on. My nipples pebbled, and my pulse thumped in my pussy.

Abruptly, he stopped mid-stroke. "I can’t do it; it makes my chest hurt. You do it. I can’t continue to make myself feel like this." His eyes bore into me.

"It’s better if you do it," I lied.

Abruptly, he grabbed my wrists, encasing them in his big hand.

A cold, icy feeling wrapped itself around my spine. It dawned on me in that moment that I was dealing with a pup that didn’t know his own strength. He’d probably end up killing me by mistake if he actually got mad at me. Suddenly, I was too afraid of him not to do what he asked.

"Okay. I'll do it."

He let my hand go.

I brought my hand to my mouth and licked the palm. His eyes followed the movement.

I wrapped it midway around his hot ten inches. My hand didn’t even fit the girth.

I stroked from root to tip a few times... As if in slow motion, I watched pre-cum leak out and dribble to the floor. His breath hitched.

"You lied," he nearly panted. "Your hand feels so much better. You shouldn’t lie to me, Noir; I don’t like it."

I simply nodded and started moving my hand faster. He thrust his hips, meeting my strokes, and just like that, he gasped and moaned as ropes of cum shot out of his cock and landed on my hand, my chest, and my tits, hot and heavy. A guttural moan rumbled from his mouth, and with his chest still rising and falling rapidly, he reached for me. My hands went to block his. Quick as lightning, he grabbed both my hands in one of his big hands. He pulled me up from my seat. The recliner I was sitting in went crashing against the wall as he moved me so my back was pinned against the wall. He pinned my hands above my head. Without a word, he leaned back far enough to place his free hand between us, then rubbed his cum into my skin like lotion. Marking me with his essence like a real mate would. Then he stared at me for a reaction. I was holding my breath, scared that whatever I did next might encourage him more than just smear his cum all over me.

But suddenly he let me go. Pushing what I now assumed was an earpiece in his ear, he told whoever was on the other end that he was on his way. All while staring at me like I was the solution to all his problems, before turning and heading to the door, which he simply gave a heaving push to open, then disappeared, slamming it behind him without a word.

I stood there against the wall, trying to catch the breath I had been holding in. Realizing that outside of what happened to my parents, I hadn't known what true fear was until Adam had pinned me against the wall. It took me a minute to compose myself, then I went to the door and pushed. I knew in the back of my mind that it wouldn’t be as easy as it had looked when he did it, but I tried, putting all my weight behind it, and it didn’t budge. I gave up and searched the room I was in. There was a big bathroom that was also a closet, that had only black pants, black shirts, and black shoes hanging and lined up perfectly. Metallic walls reflected a utilitarian, sterile vibe that reminded me of Adam. There was no way out.

Tired and disappointed, I decided to take a shower and go to sleep on the sofa in the other room.

After the shower, I laid down and couldn’t help but do what I’d been avoiding all day: think of my mates and Ifiok. The only thing that kept me sane was the feeling of them reaching out. The feeling was like finding a moment of calm in the storm. I drifted off to sleep. I dreamt of me and Emmanuel dancing naked in the field back in Louisiana. Midway through the dance, Emmanuel stopped. The scene shifted. He was on a dusty road that seemed to be leading nowhere.

He turned and looked at me with haunted eyes. "Cherie, there you." he whispered, then said, "Soul brother, she’s not here." He turned his head, looked over his left shoulder, and called Samedi. "I’m calling in that second favor; it’s time for us to head on back to the waking world," he said.

Startlingly awake, my eyes snapped open with a jolt. Adrenaline surged through my veins. My heart raced, pounded against my chest. My vision cleared and my gaze locked with Adam’s. He was sitting in the chair I’d vacated earlier, watching me. His intent stare sent shivers down my spine. "Come to bed, mate." It was on the tip of my tongue to correct him, I chewed at my jaw instead.

Naked, he stood and held out his hand for me. I took it and allowed him to pull me up from the sofa without a word. I suddenly felt like nothing that happened to me while I was locked in that place would count. I would survive it because Emmanuel and Viggo had gone into the afterlife looking for me. The living world was a much smaller place. They’d eventually find me.

Adam pulled me to the bed, pulled back the cover, and allowed me to get in. I lay on my back and closed my eyes, chasing my dream. The bed dipped, and Adam's body heat warmed my right side. I pretended he wasn’t there. Just before I slipped off to sleep, he grabbed my hand and whispered into my neck. "Show me again."


Episode twenty two

Axel Speaks, again.

Hey, motherfuckers. I'm back, but not under the circumstances I would have liked. I thought the next time I spoke to you all, I'd have Noir to myself. I had this grand plan, see? A simple snatch and dash to get Noir away from the compound before Viggo and Ifiok got her killed. After her parents were killed by wolves, and she was bullied by them... Why was it her responsibility to save the supernatural world and from himan? It was a losing battle. Humans, bless your tiny, murderous hearts, you all kill your own kind over the pettiest things. Skin color? Sexual orientation? I could understand you targeting us, beings who could wipe you out without much effort, but your own? Fucking idiots.

But the whole "kidnap Noir" plan didn't work. That big ogre beat me to it and, kicked my ass, and Ifiok's.

Back to you humans, fucking humans, a flaw in the fabric of the universe. But y'all do know how to make great weapons of mass destruction. Like the rocket launchers on my back. When I broke into the human army base, one of your soldiers explained how to use it to me. Did y'all know that your government knows we exist? The soldier who was on guard didn't even blink an eye when I flashed a fang at him. I wondered why. He told me when I snatched his arm off and beat him with it. They had all kinds of beings in their possession, experimenting on them.

What? What are you asking? Oh. How am I my own being? Well, you didn’t get to see that part. Ifiok missed one of the kids that had been kidnapped. I split from Viggo and went to get her. The witch Hazida give me a little gift in return for saving the girl.

I was about to hammer-fist the weird-looking witch in the head when she grabbed my hand like she knew me. Until I felt all that she had to offer. "I have gifts for you," she said. The she gave me part of her life force and compassion. She could have kept the compassion; it was a useless emotion because I already cared for the one person I needed to, Noir. Now are you satisfied? Can I get back to my mission?

Oh yeah, I didn’t tell you about my solo mission? The Lupine soldier told me where I could go to find out information about who kidnapped Noire.

I didn’t need Viggo and the Deadman fucking up and risking Noir life so I had to go it alone.

They were going to be really angry when they went looking for the Lupine army soldier for their own answers and found him dead. After I’d tortured him, I’d slit his throat, then packed it with dirt to keep his jugular from healing. He'd bled out and died slow.

I was standing outside the supposedly impenetrable facility in Athens, Georgia where he'd told me the Lupine soldiers of North America resided. The walls rose up at least twenty feet, solid and forbidding against the moonlit sky. Impenetrable my ass; they might as well be a garden fence.

I took off with a running start, jumped, used the wall to propel myself higher and I was up and over them in a heartbeat. My feet met the ground in a whisper-soft thud, despite the fact I had two rocket launchers on my back and other goodies in my utility belt and pockets. The guards were clueless and lax, they didn't see me coming. There were two guarding the door I needed to get into. I transformed my hands into claws and used them to open up their guts before they even sensed me. Their bodies crumpled before they could utter a single cry for help.

Then it was time to make a little noise. Cover your ears, this is going to be loud. I took the two rocket launchers off, pointed one in the direction of the barracks the soldiers slept in, then fired. Before the first hit, I was setting up the second. It flew through the sky chasing its brother. Then I was out, took off running.

The soldier wolf had said that at any sign of trouble, the heads in charge would be locked in a panic room until help came from them. Using my wolf speed, I traversed the half-mile building in less than a minute. Y'all won't get to meet Wolf, my wolf. He wasn't like the wolf I was to Viggo. He just sits in the back of my mind drooling, waiting to be used.

I took one of the grenades from my pocket, pulled the pin, then lobbed it into the room that controlled the facility's power. Everything went pitch black. That gave me ten minutes to get to the powers that be in their safe haven before the backup generator kicked in and they could get help or locked themselves away.

There were two wolves in human form when I found the powers that be. The terrified look in their eyes amused me, the room reeked of their fear, and it was delicious. How in the fuck are these soldiers?

"How are you here?" the wolf who spoke voice shook. It dawned on me immediately that he didn't ask why, but how, and his tone suggested they knew I was not Viggo. I turned to the one who was trying the hardest to be brave; he'd have the most information. He had a head full of grey hair. "Do you know who I am?" They both nodded. "Who am I?" My question was answered by the other, a blond. He spoke in a voice barely above a whisper, it bounced off the cold steel walls. "Axel." I threw my head back and laughed. I was already infamous. But why?

"Why are you all scared of me?"

"It's the magic we fear, you're not supposed to have it. You've even used it violently against your own mate." The grey one speaks.

"Then you understand the violence I will unleash upon you if I don't get the answer I want concerning my mate." I opened my hand and formed a ball of fire. It was a bluff, a glamour, energy made to look like fire. I had no real magic without Noir being nearby.

At first, I thought it was because she was dead, but I feel her, alive, in the blood in my veins, I just can't track her like I did in New Orleans. I'd told Viggo and the half-dead man not to use a favor from the gravedigger to search for her in the afterlife because she wasn’t there.

The Ogre-looking motherfucker thought she was his mate, I knew he wouldn't kill her, but nobody believed me. Ifiok couldn’t back me because she hadn't heard him say it because she was out like a fucking light at the time. It pissed me off so much that she didn't take my word for it. Her greedy little fuck hole won’t get another inch of wolf cock from me ever again.

One of the men moves, and I remember the task at hand. You motherfuckers out there are distracting, stop thinking, trying to fill in plot holes and just read.

I found the grey-haired one inching towards me. I could feel that he’s ready to shift and give me his best shot. "Aht, aht," I pulled a grenade from my pockets. I held it so he could see. He goes still.

I’m going to need y'all readers to give me a few minutes, eight or less, it's about to get gruesome...

Fifteen minutes later, I ripped my shirt and used it to wipe the blood and guts from my face before reaching into my pocket and pulling out my newly stolen cellphone. Don't any of you judge me. I’ve heard about the places where you all accidentally forget to self-checkout a 50-pound steak, shut up. Let me make this call.

I hated that the only person I could call was the half-dead man. He was the only one who relied on a phone in a pack where everyone communicated telepathically.

"Hello, who is this?" he answered, his voice urgent.

"It's me. Don't talk, just listen. Some super soldier the Lupine army created has Noir. He informed his superiors she was dead, but she's not. They said if he was anywhere, he would be holed up at the safe house he has in the peak of the Denali Mountains, wherever the fuck that is. By the way, you wasted a favor from the gravedigger when you brought Secko back. He's been spying for the army in exchange for a spot in it. They didn’t really want him after he told them everything they wanted, he was supposed to die that night. He planted listening devices all over the place, so kill Secko. Then, I need you to do whatever it is you do to be ready to head to the Denali Mountains by the time I make it back to the compound."

I didn’t wait for him to respond. Dropping the cellphone, I transformed and headed out of the facility. I needed a car. I had run here, but I needed something faster. I needed to be back home ASAP. I didn't know what a motherfucker built only to seek and destroy would do if Noir didn't cooperate with him. And we all know Noir is the most uncooperative being ever. You remember what I had to do just to get her to behave halfway? The time I threw her in the air like a chew toy? Yeah, imagine what he'll do.

As I raced away from the facility, I felt a mix of adrenaline and apprehension. Noir was alive; that much I was sure of, but in what state would we find her? The mere thought of her being hurt enraged me. I said fuck the car. I felt I could run faster.

I ran it in six hours, as opposed to the seven it had taken me to get to the facility. The full magnitude of what I had done began to settle in. I had launched a full-scale attack on the Lupine army's base, and the repercussions would be immense. But it didn't matter. All that mattered was getting Noir back, safe and sound.

The next few hours were a blur. Calls were made, plans were laid, and Secko... let's just say he won't be a problem anymore. I'm proud of Manny for the damage he did to him. I considered leaving Viggo, Hazida, and Ifiok behind and just taking him, but better safe than sorry, and more people to fight put the odds in our favor.

This Epsisode of the story might be over for now, but rest assured, the climax is yet to come. "I'm coming for you, Noir,” I screamed. Everybody on the private jet Manny had booked for us turned to look at me. I stared right back. "The fuck you all looking at? Fucking talk your strategies and plans. Yall can do whatever you want, as long as you get the fuck out of my way and let me at Captain fucking werewolf when we run up on him, he owes me a rematch.”


Epsisode twenty three

Emmanuel is having second thoughts.

I was aware that I was trapped in a recurring nightmare, the same one that had haunted me for weeks, but I couldn't make myself wake up.

In the dream, I was standing in the middle of the woods. The moon hung low in the sky, casting an eerie glow over the dense landscape. I could hear distant howls echoing through the night, a haunting symphony that sent shivers down my spine.

And then I saw her. Noir. My Cherie.

Her radiant eyes pierced through the darkness, fixating on me with an intensity that felt like fingertips crawling across my dark flesh. Her hair cascaded down her back, and her flawless skin glowed under the moonlight. She stood tall, happy, unaware that danger lurked. Even though the air was thick with malice and hate, making my heart pound in my chest, she was clueless.

I tried to move, to reach her, to protect her from everything that sought to destroy her. But my body was trapped, bound by an invisible force that held me captive. "Noir!" I screamed her name, but my voice got drowned out by  loud snarls and growls.

Out of nowhere, a horde of savage wolves surrounded her, their fangs bared and eyes gleaming with bloodlust. They lunged at her simultaneously, before she could react, tearing into her delicate flesh. Her agonizing cries pierced the night as each ferocious set of teeth took chunks out of her, staining her skin crimson. I watched helplessly, consumed by paralyzing despair. She chanted my name over and over, begging me to help her, until finally succumbing to the merciless assault. The light in her eyes faded, replaced by a dark, haunting emptiness.

Then the nightmare ended, only to repeat until it was ready to release me, with a warning chant of "She's going to die" as my exit music. A dark, shadowy man in the background watched me leave. Sinister figures in a dream were a bad omen, a sign of impending death. Death wasn't something I usually feared—I had faced it too many times before—but this wasn't my old friend, Baron Samedi I was facing. There were too many deaths to know which one I had to confront to ensure Noir stayed on this Earth with me, and that frightened me.

With a gasp that nearly choked me, I awoke and immediately started searching my surroundings. I had transitioned from the sinister forest to the interior of a private jet, afforded to us by Noir's money. She was rich, and she had entrusted me with her fortune. Viggo, Axel, Ifiok, and Hazida met my confused gaze as I slowly registered the reality of my surroundings. I was headed to the mountains of Denali to find Noir.

"Are you okay?" Ifiok stared at me from across the aisle, concern filling her eyes.

I nodded. "I'm alright."

Everyone stared at me a moment longer before returning to their activities. The tension in the air was palpable.

"What concerns you, brother?" Ifiok prodded.

"Pale a, rive a. The spoken word, it arrives. Let's not turn my nightmare into reality by giving it power with words." I changed the subject. "You know, I once met Noir's mother. A beautiful woman. Noir looks just like her. I was at a farmer's market in a small city outside of Louisiana. I was tired, hadn't seen my family in years. I was alone, contemplating the meaning of life. Noir's mother spotted me across the market and smiled at me as if I were kin. She walked up to me, took my hands in hers, and without saying a word, I could feel that she carried the other half of my soul. I think she intuitively knew I needed her that day and wanted me to know that my time on Earth hadn't been in vain. I laughed for the first time in a long while that day because my ancestors have a sense of humor. I've walked this Earth for over a hundred years, and the one who would complete me hadn't been born yet. Then, two days later, I met her father. He came into the bank to set up a trust for Noir. It was—"

Ifiok grabbed my hand, stopping me from talking. "Noir, I hear you. I know." She spoke quietly for a while, then out loud, "Stop communicating and concentrate on running and hiding. We'll find you."

Ifiok clapped her hands and whooped. "She got away from the soldier that took her and is on her way down the mountain."

"How long before we get there?" Axel asked. I could feel him gearing up for violence.

I answered, though I knew none of them would like my answer. "Two hours and thirty minutes, and unfortunately, there's another four-hour drive from Anchorage to Denali State Park. It might be less if you wolves run it, but the terrain is very different from what you're used to, so it might not be wise."

Viggo and Axel, in sync, punched the seats next to them.

"Don't worry. Noir knows how to take care of herself. Let's just get there," I encouraged, but deep down, I didn't feel good about any of it. My mind flashed back to the night after the Vampire Ball.

"Am I stupid for staying here to possibly die when I have no real connection to anything outside of being Viggo as a mate?" Noir asked me.

She was lying with her back against my chest in the bathtub as I bathed her body in cool water. I had sent everyone away so she could recover. What she was experiencing was too much for a young soul.

"These are your people, Cherie, the people your father entrusted you with, the people you grew up with, the beings that saved your life. These are your people. I believe you should help them. And remember, you have me, and we'll figure it out together, okay?"

Between the haunting nightmares and everything that had transpired since Noir's return, I began to question if I had given her the wrong answer. I contemplated telling her that it was time for us to leave and start anew. I couldn't bear the thought of losing her now that I finally had her, and I only had one favor left with Baron, but there seemed to be hundreds of deaths ahead of us.


Epsisode twenty four

He’s Just a Baby.

Two hours before Emanuel woke up from his nightmare.

I was on my knees in front of Adam, his hand tangled in my hair, damn near pulling it from the root but he didn’t care. He was chasing his high. I could taste the salty beginning of his end. He was pumping in and out of my mouth fast, superhumanly so. The tip of his dick hit the back of my throat. I gagged but continued sucking. It was better just to get it done. A growl started in his chest and worked its way out of his mouth as he came in my mouth. I swallowed all that he had to give me because a tantrum would follow if I didn't. This was the third time in two days he had forced me to perform oral sex on him. He had been on a mission and returned with some new knowledge about sex that he had learned from locker room talk. Thank the ancestors nobody had told him about vaginal penetration yet. I was ovulating, all I needed was to get pregnant by him. Wolves sometimes killed the offspring of their mates with other males. Viggo probably would never do that, but Axel was a different story. I didn't need those problems in my life.

Adam helped me off my knees just as the door exploded open. Two of the Lupine soldiers from the helicopter barged in, catching Adam off guard. Their snarls echoed through the air as they immediately started fighting. It was chaos. When I realized they were fighting over me, I knew I had to get the fuck out of there amidst the confusion and madness.

Without hesitation, I grabbed a nearby jacket to cover my naked body and hastily put it on. I didn't know exactly where I was, but I knew it was cold. Adam always wore a big jacket. My eyes scanned the room, searching for the spell book I had been reading. It seemed that the council and the Lupine army hadn't been telling the whole truth. They didn't find magic to be blasphemous, they just didn't want everyday wolves to have the ability to wield it. The book I grabbed contained tons of information about magic and spells. I tucked it inside the jacket and zipped it up.

While the three soldiers fought, I burst through the broken doorway and sprinted into the freezing night air. My heart nearly leaped out of my chest when my feet met air and I tumbled down a cliff for a few seconds. I quickly got up and started running. Snow crunched beneath my feet as I looked around and realized I had been held captive at the peak of a whole fucking mountain. The icy wind bit at my skin, and I was freezing, although my body temperature usually ran two times higher than most humans. I didn't dwell on it and pushed myself to keep going, fueled by adrenaline, even as my bare feet started to feel numb.

As I descended the mountain, my magic, which had been suppressed for the past three days, started to return. It gave me strength to push past the pain. I knew that if I managed to escape, I could warm myself later. I pushed my limits, running as fast as I could, knowing that my life depended on it.

Ten minutes passed in a blur of snow and leg cramps. Just as I thought I had gained some distance, a thunderous roar echoed behind me. I could feel Adam closing in, his presence sending a shiver down my spine. Fuck, I needed to hide. Instinct kicked in, and I dove into a snowbank, burying myself deep within the cold powder. My heart pounded in my chest as Adam's heavy footsteps thundered past me. I waited, biding my time, until the sound of his footsteps faded into the distance. That's when I finally felt Ifiok. I called to her telepathically, and when she answered, I let out a breath that felt like I'd been holding for a lifetime. I rushed to tell her everything that had happened. I breathed a sigh of relief when she told me that they all knew where I was and were on their way to rescue me. She urged me to stop wasting time talking to her and to keep running and hiding until they could reach me in a few hours.

Emerging from my hiding place with renewed strength, I changed course. Instead of following Adam down the mountain, I veered towards the other side. The terrain was more treacherous, but I pushed through. The wind whipped through my hair, and the snow-capped peaks blurred together. I kept myself running for what felt like hours, knowing that my pack was on their way. I stumbled over a few jagged slopes, but they didn't stop me. By the time the sun began to rise, I had almost reached the bottom of the mountain. I saw a national park sign and ran towards it, knowing that the snow ended there.

I nearly cried with relief when my feet hit solid grassy ground. I could smell humans, not close by, but the scent they left behind. I followed a family's scent deep into the woods, grateful that humans seemed to have little regard for the environment. There was a tent left behind and a fire pit. I grabbed a little child's tent and dragged it to the fire pit, sitting down inside it. I concentrated on pulling heat into my body to warm myself, though it didn't work very well. I managed to build a fire and ran around gathering firewood. I found Arctic Lupine, Arctic Willow, and Dwarf Birch, and threw them into the fire to mask my scent from Adam. Then I laid inside the tent, waiting for warmth to embrace me. I was dozing off when I suddenly sensed Viggo and Emmanuel, followed by Ifiok and Hazida.

About an hour later, Viggo and Axel, in their separate wolf forms, reached me first. They transformed and pulled me out of the tent, embracing me tightly. Soon, Ifiok and Emmanuel arrived on foot, followed closely by Hazida. I was overjoyed to see everyone, and the relief washed over me.

Distracted, none of us sensed Adam nearby. Out of nowhere, he emerged from the woods to the north of us and swiftly scooped me up, carrying me in his arms like a basketball. Before I could react, Viggo and Axel intercepted, tackling Adam to the ground. I fell and rolled. A fight ensued. Emmanuel helped me up from the ground. Viggo's jaws snapped at Adam's throat, while Axel's sharp claws raked across his back.

Adam fought back, his muscles coiled as he punched and kicked, giving as good as he got. Blood scented the air as the three of them circled each other. Viggo and Axel transformed back to human form, exchanging savage blows with him. Adam was going to die that day, and it didn't sit right with me. I snatched away from Emmanuel and ran in between them. Adam immediately grabbed me, trying to protect me. "No," I yelled at him and broke free. Viggo and Axel faces twisted in anger.

"Move, Noir," Axel roared.

I shook my head. "No. None of what happened is his fault. He's a child, born in a lab three years ago."

Ifiok gasped, and some of the tension left Viggo and Axel's bodies, but they really didn't care. They wanted Adam's blood. I turned to Adam. His scars were healing, but he was breathing heavily and covered in more than just Viggo's and Axel's blood. I assumed he had killed the other two soldiers. He looked bewildered, not fully understanding what was happening. I beckoned him down so I could whisper in his ear, borrowing power from Bilquis, even though I knew I shouldn't. I told him in her voice so he would have no choice but to listen, "Your real mate is in Haiti. Her name is Valentina, and she is a well-known vampire there. In exchange for this information, if she ever tells you who she used to curse her last lover, you'll contact me, right?" He nodded. "Use the binding spell on page 113, and she'll never leave you. Do you understand?" He nodded again.

I took a step back to look up at him. He was like a machine, processing all the information before so he could understand it. He finally took off running without looking back.

So much for me being his mate.

"Axel laughed. That's one way of making sure the half-dead man never goes back to his ex."

Emmanuel frowned. I explained to him what I had done, then turned and started walking back toward the mountain. We had to get back to the place where Adam held me captive.

There was all kinds of information we could use against the council and that prick Moreau. We scaled back up the mountain in half the time it took me to come down. I guessed right. We found the two soldiers in Adam's cabin, their heads ripped off. We gathered all the books that were left behind, emptying one of Adam's duffle bags of everything except the bottles of medicine inside. We figured they were some type of serum that he used. After hurrying and leaving just as night fell, I rode Viggo down the mountain, then Axel to the car. Two SUVs were parked in the reserves parking lot. Instead of going home, we were headed to Lucian's secret spot, where we could go through the books and devise a plan before the council found out I wasn't dead.


Epsisode twenty five

Betrayal doesn't always hurt.

"Two weeks had passed since I was rescued from the Alaska wilderness. The pack was still being hosted by Lucien. When I finally arrived, I was surprised to find them living in new age log cabins. One of Lucien’s many real estate ventures in Sarasota, Florida, it was surrounded by nothing but woods so humans didn't venture out that way often, making it safe for the pack. He said he was going to start a glamping business when we no longer needed it. Axel was off doing whatever Axel did these days. It had been a week since I’d physically seen him. But he called several times to check in and wouldn't say what he was doing. Viggo and Ifiok had been holed up together, arranging for the pack to return home where there were new members waiting.

I was dead, so after paying a simple fine of one hundred thousand, Viggo was in good standing again with the lupine council. It seemed all they wanted was me gone and some extra money for the coffers. They were just like humans, greedy. The attack on the military base had been blamed on Adam.

Viggo and Ifiok had been acting strange and secretive since I’d been back. Secko was dead, and I think Viggo blamed me for that. I could feel it, Hawk had out right said it. That was fine. I had other things to worry about. Like Emmanuel trying to kill me.

Breathing hard and bent at the waist, it was difficult to catch my breath. The sun had been down for an hour; I wanted to shower and rest, but I wasn’t allowed to do either. Then to make it worse, without warning, Emmanuel lunged forward, his big hand hitting my shoulder and pushing me hard, sending me stumbling backward. I struggled to regain my balance, my muscles tensing as I fought to stay on my feet. Just as I straightened my back, he swung his arm towards my face. My instincts kicked in, and I swiftly ducked beneath his swinging arm, narrowly avoiding the blow. In retaliation, with a burst of speed, I launched myself forward, aiming a punch at his abdomen. Emmanuel effortlessly sidestepped, his movements graceful and controlled. His hand connected with my butt, sending me nearly to the ground.

"Damn it!" I cursed, banging my fist into the earth.

"You'll have to be quicker than that, Cherie!" Emmanuel taunted. Pushing myself up from the dirt, I realized I needed to readjust my strategy. He had fought too many humans, and I was fighting like one. He could predict my next move.

Channeling the energy within me, I summoned a fireball and slung it at him. As expected, he easily avoided it by pivoting to the right. Anticipating his movement, I charged him with a flurry of rapid strikes. My fists aimed for his torso, his arms, his face, but he deflected each blow with precision, effortlessly blocking my attacks. He chuckled, clearly unimpressed. "Even if you hit me, they wouldn't hurt. You're not putting any power behind them. Are you scared to unleash what's already in you?"

His words stung, fueling my determination.

"Hit me like this!" he yelled, punching out. His strike was packed with all his weight and force. I saw it coming. No way was I going to let him hit me. I twisted my body to the side, narrowly avoiding the blow. Seizing the opportunity, I launched a sweeping kick towards his right leg, connecting with force. But Emmanuel barely winced, displaying his superior strength.

What the hell? I was exhausted. It felt like two hours had passed since we started training. Emmanuel didn't like how easily I had been taken down before. Viggo and Axel claimed they could teach me better, but Ifiok had shattered their illusions with the truth.

Emmanuel was the better fighter, even as just a human. He had dragged Viggo around the compound like a rag doll, and it had taken brute force from Axel, to stop me when I tried to run.

"Good try. But maybe you should stick to sneaking around and poisoning your enemies," Emmanuel mocked, his words hitting a nerve. Infuriated, I snapped, throwing blow after blow, unleashing all of my pent-up frustration. I landed strike after strike.

Emmanuel staggered back, a flicker of surprise crossing his eyes. "That would have been impressive if you were fighting a human," he derided.

"Fucking hit me!" he yelled at the top of his lungs, his face twisted with anger. I was caught by surprise. Emmanuel didn’t yell, curse, or get angry, but he’d been angry since we’d been back and wouldn’t tell me why. I didn’t have time to dwell on it though. Grabbing his staff from the ground, he swung it. I flipped backward just in time for it not to hit my face, but it landed on something had that split my thigh open. The smell of blood scented the air; liquid warmth spread down my leg. Emmanuel ran over, bringing himself down to sit beside me. He checked my already healing wound. “I’m sorry,” he pleaded.

I frowned. “What is going on with you?”

He shook his head. "I just haven’t been sleeping. My dreams are haunting me. I can feel something big and bad is coming and all beings will be affected by it.”

A snarl filled the air, interrupting Emmanuel’s words, the sound chilling my blood. We both stood and took fight stances, covering each other's backs, searching. Before I could even process the threat, something hit me from the side. I was lifted and choked slammed onto my back, the air left my lungs. Whoever had me, had me pinned by the wrist and I couldn’t break free. I thought Adam had returned until I was looking into blood-red eyes —Lucien. I saw a flash of his fangs before they were sunk into my neck. It felt like acid burning my skin. I beat at his back, but he didn’t budge.

I heard Emmanuel in the background start chanting.

In an instant, an unseen force swept through the space between me and the vampire. It yanked Lucien away, his fangs tearing from my flesh, leaving a searing pain in their wake, leaving something behind. I felt it slip into my bloodstream like snake venom. There was something unsettling about the sensation. I tried to zone in on it with my magic, to snatch it out. But it was useless, whatever the foreign entity was now a part of me. That chilled me.

I couldn’t move. I hurt so bad.

As Lucien and Emmanuel fought, exchanging blows, three figures emerged from the darkness, moving quickly in our direction. Lucien’s brides, one backhanded Emmanuel and he went flying across the sky, his body splintering the tree he landed against. Lucien's wives surrounded Lucien in a whirl of movement. They struggled, but with a united front, they managed to pull him away. In a flash, they disappeared, all four of them. I tried to call to Ifiok and got no response. She hadn’t been answering my link recently. She hadn’t been teaching me or even talking to me.

Emmanuel picked me up from the ground and carried me into the cabin we’d been occupying. In true Noir fashion, I passed out.

When I woke up, I was surrounded by Emmanuel, Viggo, Axel, and Ifiok.

I could smell death in the air. Instead of informing anyone I was awake, I tried to listen to their hushed conversation but only caught snatches.

“What's going on?” I spoke and they all stopped talking. Axel and Emmanuel ran to my side. They both checked my wound which was healed.

“How long was I out?” I could remember everything that happened.

“Two days, we thought the fever from the vampires bite would kill you,” Axel answered.

Emmanuel brought a cup of water to my lips. I gulped down big gulps then gagged. “What is that smell?”

Axel got up from the bed and walked over to a duffle bag.

I gasped at the sight of him holding Ivanka’s head. Nobody else looked surprised.

“What in the fuck, Axel?”

He frowned. "This bitch wouldn’t stop, even after you were declared dead, she wanted proof. The bitch got the closure she wanted before I ripped her head off her body. The next head will belong to that Moreau coward who started all this.

So that’s where he had been?

Emmanuel spoke next. “We don’t have time to talk about that here. Lucien’s wives gave us forty-eight hours to vacate their premises. They say the pack can stay, but you and I have to go.”

“You, me, and her,” Axel corrected.

My eyes volleyed to Viggo and Ifiok. They were being awfully quiet. Axel answered my unasked question. "They aren’t coming." Ifiok looked away, but I saw the guilt flash across her face.

“What is going on?”

Axel scoffed. “You nearly had your head ripped off by the bloodsucker and these two were in the woods fucking. It started when you were kidnapped." Axel made a sound of disgust. “This is exactly why I didn’t want to be attached to him anymore. He’s weak.” Axel sized Viggo up as if he was debating on attacking him. “Always has been.”

Viggo spoke up. “I can’t leave my pack. We can be normal again,” he said simply.

Axel nearly spat his next words. "Normal, you mean better than ever before, with the millions she gave you? With the factory she built, or are you giving it back? No? Can’t give back the fear and respect she earned you. No council member will ever stand against the pack with the alpha who had a witch who wielded magic, dead or alive, and an alliance with the vampires. She gave y--”

I cut off whatever other words Axel was going to say. None of it mattered. “Ifiok, and you?” She turned to face me. “You may have not known he was your mate, but I’ve known since you were eight. I can’t leave him.”

Axel chuckled sardonically. “You mean you want to take Noir’s place. I felt the envy wafting off of you from the day you appeared. You were conjured and brought to life simply to serve her. You hate that. You didn’t even teach her properly. You saw your chance when she was snatched and took it.”

“Fuck you, Axel,” Ifiok yelled.

“I already have. I won’t miss ghost pussy.” He waved her off, folding his large arms across his chest.

Axel and Ifiok started arguing back and forth, calling each other names.

“Don’t talk to her like that!” Viggo stepped in front of Ifiok, guarding her.

I felt nothing about the possibility of losing Viggo as my mate. But I was thinking about the fact that I’d been given a time limit to leave the cabins. I didn’t even want to consider what Lucien’s wives would try to do to me if we weren’t gone.

Sitting up in bed, I finally did what I should have done a long time ago. "Viggo, you disrupted my life to bring me back here, but I don't think you ever really wanted me. You just needed an heir. Viggo Fenris, I reject you as my mate."

I braced myself for the pain that comes with rejection but felt nothing. Viggo, on the other hand, howled at the top of his lungs, transformed into his wolf form, and took off running from the cabin, smashing through the door.

I smiled sadly at Ifiok, who was looking at me like I’d done something to her, “What, you want to fight me for him? You don't have to, you can have him, could have had him. You could have just told me,” I offered. She was trying to steal a life I didn’t even want. She was responsible for the pack being strong with new members. All she had to do was speak.

She started to say something but stopped when Axel came to sit next to me. He whispered in my ear, “Repeat after me: 'Spirit of the wolf, within me dwell, Shed the ties of human form, break the shell, break the shell, return my magic and break the shell.'”

I felt Ifiok and my link severed like a rubber band being snapped. She was left without manage. Now she was like everybody else. She could give Viggo babies.

Ifiok nodded, then transformed into the wolf and took off running after Viggo. Axel read my mind and chuckled. “No, you can’t get rid of me that easily. Remember I bit you. I made you bleed. Viggo has always been the third wheel in our bond, and I wasn’t going to let him take me down with him. The rejection bit only worked on him. I’m not bound to you metaphysically. You’re stuck with me.”

I sighed mentally. The thought of getting rid of Axel did cause pain, but I wouldn’t tell him that.

The next hour flew by fast as we prepared to leave Lucien’s compound. Emmanuel was too quiet, but I would wait to question him about the dreams he was having.

First, the old Noir was dead, so I cut off her signature waist-length dreads and used a little magic to untwist them, leaving behind a fluffy halo of twist. I dressed in a black silk dress. I pulled a trench coat over it, then put on black combat boots.

We loaded up one of the Jeep SUVs we had with only our electronics, laptops, phones, and all the books I’d taken from Adam. Axel stuffed the journal Ifiok had written in his motorcycle jacket like he was scared I would steal it. I wouldn’t. Whatever he was learning in there was making him stronger. He could teach me.

Dressed in his human clothes, a burgundy and black three-piece suit, Emmanuel came around to help me into the Jeep.

“Hold on,” Axel yelled before running into the woods. He came out pulling a heavy trailer that had a brand-new ninja motorcycle on it as if it weighed nothing. Emmanuel chuckled next to my ear. “He used credit card for emergencies.”

Axel's lips thinned out. “My woman is a millionaire. She wants me to have nice things, don’t you, bunny?” He looked to me for confirmation.

I chuckled, raising my shoulder. "Spend it all, for all I care."

Axel gave Emmanuel an 'I told you so' look before he attached the trailer to the SUV, then took the spot next to me, so he too could help me into the car. Emmanuel was driving, Axel got in the seat behind me.

I said nothing about the fact that I could hear Lucien in the back of my head, chanting my name like a prayer. I tried to connect with the link to calm him, at least. His three wives' angry faces flashed in my mind's eye before the tether disappeared. I sighed. I had a feeling I would be seeing Lucien again. As we drove away out of my peripheral, I saw Ifiok and Viggo. I smiled slightly. I wished them the best.


Twenty Six

Hey, cousin!!

During my time living with the lupine, thoughts of my human heritage rarely crossed my mind. The lupine ways were my life, my existence, my identity. But sometimes I'd remember how my mama used to talk about our kinfolk in New Orleans. I think we visited them a few times when I was young, but I couldn't really remember. I do remember her telling Daddy she was sad because they'd packed up and moved to some plantation in Jamaica they'd inherited, and it wouldn't be so easy to visit anymore. Sometimes I wonder why they didn't just move there with them to be safe from the rogues. Then again, maybe they didn't want to invite trouble onto Mama's human family. When I left the compound, I thought that maybe I ought to find out more about that side of me. That's how I found myself on the sunny island of Jamaica.

I signed myself Emmanuel and Axel up for a tour led by a lady named Babette. She was full of life and reminded me a lot of my mama, even down to the coconut smell. Short, wide, and curvy, she had skin the color of pecans and long, wavy, gray hair down her back. She was supposed to be a cousin of mine. I had been given her address by the private investigator Emmanuel hired, but I didn’t just want to show up at a stranger's house

We stopped at a grave marked by a stone cross.

"And here," she said, pointing, "this is where Annie Palmer rests, better known to those who suffered her reign as the White Witch of Rose Hall. As an orphan, Annie was shipped off to Haiti, and there, she was taught voodoo by one of her slaves—a knowledge she perverted with her wicked impulses. Later she arrived here in Jamacia."

Babette paused for drama.

"Becoming the wife of John Palmer, the owner of Rose Hall, only amplified her perverse fascinations. It was rumored that she poisoned John after he caught her having sex with one of their slaves. John had the slave murdered and then beat Annie. The next day, he was dead, rumored to be poisoned by Annie. With John gone, there was no one to hold her back, and she became a terror. She'd take lovers from amongst the slaves, discarding them one by one, sometimes murdering them when she'd had her fill."

Babette's eyes met ours to make sure she had our attention. "She was merciless and cruel. She'd make the kitchen slaves whistle constantly so she'd know they weren't stealing food. If caught silent, she'd behead them for their supposed theft."

Babette's voice grew softer, as if the atrocities were too evil to be spoken aloud. She pointed towards a small balcony above us. "Annie used to stand there every morning, watching the slaves be whipped. She derived pleasure from their pain." Even as word spread about Annie's misconduct, she was able to marry again, and again. Each time, she ended her husbands lives and gained wealth. "The second husband was stabbed in his sleep, and hot oil was poured into his ears to ensure his death. Her third husband? Strangled by one of her enslaved lovers, Takoo, on her very command. There was no safety in her presence, no escaping her whims. Fearing that he'd be her next victim, Takoo killed her during a slave uprising, ending her reign of terror. But people claim to see her in the mirror in her bedroom, riding horseback around the plantation, or on that balcony. She's buried here, sealed in her grave by an incomplete voodoo ritual. They say it's why she can't rest. But that means nothing; there are ghosts and ghouls all over the island, even my own home is haunted."

I was barely listening to what she said, anxious to tell her why I was there.

As we moved on, I caught up with Babette, leaving Emmanuel and Axel to look over the grave. "Babette," I started, "I think we might be kin."

She looked at me, surprised. "Kin?"

I nodded. "Mama said we have family here. And you... you kinda look like us."

"What's your mama's name, child?" she asked.

"Rose Salifu?" I told her.

Babette scanned me from head to toe, her face breaking into a wide smile. "Well, I'll be! You're a Salifu. I knew your face looked familiar. You have your mama's eyes and everything else. I heard about her passing. That white man they appointed as your legal guardian reached out to us about the house robbery she was killed in. We tried to get in touch with him afterward to bring you to us, but it was as if you disappeared off the face of the earth."

I searched for an excuse, not wanting to reveal the truth about the lupine if they didn’t already know. From what I understood, this part of my family were just humans. Fortunately, I didn't have to say anything. Emmanuel stepped up beside me, introducing himself. We had already agreed to say that he was my husband and Axel was our bodyguard. It was a simpler explanation than the reality. I tilted my head as Babette stared at him intently as if she wanted to devour him. Emmanuel chuckled in response, and I cleared my throat.

Babette quickly snapped out of her daze induced by Emmanuel and smiled at me. However, her eyes kept wandering back to him even as she spoke. "Well, as I was saying, we searched for you but couldn't find you. Most of our elders have moved on to the great beyond, but my two sisters and I are here. If you have a few days to spare, I'd like to invite you for dinner and a stay."

I hurriedly agreed. "We would love that..." I hadn't expected to receive an invitation.

"I’m delighted. We have a lot of rooms but don't get many visitors. I have one more tour to do, then we can head on over," she said, walking away without waiting for our response.

Emmanuel watched her walk away, curiosity etched across his face. "Where did you say your family was from again?"

I frowned up at him. "All over the South, mostly the Lowcountry and New Orleans."

He nodded. "Okay, so are we staying?"

We hadn't checked into our hotel, so I didn't see why it would be a problem.

Before I could ask him what was bothering him, Babette appeared beside us, causing both of us to jump and turn toward her.

"I decided to cancel my last tour," she said to me, but I could swear her gaze lingered on Emmanuel. "After calling my sisters, they're anxious to meet you. I can ride with you all and show you the way."

We agreed. We found Axel napping in the car. He’d been running the beach in wolf form most of the night. He was more excited about being away from pack life than I was. He was a human at heart, Emmanuel and I joked. He enjoyed being selfish, spending money, and showing off.

Babette sat in the front seat, her gaze fixed ahead as she entered the address into the GPS. She kept rubbing her hands anxiously. The car ride was filled with an unusual silence.

Finally, we arrived at the plantation about twenty minutes later. The grand entrance to the property was framed by towering oak trees. The plantation itself was what most plantations looked like, with white columns, standing as a testament to the past. I could feel unrest in the air, but that was to be expected considering what had gone on there.

As we stepped out of the car, two women emerged from the house to greet us. One was slender, with long dreadlocks cascading down her back, while the other had a more robust figure, her dreadlocks swaying with each step, both with the same pecan skin as Babette. They introduced themselves as sisters, Fatu and Marriam. They all looked to be in their late fifties. Their warm smiles lit up the evening, and they pulled me into hugs, gushing over how pretty I was.

Fatu led us inside, guiding us to our rooms. The interior of the plantation was a throwback to the past, adorned with vintage portraits and antique furniture. The air was thick with a sense of nostalgia and the faint scent of something rotting. I knew it was probably my lupine sense making the old house smell worse than it was. Fatu showed us to our respective rooms. Axel wasn’t happy about sleeping in one alone, but he relented when I promised him a professional massage back at the hotel.

As the evening progressed, the sisters told me stories about my family as they cooked. We ate well, shrimp and grits, black-eyed peas, and cornbread. Axel was eating more than all of us combined. I had never been so full in my life. Then we danced while Fatu played a banjo. I felt like I was in an old movie. They gave us something called Muscadine wine that pretty much put Emmanuel on his ass. He was the first to go to bed while Axel and I remained. The sisters offered to show me pictures of the family, but they had to dig them out of the storage space in the house. One moment I was waiting for them to come back, the next minute I was being shaken awake by Axel. It was clear that we had been drugged, but with us being lupine, it had worn off quickly. I immediately thought of Emmanuel. Both Axel and I were up and racing up the stairs before we even communicated the words aloud.

We burst into the room, our hearts pounding with worry, and were met with a startling sight. One sister was sitting on Emmanuel's face, riding it, while the other straddled him. They were naked and moving rhythmically, using him.

The room smelled of death. I could see the currents of his energy draining from him into them. His energy was blue, but there was a weave of red that I knew was part of his soul being stolen. I knew Emmanuel could return from death, but could he get his soul back if it was taken?

Thinking faster than I did, Axel chanted three words that froze the three sisters. Their human faces slid away, revealing skinless bone structures and haunting red eyes. They tried to break free of Axel's magic, moving in jerky, slow motions. Emmanuel had already advised me that in a situation where his life or death was concerned, and I had a question that he couldn’t answer, I could always call Baron Samedi to ask. However, I didn’t have any rum. I called him anyway. Looking over my left shoulder, I spoke his name and stomped the ground to summon him. Immediately, he stepped out of a hole in the ether, the crossroads at his back.

He assessed the situation quickly and sent the three sisters flying across the room into a corner. Emmanuel came to, screaming, "Give it back!" clutching his chest. They had taken parts of his soul. I informed Baron. "Last favor," he said before going to Emmanuel. He inhaled deeply, sucking streams of Emmanuel’s soul from the sisters and the air. I heard Emmanuel's heart stop. "He'll be back in three days, same as ever," Baron informed us, then turned to walk away.

I stopped him, stepping in front. "How many favors can we get for them?" I didn’t want to wait three days to see Emmanuel again. Emmanuel told me the only thing Baron liked more than liquor was women. The sisters had returned to their human form and were frozen in the corner, fear etched on their faces. The Baron leered at them. "I can have real fun with the two hefty ones. Five favors," he offered.

"Seven," I bargained. He agreed immediately. Snapping his fingers, the sisters screamed for me to help them as they flew into the hole Baron had created that led back to the crossroads. He tipped his hat, and they were gone.

Later, after Emmanuel had been returned and rested, he told me about the three sisters he'd heard of who haunted New Orleans for a while after murdering their relatives for an inheritance, a house on an island. "When they spoke of an island," he said, "I thought it would be in Gullah land." He looked around the plantation house. "Now I know this is the house."

"What you saw were no longer your cousins, but boohags. Both soul and spirit exist within a person. When death claims them, the soul departs while the spirit lingers. For some of the good, the spirit becomes a guiding presence, shielding and watching over loved ones. But for some of the wicked, it transforms into the frightful creature known as a boohag. These skinless beings, with red muscles, blue veins, piercing red eyes, and long gray hair, they live off others' life force. I have a lot of it because of all the lives I've lived. I wish I hadn't let my guard down.

I'll never forget the feeling of my soul leaving me, knowing I would be returning from death without it."

HE looked haunted. Before I could say anything to comfort Emmanuel, the air around us grew heavy, and an eerie chill crept through the room, making me shiver. Then, piercing through the silence, a clock somewhere in the house struck midnight. The sound echoed off the walls.

As the echo of the clock's chime faded, a child's laughter filled the room. Axel, Emmanuel, and I turned in alarm, searching for the source, but there was no one.

Suddenly, the temperature in the room changed to sweltering and sinister. The sound of a whip cracking through the air and tearing through flesh was followed by the anguished wail of a tormented woman. The chilling cries seemed to surround us. "What the fuck?" came from Axel when the light near the bed went out. I

could feel Emmanuel's and Axel's fear; I'd never felt it from either before. Without any conversation, we all ran. The house shook and groaned as if coming alive. I had a feeling that if we didn’t get out before it did, we wouldn’t get out at all. Axel broke through the door, not even bothering to try and open it. I followed, then Emmanuel, and somehow the splintered door slammed behind us. We ran for the car, jumped in, and sped away with Emmanuel driving.

My breath hitched, cut short by a sudden, unnatural movement at the entrance. A gnarled tree limb, thick as a giants thigh, swept down, blocking our path. Panic surged. Outside, the night air snapped with the energy of the fireballs I conjured— then swung orb after orb that struck the tree.

It emitted a human-like wail and the limb retracted, burnt and smoldering. The road cleared. The car's tires squealed. We drove, the miles in a silence, each of us lost in our thoughts. I could feel the houses residual energy lingering against my skin and couldn’t shake it.

It was Axel who finally broke the silence, his voice rough, almost disbelieving. “That place was fucking haunted,” he muttered. Stating the obvious.

I was thinking that maybe Viggo and Ifiok had been right to stay behind away from me. With all the strange things happening around me, someone close to me was bound to end up dead.


Epsisode twenty seven

Hazida's awakening.

"Find her." My grandmothers voice jolted me awake. My heart pounded in my chest, and sweat beaded on my forehead. My nightmare lingered, vivid and unsettling. Granny, a powerful seer in her time, had been trying to show me something for days, but all I had seen was nothingness. This time, however, I had seen the entity—a force of darkness and malevolence—that once threatened to cast the world into eternal night. It was back.

In my nightmare, I stood on the precipice of despair, watching the world crumble around me after the entity's resurgence. Its dark tendrils slithered through the cracks of a broken world, fueled by the hatred and division plaguing humanity and getting worse. It fed off the negativity and animosity festering in the hearts of both people and beings. If we let it, the darkness would seep into every corner, snuffing out the light.

I could feel the weight of impending doom pressing down on me, and the darkness was ready to swallow us whole. Desperation clung to my soul, making my entire body tremble. Sobs caught in my throat, choking off any semblance of composure then exploded from my mouth.

Bo sat up in the bed next to me. "Hazida, what happened? What's wrong?" His voice was filled with panic. He pulled me into his into him, which smelled like the woods he'd been running in. In his arms, I found solace.

I tried to talk but could only whisper, "Bo, we have to find Noir. She's the key, the only one who can save us all."

Confusion and doubt flickered across Bo's face. But beneath the uncertainty, I saw trust. "Then let's find her, mate."

The lump in my throat got smaller. If he hadn’t have agreed to go with me, I would have had to leave him behind for a while. "We have to go now."

I pushed myself out of his arms, swung my feet over the bed, and stood. It was after midnight, but there was no better time to begin our search. I knew the spirits would guide me to her.

"What about Ifiok and Viggo?" Bo asked as he stood.

I shook my head. "I did not come here for them. I was guided here to aid Noir, and I would have left when she did if I had known she was leaving."

Bo said nothing as we packed in silence, each of us only taking a duffle bag.

The lights in the packhouse came on as we loaded an SUV. Viggo and Ifiok came out, naked and smelling of sex and despair. All they did was argue and have sex. Viggo desired pups, unaware that Ifiok herself would never be able to sustain life—not even her own, not for long. I doubted Ifiok knew this herself. She believed she was Noir's wolf spirit, but in reality, she had been conjured from the ether by Noir's mother to be just a piece of Noir—a protector and a teacher. She was a leech that needed a host.

When I first came to Viggo's compound, I couldn't understand why Ifiok held quiet animosity towards Noir and hadn't been a proper teacher or guide to her. But now I do. Ifiok spent nearly twenty years trapped in Noir's mind, cut off from communicating with the even Noir, the person she was made for, severed from her purpose. It made her resentful of Noir. Now that she was liberated from that duty, she struggled to navigate life as an independent being.

She was spiraling. She was snappy and mean to Viggo's pack since we'd returned from Lucians. Barely two months had passed since Noir left, and Ifiok's magic had started to wane. She couldn't transform into the wolf any longer, and it weighed on her. On top of that, Viggo and her union was not fated or blessed. Even if Ifiok wasn't basically a ghost, she wasn't meant for Viggo. They would not last. And with Axel gone, Viggo lacked the capabilities to lead effectively. Life was not going well for them.

Viggo and Ifiok stopped a few feet in front of us. Viggo spoke, "Where are you all going, leaving like the rest of them?" bitterness coated every one of his words.

Pack members had started leaving as soon as Ifiok shut down the business Noir had funded. Ifiok claimed that keeping the factory open made it look like the pack supported what Noir had done and the trouble she'd caused. All she did was give more of the pack a reason to resent her and Viggo.

Secretly, Noir had been in contact with a few of the females in the pack, so when that happened, she made it possible for them to start over just outside of Georgia.

Bo stepped in front of me, feeling the aggression wafting off them. I wrapped my hand around his forearm, sending calm energy into him, and then stepped forward. "We're leaving to find Noir."

Both visibly bristled. "We don't speak that name," Ifiok hissed, her hostility palpable. We were supposed to be pretending Noir was dead for the council's sake, but nobody really believed she was. The council was just happy to have her out of lupine business.

"And you won't be going anywhere in our vehicle."

I refrained from mentioning that they'd used Noir's money to buy it. "We only need it for twenty minutes or so to transport our stuff to our own vehicle." Unbeknownst to them, we had our truck hidden in an abandoned barn about five miles up the road. We had left it there when we came looking for refuge. Bo would check it nightly on his runs.

"I said no. I am your Luna, and he is your alpha." She turned to Viggo. "Tell Bo to take their things back inside. They won't be leaving," she encouraged.

I rolled my eyes. Time was a luxury I couldn't afford to squander.

Dropping to a squat, I pressed my fingers into the cold earth and watched the earth and willed the dormant life beneath us to awaken. Quickly, tendrils of emerald, green began to unfurl, wrapping itself around Viggo and Ifiok’s legs like ropes. They struggled against their restraints, causing the grass to tighten its grip. It was a gentle embrace meant not to harm them, but to show that I wasn't playing.

"Bo, please go start the car," I requested calmly, waiting until he complied.

Then I turned my attention back to Viggo and Ifiok. "Now is not the time to flex your power. Neither of you will ever be stronger than me," I spoke firmly, my voice carrying unwavering authority. "If you want your vehicle back, you can find it up the road." With that, I climbed into the car next to Bo. We backed out of the packhouse driveway. Viggo and Ifiok's restraints wouldn't last long. We needed to hurry.

After exchanging vehicles, I sealed my eyes shut, silently beseeching my grandmother to lend me her sight. Immediately a scene unfolded. Vivid as a memory, I saw Noir dancing under the moonlight. Viggo and Emmanuel by her side. The smell of Confederate jasmine, old wood, Angel's Trumpet flowers, and sweet olive scented the air, letting me know exactly where they were. I opened my eyes and turned to Bo. "We're heading to New Orleans."

As the miles stretched between us and what had been our home for the last few months, I offered a silent prayer for those we’d left behind. Fate's tapestry had been woven with purpose. The betrayal Noir had faced at the hands of Viggo and Ifiok would catch up with them, and the consequences would not be pretty and they would touch everyone around them.


Episode twenty eight

Witch versus witch.

While Bo and I had been driving the long stretch between Florida and New Orleans we’d run into Creatures and beings racing through the shadows who were running away from the impending doom they felt coming.

Some told us they were going to seek refuge in hidden places and dark sanctuaries —that I’d only heard whispers of. Whatever was coming had them so scared that they were willingly paying steep cost for entry—a sacrifice of children, fragments of souls, or even their own life force.

My eyes strayed to Bo’s his eyes were on the road. He wasn’t nervous or fearful though I was practically crawling out of my skin. I wanted to send him to one of the hidden places where’d he’d be safe but I knew he wouldn't leave me so I needed to make sure we everything turned out in our favor.

Around midnight, just an hour from our destination our car suddenly stopped working right in the middle of nowhere. The lights on the dashboard blinked out. This wasn't just a normal car problem. I felt the magic involved.

A strange feeling wrapped around me, like invisible hands were pulling me towards the woods off the side of the highway. I heard a deep, urgent call coming from the shadows.

My heart beat fast as I focused on the mysterious call.

Bo touched my shoulder. "Are you okay?" He sounded really worried.

I looked at him seriously. "Stay in the car," I said firmly. "I need to check something out. If I'm not back in an hour, don't wait. Shift and find to Noir. Don't stop for anything or anyone. I'll meet you there."

Bo looked upset, but he nodded. "Okay," he said, sounding nervous. "Just be safe."

I kissed him quickly before getting out of the car and walking into the dark, thick woods, feeling his worried eyes on me.

Stepping out of the car, I left my shoes behind and felt my feet sink into the moist earth. The air crackled with anticipation as I ventured deeper into the woods. Shadows danced among the ancient trees, whispering cryptic secrets and warnings to me. The branches overhead seemed to twist and stretch, conveying the danger I was in. The creatures that protected nature called to me, offering their protection. I closed my eyes and whispered for them to be calm, but their spirits remained unsettled.

The path I followed grew dimmer the further I walked, veiled by the canopy of age-old trees. In the heart of the forest, I finally sensed the source of the call and the nature of the being. Underneath the essence that made us witches, darkness resided. Through a misty haze, she materialized—a figure cloaked in shadow, her eyes gleaming.. She was beautiful, as if sculpted from the red clay of Georgia, with thick roped braids and eyes as dark as the depths of existence, her thick body wrapped in a silk robe. A good fifty feet separated us when I ceased walking.

"Finally, we meet," she said.

I bowed my head out of respect for another of my kind. "What is your name?"

"Ajoke," she answered proudly, her head raised and back straight.

"Creator of joy. An odd name for someone who has embraced bedlam. Why do you work for the entity? You are too full of life to thrive in darkness."

"Life. That's why I joined it. I'd rather rule in darkness than die in the light. And if all I have to do is kill you to achieve that..." She paused and shrugged, her intentions clear.

I shook my head, a feeling of sadness turning my blood cold. "Do not underestimate me, sister. The entity lied to you, saying I would be easy to kill. But that does not mean I will be. This is a test to see how strong I am, and baby, I am far stronger than you. I am a descendant of Nana Buluku, the mother of creation. My bloodline carries ancient wisdom and strength. I wield the elements and hold the power of life and death in my hands. Do not mistake my appearance for weakness. Please go now. I would prefer not to quarrel with you, but if it is necessary, know that Simbadi shall dig your grave this night."

"Pathetic," she hissed, throwing her head back, she cackled before launching a dark orb in my direction. I absorbed her magic on contact. She was not strong enough to cause damage, even with the magic the entity had imbued her with.

Her eyes grew wide, disbelief flickering across her face before it twisted into a mask of rage. She took a step back.

The ground beneath my feet hummed with energy, ready to respond to my command.

“Please Ajoke. You are not who my fight is with. “

Bo joined me, coming to stand by my side.

"I told you to stay in the car," I spoke to him without taking my eyes off Ajoke. She was already breathing heavily from the exertion of energy materializing and attacking me. She would not survive if she didn’t leave in that same second.

"I sensed something, like me but not like me," Bo explained.

The air grew heavy with an eerie stillness, and the atmosphere crackled with unseen energy.

"Rougarou. He sensed you too and her. Unfortunately for her, he came to help me."

Speaking its name seemed to summon the creature forth. It emerged, a being with the body of a human and the head of a wolf and glowing red eyes. The Native Americans had created it to protect the earth.

There was no use in trying to call it off or help Ajoke. The Rougarou had one primal purpose, and that was to protect nature. I was a part of nature.

With a powerful and swift movement, the Rougarou pounced upon Ajoke before she even sensed it behind her, its massive claws slashing through the air. It unleashed a barrage of blows, each one accompanied by an earth-shaking growl that reverberated through the forest. I closed my eyes to the carnage.

Ajoke let out a bloodcurdling scream as she desperately fought against the creature. Her attempts to retaliate were feeble. I closed my eyes and waited until the end. Tears ran down my cheeks. The trees seemed to mourn with me. Their branches shuddered, the forest floor became slick with dew, as if the earth itself shared in our grief, offering solace as the final echoes of Ajoke’s scream faded into the stillness of the night. The smell of Ajoke's blood poisoned the air. I felt her spirit run away from what was left of her body. Her soul would not leave earth for centuries or if ever for turning her back on the nature that created her.

Bo wrapped his arms around me and led me back to the car.

Balling my hands into fists, I wanted to rage. This was what the entity did—it created chaos, turned sisters into enemies. It was strong in its malevolence, but the beings in the world were strong too. If the appearance of the Rougarou told me anything, it was that the beings would fight back, without mercy.

I said a prayer for Ajoke, and another for her soulmate who would never meet her, and for the children on the other side of the veil who belonged to her but would never know their mother in life or after death.


Episode twenty nine

Enchanted.

We returned to New Orleans for a few days of relaxation after the encounter with my ghostly cousins. We had discussed places to live but had no idea where or when we'd settle. Right now, we were focused on enjoying ourselves.

The door to the private club Nocturne Haven swung open, and a techno beat poured into the night as Emmanuel, Axel, and I stepped into the dimly lit nightclub behind Jackle, Emmanuel’s friend. Jackle was a human who had somehow lived for over a hundred years but looked no older than thirty. He practiced Santería and, according to Emmanuel, communicated with the dead to help them find peace in the afterlife. One spirit had whispered the secret of life to him in after he’d saved the man’s daughter from her homicidal mother, who had killed him and escaped justice. The only catch was that Jackle could not share this secret.

He was nice and nice to look at but had unsettling eyes.

We entered a large warehouse-like building, and everything—the furniture, walls, and even the decor—was black. The air buzzed with anticipation as we moved through the swirling crowd of supernatural beings.

I was in awe of the world around me. There were vampires and werewolves, as well as Shifters, who I learned were different from the Lupine. Fairies, warlocks, and other creatures I couldn’t name mingled around us. Above, ethereal beings resembling humans draped in vibrant feathers swayed gracefully from the ceiling, casting a kaleidoscope of colors onto the dance floor. They seemed to defy gravity, their movements otherworldly. I had never seen anything like it before.

The aroma of witches’ brew drew my eyes to a large cauldron surrounded by a group of women, their chants synchronized with a hypnotic drumbeat that seemed to come from nowhere and yet was clearly heard over the music. I felt the urge to join them, but Jackle led us in the opposite direction toward the bar, with me sandwiched between Emmanuel and Axel.

Axel was visibly excited, he hadn’t known such a place existed. The Lupine were very isolated, most never left the city or compound they were born in. Emmanuel remained collected as always, there wasn’t much he hadn’t seen. The bar's polished surface was bathed in multicolored lights. Jackle intervened as Emmanuel tried to pull out a barstool for me, suggesting we find a table before the show. A glint of mischief crossed his eyes before he turned to order drinks for us.

The bartender, a man with wild hair, brown skin, and eyes glinting like amber, prepared our drinks with supernatural speed. The result was a pitcher of blue, slime-like liquid. Jackle grabbed it and five glasses, leading us up a short staircase to a loft overlooking the dance floor and stage. There was a sofa, so I settled in the middle, Emmanuel on my right and Axel on my left. Jackle took a single chair in front of us and poured drinks for everyone.

“What is this?” I brought the cup to my nose to sniff. It smelled like clouds if clouds had a scent.

“Fairy Nectar. Human alcohol is wasted on all of you. Trust me, it’ll make what happens next even better,” Jackle said before excusing himself. He stood and disappeared through a door to our right.

Axel spoke first after Jackle left. “Did you see everything I saw? This is what life outside the compound is like. I never would have seen any of this if not for you. Viggo fucked up.”

“Well, let’s toast to new things,” Emmanuel interrupted before Axel could start ranting about Viggo.

We raised our glasses, the shimmering liquid swirling inside. We cautiously sipped, and the taste was indescribable but delicious.

Suddenly, the music stopped, the drumming ceased, and the lights dimmed, shrouding the club in darkness. The crowd fell silent as a spotlight lit up the stage, revealing a figure bathed in a soft glow. “A fairy,” I whispered, but this one was full-sized and wrapped in thin white fabric.

“Not a fairy—an elf,” a soft voice corrected, and we turned our gaze in its direction.

We hadn’t noticed Jackle return, and with him stood a female being identical to the one on stage. Both were pale, slender, and beautiful, with white hair and glowing blue eyes.

“I am Elysia, and my sister on the stage is Isolde,” she said, her voice musical. “Jackle arranged this show especially for the three of you. Enjoy.” She gestured.

Isolde moved with an ethereal grace, every step telling a story. She twirled and leaped, magic trailing behind her, painting the air with vibrant hues. Her singing echoed through the club, enchanting everyone present. Her song wrapped around me like tendrils, taking hold of my senses.

My body responded intensely. My nipples hardened. Between my thighs leaked. My skin flushed and adrenaline rushed my veins.

I turned to Axel to ask if he felt the same, but he couldn’t hear me, his eyes glued to the stage. Emmanuel was unbuttoning his dress shirt. When I looked around for Jackle, he and Elysia were already naked, their bodies intertwined.

Everyone in the club began transforming into their true selves or shedding their clothes. I tried to speak, but the feeling overwhelmed me. I needed to move. Axel stepped behind me, growling, his hot breath filling my ears. He tugged my hair back, arching my body, while Emmanuel stepped in front of me and tore open my dress with such force that I gasped.

Emmanuel’s warm mouth wrapped around my nipple, his hands massaging my hips. Axel ripped my thong off and played with my clit while sucking on my neck. The club filled with growls, groans, and moans.

Axel and Emmanuel touched and teased me until I could barely form words, begging them to take me. Axel pulled me into his lap and thrust deep inside me.

Emmanuel dragged his length across my lips until I peeked my tongue out, tracing the vein that ran along it before he began to match Axel’s rhythm, filling my mouth.

We continued like that for what felt like hours, caught in a trance of pleasure. Isolde sang, her blue eyes glowing brighter as she seemed to feed off the frenzy.

I have no memory of how it all ended. One moment I was in the club, and the next, I woke up in bed next to Axel and Emmanuel, naked and smelling of sex. I couldn’t remember how we got back to the hotel.

Checking my phone, I saw that two days had passed since we went to the club. “What the hell?” I muttered as I sat up. A chill ran down my spine. I needed water. I dragged myself to the bathroom, splashed water on my face, and drank from the sink.

Back in bed, something caught my eye. An ornate dagger was thrust into the headboard, pinning a piece of parchment paper. I checked the room, but no one else was there. Carefully, I removed the parchment and read the message:

"It is foretold that in a time of darkness, a witch of extraordinary power shall emerge from the depths of the wild and walk among humans. This chosen one, a guardian who ran with wolves under the silver moon, will control the power of a hundred suns in her hand and be embraced by one who harnesses the elemental forces of creation. She will be loved by one who walks with death, another born from the ether, and another whose blood fuels her. Betrayal will prepare her for anything.

The weight of destiny rests on your shoulders, Noir. Stop being so naïve, trusting, and gullible. You have nearly lost your life too many times because you weren’t paying attention. You should not have been at the club last night. Be better. Do better."

I read the letter twice. Who could have left it? How did we get back? I had no answers.

Deciding to keep the message to myself until I made sense of it, I held it in my hand, set fire to it, and hid the dagger in my suitcase. Something told me not to discard it.

I woke Emmanuel and Axel, keeping the prophecy to myself despite my nagging thoughts. We decided to go out for breakfast and coffee to feel better after the night we had. No one wanted to talk about it.

We walked in silence to Dooky Chase's Restaurant in the Treme neighborhood. I could feel the history, the ghost.

“I knew Leah Chase years ago, beautiful woman.” Emmanuel said.

And I'm almost there. I'm almost there. People down here think I'm crazy.

I sang along with the song playing over the speakers, not knowing exactly how I knew it.

We were shown to our table about five minutes later. The place was so busy that I was surprised we didn’t have to wait longer.

Before we could settle down, an old woman with long gray hair and pale white skin approached me. She came close enough that I could smell the herbs she used for her medicine on her. Something felt off.

“Tell me, young one,” she asked, “What is your name? I think I know your mother.”

“N-Noir,” I stammered, taken aback by her mention of my mother.

The old woman nodded knowingly before swiftly swinging her hand. Her nails grew long and grazed my skin. My head swam as a wave of drowsiness washed over me. I thought I saw Hazida and Bo enter the café before my vision blurred and the world faded, slipping me into a realm between consciousness and slumber.


Episode thirty

sleeping beauty, ironically

Hey there again, readers. It’s me, Axel, but y'all knew that. Since the last time we spoke, shit has hit the fan. Noire got attacked by some old bitch and ended up slipping into a deep coma that we're ironically calling the "sleeping beauty disease." Yeah, I know, it sounds like some fairytale shit. But we found out that fiction was closer to fact than fiction. Witches, warlocks, and creatures from all over the club tried to wake Noir up, and they all came to the same conclusion. It would be one of her destined mates who could wake her up. Both Emmanuel and I tried, but nothing happened. Viggo, the missing guy, is our last hope.

But this mother fucker went all feral and disappeared after Ifiok vanished into thin air, as far as he knows. And did I mention we're in the middle of the apocalypse? The world has gone fucking mad. The day Noir got poisoned, the sky turned pitch black, and the rain started pouring down and never stopped. Humans started attacking each other, and we found out it was because of some entity. It’s poison was spreading everywhere.

Hazida came out of nowhere to lead us, she's like our wise sage, telling us that Noir is the one with the power to save us all. Fucking crazy, right? But that's the situation we're in. Anyway, Viggo's our best shot right now, but he's not exactly willing to cooperate.

Right now, I’m chasing him through the forest like a madman outside of Jacksonville, Florida. His new wolf is fast, and he knows how to navigate these woods. Every time I get close, he darts away like a fucking shadow. And though I don’t want to admit it, I’m exhausted, running on fucking fumes. I've been chasing down every lead and searching for the entity for nearly two years. But I’m not ready to give up yet.

I can feel Bo behind me. I send a message through our link for him to find a way to try and cut Viggo off as I feel him slow. My heart is pounding like a fucking freight train when, after what feels like an eternity of running and dodging, I corner him. He’s at the edge of the swamp drinking water. When he feels me approach, he turns snarling and growling. Y'all, why the fuck does he charge me? I’m always up for a fight, but I don't have the time. With all my strength, I swing my fist, landing a solid blow on his snout. Viggo staggers, momentarily stunned. I back away. I'm not trying to hurt him, at least not in the moment. I need him to transform back into a human.

I get low but refuse to submit, “Hey, Viggo. I need you to come back to us, man. Noir needs you, the fucking world needs you.” I try to keep my voice even. He snarls, baring all his teeth, refusing to listen to reason. I remember that one movie where the frail human girl who fought like a superhuman manages to calm the big green giant down. Maybe her technique could work here. I raise my hand cautiously. "Hey, big guy, the sun's getting real low."

Viggo's wolf lunges towards me, fuck it, tranq gun it is. The dart hits him mid-lunge, and he’s out before he hits the ground. With Viggo unconscious, I haul him over my shoulder and begin the journey back to the truck. Bo comes just in time to help me load him into a cage. Putting another lupine in a cage makes me want to spit, but it can't be helped.

The drive to our secret compound feels like fucking forever. I’m ready for this part to be over. Bo has to call for Hazida to come get us. We have all kinds of protections from witches, warlocks, and different creatures surrounding the place to keep Noir safe. Without Hazida, we'd melt or something if we crossed a certain point.

Speaking of Hazida, she’s fucking weird. She knows too much. It’s like there's something about her that nobody else seems to be able to see. I walk away when she comes to lay hands on Viggo. She scares me, her magic. I can feel it. I don’t know how I exist outside of Viggo, and I feel that Hazida does and could take it away at any second.

I head to my room for a quick shower. Emmanuel had brought thirty manufactured homes, and we'd moved them to a place called the Apalachicola right outside the Florida capital. No one ever came out this far into the dense woods, except the woodpeckers.

Closing my eyes and resting my head against the cool shower wall is the only time I get to recuperate.

Let me describe what I see to you all when I go into the room where Noir has been kept for the last two years. Emmanuel is in a corner, looking worried as usual. Noir lies unconscious on a huge custom bed, dressed in all white bedcoverings, her breathing shallow, as Viggo's human form emerges from the wild wolf. He looks ragged and worn, he’s just staring down at Noir's side. Hazida urges him forward, he leans in and kisses Noir on her lips, then backs away. Nothing fucking happens; he does it again and again, and nothing.

Finally, he goes crazy, screaming about how she betrayed him, so he hopes she never wakes up. Emmanuel and I hold him back until Hazida touches him and he falls unconscious. I want to kill him. He’s useless. He left his pack, betrayed his mate bond, he’s a coward.

Just when we think things can't get any worse, Lucian's parasitic ass appears out of nowhere. Emmanuel, Bo, Hazida, and I cover all angles of Noir's bed.

“What the fuck do you want, dead man?”

He looks like the dead man he is, pale and weak. Not like before.

"She talks to me when she can. She's been begging me to come wake her. But I couldn't find her," he says in a deep, sorrowful voice. "I knew the day would come when you would seek my help from Viggo. I followed you all here. Let me wake her, please."

I frown. "I' dare you to touch her."  I’d rip his head from his corpse.

Hazida steps forward, reaching for Lucian, she walks him to the bed.

“Do what's needed.”

I'm staring at her like she’s lost her pale-ass mind. But I don’t move. I’m willing to try anything.

Without hesitation, Lucian leans down and sinks his teeth into Noir's neck. Seconds later, she jerks awake, letting out a piercing scream as her eyes snap open. Lucian goes to move away, and I watch her grab him. She clings to him as she cries. “Thank you.” She repeats over and over.

It’s two days before she tells us anything. She’s still clinging to Lucian; he hasn’t left her side. I’m grateful, but I hate him. I know what happens next. I knew it the minute he told us the entity killed his wives when he refused to side with it. I had another brother-husband to deal with. But I don’t dare say anything. Noir tells us she could hear and see us, but since we never said where we were, she could never tell Lucian. The theory is that when he bit her, she became one of the members of his vampiric clan. He could communicate with her and his venom could heal her. It was just a theory, nobody knew the truth, not even Hazida

When Noir tells us about the prophecy that was the cause of everything that was happening and how she learned about it, I walk away. My paws sink into the dirt when I transform. There were too many times when Noir's stubbornness and rash behavior had caused us trouble, She was infuriating. She was responsible for the world nearly being at its end. So many creatures and humans had died, and all because she didn’t open her fucking mouth. I needed a minute. I would be back, but I didn’t know when. I can hear Emmanuel calling for me to come back. If he had any fucking sense he'd leave her stubborn ass too, for a while. Let Hazida and Lucian babysit the bratty half human. I headed towards the rising moon. Yall will hear from me again. Don't worry.
 


Episode Thirty One

Double Agent.

In the hidden shadows of the lair the entity had chosen as a battleground, my heart pounded at a thousand miles per minute as I tried to suppress my anger and pain. Noir's awakening had caused the entity to lash out at everyone. I hadn’t been spared its wrath. My insides burned from the dark magic the entity had punished us with; it gnawed at our organs, twisting, and turning them until we begged for death. It said if one of us failed, we all failed, and there were many failures. Noir waking up from what was supposed to be her death sleep was the most crucial one.

I had been sent to spy on the entity not long after Noir fell into her slumber. I was meant to stay until the end, but I was leaving that night; I couldn’t take the evil anymore. It was changing me. However, I couldn't leave without gathering as much information as possible. My ears strained to catch every whisper, every murmur of the entity's plans as I observed everything going on around me.

From my vantage point, I kept a careful eye on the entity's loyal followers. There were creatures from every inch of the earth present, some grotesque, some beautiful, all aware of the entity's unparalleled power and the horrors it could unleash upon the world. But they were all willing to live in the dark with it just to survive. They happily took their punishments and fed off its every word. Their anticipation was palpable, but so were the fear and dread. It perfumed the air like cheap cologne, but the entity thrived off it.

"My children of darkness," the entity began, its voice an eerie echo heard only in nightmares. "Noir has awakened. Though the prophecy says she is strong enough to best you all, you must not cower in fear. Her defiance and allegiance to the humans should fuel our purpose. Aren’t you tired of hiding from them? Living in the shadows?” Cheers erupted around me.

I fought to control my snigger. It was ironic, as the entity itself thrived in darkness and shadows. It wanted us to live in the shadows too, its shadow.

"We shall devour the light, extinguishing every last vestige of hope," it proclaimed, its form pulsing with malevolence. "Noir and her pathetic mates will be mere morsels in our grand feast of despair."

Suddenly, a voice broke through the murmurs of the crowd. “And if she can’t be killed? I heard she walks amongst a witch who holds creation and damnation at her fingertips and talks to gods." My heart skipped a beat as the rebel voice echoed through the lair. I couldn’t see the brave soul who spoke up, but I knew they wouldn’t exist for much longer. I wanted to help but had to stay focused, stay hidden, and resist the urge to react.

"Do not dare question me!" the entity hissed, its tendrils shooting out through the crowd. A man with half the body of a horse and the other half of a human was lifted over the crowd. He screamed in agony, a blood-curdling sound that made my ears ache. The entity held him suspended in the air as it spoke. "I am the embodiment of darkness, and none shall stand in the way of my rise."

I watched in horror as the entity tore the creature apart, a gruesome spectacle that sent shivers down my spine. Blood and innards rained down onto the crowd; some creatures fought each other for the remains, shoving whatever they could into their mouths. I gagged at the sight and smell.

"Does anybody else have anything to add?" it taunted us.

When no one said anything, it retracted its tendrils from the crowd.

"Good. Now, go forth," the entity commanded, its form returning to the shadows. "Spread fear, unleash chaos, and know that no matter what challenges arise, we will succeed in transforming this world into a safe haven for us."

I blended into the crowd as it dispersed, keeping my head down. It was time to find Noir and tell her exactly what was coming for her.


Episode two

Momma come back.

I felt haunted by my past mistakes. I kept thinking about everything I’d done wrong since the day my parents died and realized I hadn’t grown at all. I had remained trapped in a child's mindset, lashing out without guidance. Part of that was my fault. Consumed by vengeance for my parents, I shut out all voices of reason. It was only when Axel walked away that the weight of my choices truly hit me. While thinking about how I could fix the mess I had a hand in making, I remembered that Ifiok had once mentioned I should be able to speak to my mother. Maybe she could guide me in the right direction. Unlike Ifiok, Hazida had shown me how, though she didn't promise it would work.

Beneath the vast expanse of the starlit sky, I stood with Hazida and five of the witches who had come to help awaken me and stayed on the compound, naked under the silvery light of the moon. The forest surrounding us rustled with the whispers of restless spirits. The entity in my world was affecting all the realms.

Hazida, with her pale, glowing skin, took the lead. She started the chant that sounded like a song, her voice deep and melodic, every syllable resonating with power. Soon, we all joined in, our voices blending into a hauntingly beautiful rhythm.

I felt the energy around us build, the earth beneath our feet humming in response to our calls. We were invoking the spirits of our ancestors to search for my mother and help bring her forward. The wind danced around us, cooling our fevered bodies. We chanted for what felt like hours, and when I felt it wouldn’t work, emerging from the ether around us, she appeared: my mother. She looked so much like me, dressed in all red. It was like staring at a reflection in a serene pool. A tidal wave of emotions threatened to pull me under.

My knees buckled. “Mother...” I choked out, tears forming in my eyes.

She stepped closer, her form almost translucent in the moonlight. “Noir, my beautiful baby,” she whispered, her voice sweet like honey. Hearing her again, I cried harder. I'd forgotten the warmth of her voice and the comfort it once brought me. Tears streamed down my face as memories flooded back—the lullabies she sang, the laughter, and the wisdom she imparted, the spells and potions she taught me.

“I've missed you so much, Mommy. It hurts,” I confessed, my voice breaking.

She reached out, her hand caressing my cheek. "My brave girl, I've always been with you, watching over you. And I always will. I know what you’re facing, Dumpling, and I know the mistakes you’ve made. Because of those mistakes, you might feel like you’re not strong enough to fight. But strength," her voice softened, “isn't measured by the absence of mistakes, but by how we rise after making them. Every stumble, every tear shed, every scar—it has all shaped you into the woman you've become, and inside you burns a fire that no evil can quench."

She leaned in closer, her soft smile radiating love. "My heart, I wish I could be by your side for this battle, but I can’t. However, Mother Nature and our ancestors made sure you wouldn’t be alone. Wield your mates like your weapon and your shield; they are your equals, made only for you. Remember the strength your father trained into you. You have the heart of a warrior. Trust in yourself and beat the hell out of anybody who stands in your way, because if you end up dead, I'm gonna whoop your behind when I see you on this side." She laughed.

The circle tightened around us, the chants growing louder, trying to keep the connection strong, but she was fading. I was sad to see her go. I had more questions. Like if she knew who had left the note and dagger for me in New Orleans.

 Before she vanished, her gaze darted away from mine, fear lit her face. "Nyankopon," she breathed, a name that seemed to summon heat but it was quickly blanketed out by a chill that crawled up my spine as the atmosphere suddenly shifted, turning cold and menacing.

A shadowy cloaked figure emerged from the darkness, its form hazy and shifting, taking the spot where my mama had once been.

“Aww, that was cute. Did the pep talk make you feel any less weak than you are, girl?” it sneered.

Before we could  react, a dark tendril exploded from the entity, aiming straight for one of the witches in our circle. The impact was brutal, like a brick hitting flesh. Runa fell to the ground, lifeless, her snow-white hair covering her bloody face.

Everybody was in a panic, yelling and crying, running away.

My mother appeared out of nowhere, solid, stepping forward, shielding me. “You will not harm her!”

The entity's laughter rumbled through the forest, eerie and mocking. “Nice trick, witch, but you won’t save your daughter by borrowing a few breaths.”

With a majestic sweep of her hand, a pulse of energy surged from our circle, radiating outward. Then the night lit up as if someone had turned on the sun.

"Look at it, Noir," my mother urged, her voice a steady. "It is nothingness. If I can expose it like this, so can you—you are so much stronger than me."

I stepped forward staring into the now illuminated nothingness where fear had once stood. "It is nothing more than shadows and fear, forged from the first whisper of hate. We give it power, but it can be diminished. Always remember that."

“Leave. Now,” she commanded, and the light intensified to an unbearable glare.

The entity's shriek pierced the air. I felt more than saw its departure, a darkness lifting and the light went out.

My mama turned and hugged me. I could feel her warmth, her heartbeat, her lips on my forehead before she vanished into the thin air she’d come out of without a word.

Momentarily stunned by all that had happened, I stood there replaying it all in my mind. I felt Hazida approaching.

I turned away from the spot where my mother had once stood to find Hazida's eyes filled with concern. "Are you alright, Noir?"

I looked around. The circle was broken; witches were catching their breaths, some tended to Runa, trying different spells, others staring at the spot where the entity had been.

"I... I think so," I whispered. The weight of my mother's words pressed on my heart.

One of the witches, with tears in her eyes, whispered a prayer for Runa and called for help to move her. I felt so guilty. I opened my mouth to call for Samedi.

Hazida clapped twice, getting my attention. “Don’t. Runa knew what was at stake, she died willingly. Don’t diminish what she the life she willingly gave up.”

I wanted to say more, to do more. I didn't want any more death on my hands. I turned and walked away, promising myself I would do the same to the entity as I’d done to those who murdered my parents. As I walked out of the depths of the forest, I saw a figure standing with Emmanuel. When I realized it was Axel, I took off running in his direction, not deterred by the self-satisfied smirk on his face. It had been a month, and I missed him. I couldn't hide that, not even behind my anger at him for leaving.


Episode thirty three

Unity.

Moonlight cut through the dense trees, allowing me to see what was in front of me without using my supernatural senses as Axel, Emmanuel, and I sprinted through the forest. We were trying to get as far away from where we'd been living as fast as possible so no one there would be found out. I could hear truck engines revving and tires tearing up the earth behind me. My heart raced in sync with the pounding of our feet hitting the ground.

Where I faltered, Axel's sharp instincts kept us from being caught. He twisted and turned through the strange forest like he'd been there before. We'd been running for almost an hour, and even I was feeling the fatigue.

But the soldiers the U.S. human government had sent for me were relentless, determined to capture me since I was the supposed mastermind behind all the turmoil plaguing our world at the moment. They said I was trying to get rid of humankind. I've been wanted by the humans for about three months. My face was all over the news. They kept playing and replaying the video of me saving the human girl. They didn’t tell anyone what I was, just that I was wanted. If I hated humans, why had I saved her? How come there were just as many dead supernaturals?

Led by Moreau, the shapeshifters and werewolves community had all come out to the humans to denounce me, saying they had nothing to do with my plans. They exposed all of us for nothing. What did it get them? The U.S. military attacked them. Moreau was dead, and so were half the able-bodied men in several communities that had been thriving and would have been today if he wasn't such a coward. All I wanted was a fair chance for non-humans to live without fear. Yet, they saw me as a threat, a villain.

As the soldiers closed in, I skidded to a halt, the wind whistling past me. "Wait," I gasped, turning to Emmanuel and Axel. "We can't keep running like this. My heart feels like it's going to explode, and they're in cars with equipment to track us." Emmanuel was bent at the waist, hands on his knees trying to catch his breath.

"We can't let them catch you. We have to kill them," Axel huffed. He was doing the best of the three of us.

"We don't kill humans," I declared. It would be foolish to kill a bunch of humans for them to parade around and say, "See, we told you they were bad." There were no more bad supernaturals than there were bad humans.

"Then what?" he snapped, glaring at me. "They're going to kill us if they catch us."

Since he'd left, Axel and my relationship had deteriorated. It didn't help that when he came back, I told him Lucian would be staying on, though I didn't know in what capacity. We felt drawn to each other but never had a chance to explore why with everything going on. He had also just lost the wives who had been with him for hundreds of years. It wasn't the time to make any decisions. But Axel wanted answers and was determined to be an ass until he got them.

"Just incapacitate them so they can be sent back to the U.S. government with a message. Maybe they'll understand that I don't want to hurt them when I show them just how badly I could hurt them if I wanted to. You two double back and get the kids out of the camp just in case this doesn't work."

They both shook their heads in unison. "I'm not leaving you," Axel spoke first. "Me neither," Emmanuel chimed in. "We won't get you back if they capture you. You know that even when they find out that you have nothing to do with what happened, they'll keep you and experiment on you, right?"

I wanted to just tell them to do what I said, but I had to keep reminding myself I wasn't their leader. I was no longer doing things that could get me hurt without talking it through with them first. I had learned my lesson. "If it comes down to me being captured, I will do what I need to make sure I make it back to you two." I let my fire dance in my hand. They both hesitated, but I knew, like I could, they could hear the soldiers getting closer. They had to decide now.

"Come on, Axel." Emmanuel was the level-headed one. He came close enough to kiss me quickly, then took off running in the opposite direction. Axel glared at me. "You better come back, or I'll wreck every human I see to get you back." He growled before running after Emmanuel.

About three minutes later, three pickup trucks full of men, about twenty in fatigues, came to a stop. They moved quickly, with their weapons ready, surrounding me.

A burly Black man with a stern expression stepped forward. "You are to be detained," he declared, his voice dripping with authority. He had an accent similar to Emmanuel's, letting me know he was probably also Haitian. I assumed he was the leader.

I shook my head. "I can't do that. I have nothing to do with what's going on. You humans may not believe in the entity that's causing all this, but he believes in you. You're going to help him cause your extinction with all this hate and aggression."

"Then we'll drag you back, dead or alive," he spat, his expression remaining hard and serious. All the men clicked the safeties off their weapons. He wasn't hearing what I was saying, and I didn't have time to explain it more than once. Actions speak louder than words.

I backed up, and they followed. I needed them away from their trucks. When they were, surrounding myself in energy that no bullet could break, I let fireball after fireball sail through the air, avoiding the men and hitting the three trucks. The vehicles erupted into flames, causing massive explosions. Chaos ensued. Bullets started flying. Commands were being given, calls were being made.

I took a deep breath and willed my body to defy gravity, lifting me off the ground. I had been practicing, so I could do a lot more with my magic than cause fires and run fast. Hovering in the air, I stared down at the soldiers. "I could hurt you all today and kill you with just a thought, but that is not what I want. I want us all to survive what's coming for us. So I advise you to go back to whoever sent you here and tell them to listen and find a way to keep your kind from killing each other before the darkness has a chance to." I floated to the ground, stomped my foot, and called over my soldier to Samedi. He appeared out of the ether, a bottle of rum in his hand, a cigar in his mouth, and his top hat crooked. I didn't understand how he became inebriated, but he seemed to always be. He was an ally. Without humans and supernaturals, he had no one to bury.

I could feel the fear wafting off the humans in waves. When I turned to them, nearly all their mouths were gaping open. I spoke to the leader. "Do you know who he is?" He nodded and murmured, "Lord Saturday."

Samedi chuckled. "Haven't been called that in years."

Ignoring his amusement, I asked him the important question. "Are any of these men meant to be buried tonight?" Samedi came to stand at my side, casting his gaze over the soldiers. After a moment, he shook his head. "No dead men in our presence this night. I see many men with long lives ahead of them," he replied, his tone somber as if these were the last people he'd ever be able to bury.

"Thank you." I nodded to Samedi, and he disappeared without another word. I turned my attention back to the soldiers.

"Go now," I ordered. "And tell your leaders what you've seen here. You all stared death in the eyes, and still, he isn't as great a threat to you as what's coming. To beat it will require unity rather than division. You all need to focus on finding a way to prevent your kind from turning against each other before the darkness exploits it." And when the men stood around, still in their stupor, I yelled at the top of my lungs, "Go!" before I turned and ran, hoping to make my way back to camp before anything else happened.


Episode thirty four

Axel gets revenge.

I could feel it, darkness everywhere now. Even though the humans had come to their senses and joined our side after Noir showed the soldiers that she meant no harm to them, the entity was still winning. I’m still not sure how I became corporeal, but it seemed to have given me a sixth sense of the doom and gloom kind and it had me on edge because I could feel the end approaching for everyone. Death was coming, and it wouldn’t be the type of death old Samedi could save us from. This was the apocalypse. Humans and us beings alike were going to cease to exist, and I couldn’t let that happen but I had something to handle first.

I looked around, scanning my surroundings before howling, sending the all-clear signal to the person I was meeting. I could smell their fear, hopelessness, and despair.

“Why did you call me here?” Ifiok stepped out of the brush. She looked weathered, her clothes tattered, her skin pale and ashen. A life without Viggo and or Noir's magic seemed to be hell for her.

You all know I wanted to laugh at her. Oh yeah, I didn’t tell y'all it was me, Axel again. How have you all been? It's been a minute, I know. I was kicking ass and taking names, trying to save the world. I bet you all are wondering how me and Ifiok teamed up, right.

So, right after Noir went into her coma or whatever it was, I went searching for answers. Ifiok was supposed to be Noir’s guide, so why wouldn’t I go to her first? She pissed me off, told me to leave her and Viggo be. I told her I would slit the weak Alpha’s throat and take his head as a trophy like I had done to Ivanka if she didn’t get me the information I needed from the entity.

I wanted Viggo to feel the loss Noir had felt when he abandoned her, so I didn’t give her time to say goodbye and dared her to contact him before I got the information I wanted. Everybody thought she had gone poof. I thought she would end up dead, killed by the darkness, but using a glamour, she’d infiltrated the beings the Entity was gathering to help him end the world as we know it and had gotten a lot of intel. I shouldn't be so surprised, she had pretended to be one of us, just to turn around and betray Noir. She was devious and sneaky. Nobody knew I was being fed information by her, and we had a game plan put together for when the darkness did come for us because of her. She was no longer needed.

"Watch this, y'all. 'You demanded to know where Viggo is. I wanted to personally take you to him."

Her face lit up. She looked anxious, and I think she genuinely felt the mate pull, which meant being away from Viggo for so long had clouded her judgment. Why else would she trust me when I continually threatened her? I had warned her and Viggo I wouldn’t abide by what they’d done to Noir or the wolves under their keep. I felt kind of bad for what I was about to do, haha, I’m bullshitting y'all.

“Come on,” I waved her forward, trying to keep the joy out of my voice.. “It’s only a short walk.” I took the lead, and she followed me deeper into the woods. About five minutes later, we came to a clearing. “Over the river and through the woods to find the big bad alpha we go.” I sang and hummed the melody. I could feel Ifiok’s heart speeding up, the leaves under her feet rustled as she tried to turn around, she sniffed the air, then turned to run off. I half-shifted, becoming both man and wolf, grabbing her firmly by her hair, and then I dragged her kicking and screaming where I needed her to be — looking down into the hole where Viggo lay torn apart. Ifiok screamed, "No!"

"Yes," I affirmed, my voice firm. "You wanted him," I continued, "and I want you to be with him for eternity."

Emmanuel had let Viggo go without any punishment after he couldn't awaken Noir. Emmanuel was weak because of his humanity. He was likable though and growing on me. I would teach him to do better. I let Viggo believe he had escaped scot-free until Ifiok wanted to know where he was. I found him for her, living among humans in wolf form. They had him in a shelter like an abandoned or rabid dog. I put him out of his misery, and when you really think about it, she should be thanking me. Who wants an alpha who had sunk so low? Yaah, she should be thanking me.

While she screamed, begged, and called me evil, I transformed my hands into claws. Pulling her intestines from her abdomen sent her to her knees. Unfortunately, it didn't stop her dramatics. “If I didn’t kill both of you, you would have died eventually, stop crying and take your punishment." I lifted my booted foot, it connected with her chest. She tumbled into the hole, face first, embracing the wolf man she loved enough to die for. She was still screaming when I started filling the hole. My cell phone rang before I finished. I answered because it was Emmanuel. He immediately screamed in my ear. “Where are you? The safe haven is being infiltrated; the entities sent their minions for Noir. You’re supposed to be here.”

I dropped the phone and shovel, transformed into my wolf form, and took off back toward the safe house we'd been living in. I was less than thirty minutes away but hoped I wasn’t too late.

Yeah, yeah, yall don’t have to say shit to me. I know I shouldn’t have left Noir to get revenge, but sometimes I can’t help myself. Fuck yall, it wasn't like yall weren't rooting for their deaths too.


Episode thirty five

Not so Epic battle

My mother's image faded away as the sounds of screams jolted me awake. I had been dreaming about her a lot lately. I was wondering if it meant I would be reunited with her soon. But I couldn't dwell on it. There were so many beings screaming for me.

Barefoot and wearing only a t-shirt, I ran out of my cabin to find the grounds being overrun by creatures of all kinds. Beasts with snarling fangs, humanoids, and things with scales that glinted under the moonlight.

I knew what I had to do, but mid-run I was thrown forward onto the ground. My knees dragged against the hard, unyielding earth as my body vibrated. Something strange was happening. I felt my powers multiply and fill me to the brim, with energy that coiled under my skin. Trying to decipher what had happened, I concentrated on the lingering feeling that something fundamental had shifted within me. 

Suddenly, I felt Ifiok take her last breath. I physically felt it as if it were my own, then I saw a vision of her embracing a very dead Viggo. A claw connecting with her abdomen brought me back to the present.

“What in the hell?” Ifiok and Viggo were dead? Or was this a trick? I jumped up and dodged a she-wolf's jab in my direction. She was half-transformed and snarling at me, her eyes pitch-black. It was clear, the entity had sent her.

I raised my hand and hit her with a fireball, setting her ablaze. She writhed and screamed in pain as I sprinted past her, scanning the melee for Emmanuel and Viggo. The battleground was a blur. I couldn't tell who was fighting for or against us without searching their eyes. I found Emmanuel at the far end of the compound. He'd been torn out of his shirt. I slung two fireballs at the panthers attacking him in tandem. I wasn't trying to kill too many creatures, just subdue them enough so they couldn't fight. My help gave him the opening he needed to reach me. He was holding his own, but I needed to talk to him sooner rather than later.

“What happened?” I pulled him away from the flames dancing around his combatants as they tried to engage him like mindless zombies.

“What's going on?” I urged as I pulled Emmanuel behind one of the trees and encased us in a ball of energy so we couldn't hurt or be heard.

He was breathing heavily, smelling of earth and blood. “They came out of nowhere, hundreds of them from the ether, some creatures I've never seen. They attacked the guards first. I sent the women, elderly, and children into the forest and ordered everyone to hold them off until they were loaded into trucks and left. They all have pitch-black eyes, so I know this is the entity's doing.”

“Have you talked to Samedi about our plan?” I asked.

“Yes, he knows what to do and he's waiting,” Emmanuel replied.

“Where's Axel?” I looked around, trying to spot him.

Emmanuel shrugged. “I don't know.”

I reached out mentally for Axel and got no response. He had been acting strange lately since he'd come back after our separation. Nothing had returned to normal. He hated Lucian being there with us, slept in his own cabin, and only interacted with me when necessary. I felt his absence. We'd work everything out if we survived, but I needed him for the plan to work.

The ground underneath me shook just as Axel answered me telepathically. “I'm seconds away.”

I dropped the energy ball. I needed to conserve magic if I was going to execute my plan. Axel skidded to a stop in front of me, transforming.

He grabbed me. “Did they hurt you?” he rushed out.

I gasped. The image of his claws entering Ifiok flashed in my mind.

“You killed her,” I snatched away from him.

“Yeah,” he replied so nonchalantly it sent chills through my veins.

“They were both a part of me,” I cried.

“Cancer would be too if you got it, and you cut it out before it kills you.”

The earth quaked again, and lightning illuminated the sky, cutting off what I was about to say.

Hazida spoke to me mentally, then appeared next to me with Lucian at her side. “He's here. But the humans aren't. They aren't coming. The government wants to deny we exist. They're telling everyone the reveal was a hoax and everything else is just bad weather.”

The calm emitting from Hazida soothed me. I didn't have time to dwell on what she said. I never had any real faith in the humans helping us.

 I felt the entity before I saw its darkness. It enveloped us sooner than I would have liked, but those I was leaving behind knew what to do. We all hoped the entity's hold on some of the creatures would dissipate when he was no longer on earth.

When I felt it it's shadow on my neck, I gathered enough strength to create a ball of energy that trapped me, my mates, Hazida, and Lucian inside a dome with the entity. “Now!” I screamed, and Emmanuel called to Samedi. I felt myself being pulled from my realm. It felt like my body was being ripped apart.

 But the only way to keep everyone we loved, and the humans safe was to ensure that the entity wasn't on the same realm with them anymore.

I staggered, losing my balance just as the door to Samedi's realm closed. The roads that separated life and death became our battlefield. 

Here, the rules of reality could be bent and twisted. The entity's voice erupted from it. It was a solid shape of shadows the size of a small skyscraper now, not like on earth where it could eclipse a city's sky in darkness.

“What have you done?” A cataclysmic roar came from the entity shaking the very fabric of the crossroads.

“Don't say anything to it. Don't listen to what it says to you. Don't let it grab you, and fight with everything in you,” I ordered before I sprang to my feet, with flames dancing in my palms. With a fierce cry, I hurled massive fireballs at the entity, igniting the battle. Everybody went into action. 

Hazida grew vines unlike any I'd seen, with razor-sharp thorns and leaves with teeth. They came from the ground, wrapping themselves around the entity. It struggled against them as Lucian darted around it, attacking, throwing blow after blow, using his nails and teeth.

 Emmanuel had the dagger that had been left behind, stabbing at it. 

 Axel leaped, his form shifting between man and beast, tearing into the entity with tooth and claw.

We fought for what felt like hours, until our muscles burned with each strike and our breaths came in ragged bursts. Then longer, until time lost meaning and fatigue began to set in. We were no longer just fighting, we were surviving, pushing ourselves beyond limits we never knew we had.

The entity gave as good as it got. It lashed out with tendrils of black magic, striking us down. We didn't know what happened if we died at the crossroads, and everybody was fighting not to find out.

The entity never seemed to tire, just slowly weaken. Its roars echoed through the crossroads, making us feel like we were fighting a losing battle.

Just as I nearly gave up, the sounds of battle were drowned out by Samedi yelling “enough.”

I turned to see him, and realized  he hadn't been involved in the battle at all. He had a bottle in his hand, sitting and was watching it all unfold like he was watching television, as if he didn't have a stake in the game. If all the people and creatures on the earth succumbed to the darkness. He would cease to exist. I opened my mouth to tell him that as everybody continued to fight.

I watched him yawn, as if he were bored, then he took out the bag he kept around his neck, scooped a handful of powder from it, and chanted a few words that felt heavy to my ears. My eyes widened as spirits came from the earth and surrounded the entity. Thousands of them grabbed at it with gnarled, skeletal fingers. It screamed and fought as they started pulling it down into the dirt. "From the dirt you came, to the dirt you shall return." Samedi chuckled.

As the entity vanished, swallowed by the earth and the spirits, a heavy silence fell over the crossroads. Emmanuel broke it, panting and visibly angry, he confronted Samedi. "You could have done that the entire time, friend?" Even raging he tried to be polite.

Samedi simply shrugged, nonchalant as ever he raised the bottle he'd been holding  to his lips and drank before answering. "My intervention was always an option, but it wouldn't have been as entertaining. Not much happens in this world but death."  He shrugged again, a mischievous smile playing on his lips. “Good luck, it’s a girl.” He didn't wait for us to respond. He snapped his fingers, and we were back at the compound.

Almost immediately, we were greeted by Bo. He grabbed Hazida, who was naked, and spun her around, kissing her all over her face. “What happened? I thought we'd never see you all again,” he asked after setting her down.

I was confused. “Never? We've only been gone a few hours.”

Bo shook his head. “One moment we were all fighting, then you disappeared. Most of the people who invaded the camp just went still, then snapped out of whatever trance they were in and were confused as to why they were fighting us. It’s been seven months to the day since that happened.”

My mouth fell open. Seven months had passed?

“What the fuck is wrong with your stomach?” Axel yelled, grabbing me around the waist. I looked down at my belly. I could make out a foot pressing against the skin.

My eyes felt as big as saucers.

"She's pregnant," Lucian's voice was calm, almost clinical.

How? I looked around at everyone. Axel and Emmanuel had beards, and Hazida's locks had grown visibly longer. I looked around the grounds. All the cabins that were destroyed when we left were fixed.

Axel's reaction shifted suddenly. His eyes, which had been filled with shock, now darkened with something else. He dropped to his knees and sniffed me. 




He suddenly jumped to his feet. His breaths began coming in short, sharp bursts. He roared, then threw his head back and howled as if in pain, just before he lunged. Emmanuel barely had time to raise his hands in defense of himself before Axel's fingers wrapped around his jaw, forcing his head backward. Emmanuels skin split like ripe fruit beneath Axel's nails as he dragged them across Emmanuel’s throat. Blood gushed in crimson torrents as Emmanuel gasped, eyes wide, his screams were choked and garbled.

Axel’s face became splattered with sticky blood as Emmanuel's body convulsed, collapsing to the ground with a lifeless thud. 

I didn’t know if the surprise in Emmanuel's eyes was because of what Axel had done or because he had just been told he had a child on the way and killed all in the same second. I’d find out in three days if not sooner, depending on whether Samedi brought him back.

“Why would you do that?” I yelled at Axel, who looked about ready to commit mass murder. Whatever he said in response, I didn’t hear. The sound of a little girl's cries in my head sent me from standing to flat on my ass. I was pregnant. I understood nothing anymore.


Epilogue

The end and new beginning

This was my only chance to escape while my captors were still sleeping. I lay shrouded in darkness, and silence enveloped the room they had put me in. The cold from the open window caused a chill in my bones that I couldn't shake.

My entire body trembled as I used my supernatural powers to listen for their slow, rhythmic breathing. There were three of them, two men and one woman. They were asleep. This was my chance to escape. Cautiously swinging my feet over the side of the bed they made me sleep in, I didn't stand up. With a deep breath, I hovered just inches above the cold floor, my muscles tensed. I straightened my legs from the sitting position and grabbed the pillow my head had been resting on. I used the powers they didn't know I had to create a glamour. With a few whispered words, the pillow began to change, reshaping to my will until it looked like me.

"Fuck yes!" I hissed, low, almost too low for my own ears. My captors were like me. If I was too loud, at least two of them would hear me. With a watchful glance over my shoulder at the door, I edged toward the window. I couldn't keep levitating. It was a borrowed power, not a given one. I needed to hurry. Up and get outside of the house . Someone was waiting for me.

My heart was pounding like a relentless drum, echoing the rush of adrenaline coursing through my veins. I pulled my t-shirt over my head, then removed my panties. I paused, holding my breath, and listening for any indication they were awake. When I still heard my captors' snores, I jumped from the window, transforming midair. My padded paws barely made a sound as I hit the ground. I took off running without a backward glance.

Running through the forest, I dodged trees and fallen limbs. My paws sank into the wet earth, leaving imprints in the soil. The moonlight fueled my escape. The night was mine; I thrived under the stars. When my captors allowed me any type of free time, I studied my escape route.

As I neared the lake, I slowed down, transforming back into my human form. The cool night air brushed against my skin. I stayed back, hidden in the shadows as I watched a man move through the water. His muscles coiled and strained as he swam. I was watching him so intently that I was startled at the sound of his voice.

"I know you're there, Amani," he called. "Come join me."

A smirk played on my lips as I made my way to the water's edge. "I knew this would be the first place you came. You should have been born a merman instead of a wolf," I teased.

With my captors forgotten, I waded into the water, feeling a rush of excitement. Kaelan was back and without a mate. For a year, I'd been holding my breath, hoping he didn't find one while his father Bo and mother Hazida were hoping otherwise. Now, at the ripe old age of twenty and after his search, he had the luxury of choosing someone he actually liked, me. We had been saying we would choose each other as mates since we were five and had been inseparable since. Now we could go through the mating ceremony.

Because of who I was, I didn't have to search for a mate. I didn't have an equal. Kaelan met me halfway, pulling me into him. He gripped my waist with one big hand and grabbed my ass with the other. He pressed his lips to mine and kissed me until I felt weak. Then he pulled away and sank his teeth into my cheek, and the pain felt good. His hard dick pressing into my stomach felt better. I pulled away. We had never had sex and wouldn't until we were mated.

"Welcome back," I said.

As we swam, he confessed, "I hated every minute of that search. It was always you, Amani. When you turn twenty, let's make it official." Before I could respond, I smelled my captors in the wind. My parents emerged from the trees in human form, their anger wafting off them like steam. I groaned.

"Uh-oh," Kaelan added.

"Don't move an inch, Kaelan. Daddy will say you challenged him just so he can pummel you," I said without looking back at him.

Mommy just had to bring Daddy Axel instead of Daddy Emmanuel. I had two biological fathers. Both their blood and DNA ran through my veins. When my mother was pregnant with me and my twin, she was in a battle against some darkness or some such. My twin died. I absorbed her and her father's DNA, Axel. The single strand of blond hair that streaked my temples was the only thing of hers that physically remained. Otherwise, I was the spitting image of my mother, with my father Emmanuel's height and dark skin.

My Daddy Axel was the last person you wanted to see when he was pissed off. He was crazy. Mommy said I acted just like him. She was crazy too. Daddy Axel said I acted like her. I'd prefer to be like Daddy Emmanuel. He was cool, calm, and in control of all situations. He wouldn't be snarling at Kaelan as if he were going to kill him. Twirling my hand, I created a ball of energy and stretched it to cover Kaelan in protection and to keep him from hearing my conversation with my parents before I waded out of the water.

Momma was the first to speak. "How many times have we told you, Amani? Sneaking out without us knowing where you're going is forbidden."

I wanted to roll my eyes but knew better. I hated the word forbidden. Everything was forbidden because my parents were Noir and Axel, the all-powerful Alpha and Luna of the only mixed creature pack. They were lupine who wielded magic like our ancestors of old, and they also had equally powerful creatures willing to kill and die for them. They were powerful enough to have too many enemies to count. Even the human government watched them closely.

"I know, Mommy, but I'm right here," I said, stretching out my arms. "At a lake on our property, less than two miles from the house."

"With him," Daddy growled. "You've been told to stay away from him. His mother has been telling you two for the past five years that she feels his mate is near. But you two insist on acting like star-crossed lovers. The only reason I haven't killed him is because he hasn't rutted you."

I dropped my head to my chest. "Come on, Daddy, don't say rutted."

"Fine. He hasn't fucked you," he roared.

That was no better.

"Calm down, Axel. Just leave us be." Daddy opened his mouth to say something, but the look on my mother's face stopped him. He gave a final growl in Kaelan's direction before transforming and running ahead of us.

"Come on, Amani. We have things to do tomorrow." She took my hand gently in hers. I walked off without looking back. I didn't look back because I didn’t want to see Kaelan's disappointed face. My mother's thumb smoothed over my knuckles. "I know you want Kaelan, and I wouldn't object if not for his mother confirming he has his own mate. We're just trying to save your heart. The mating pull is something he won't deny, no matter what he tells you. He's not like you, Amani. You will most likely be able to choose who you love."

I knew the rules, the reasons behind them, but in that moment, walking away from Kaelan, all I wanted was to live my life on my terms. To be with the one person who understood me, who loved me for who I was, not for who my parents were or how strong I was.

My momma scoffing at me interrupted my thought. "How in the hell did you turn a pillow into you, Amani? Don't make me bind your powers until you're twenty. I can't keep up with the magical shit you do because you and your rotten daddy sneak off and learn together. I told you that could be dangerous," she fussed.
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