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            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            Here’s the Thing… I’m not Your Typical Fairy Godmother

          

        

      

    

    
      Well hello, my darling readers! I am Savannah Silverwand, your Fairly Goddess Mother, and I’m popping in before our story begins. I must tell you a little backstory about our heroine, Sesi. From time to time, I’ll also pop in during the duration of the story to explain magical terms. And since I am who I am, I’ll throw out the occasional sarcastic pun for good measure, because that’s how I roll.

      Without getting too far ahead of ourselves, I’m sure you want to know a bit about my name—as in, what’s the difference between a Fairy Godmother and a Fairly Goddess Mother? Well, I’m glad you asked! I, like a Fairy Godmother, am gifted with magic. However, I’m immortal in a demigoddess kind of way.

      My counterpart lives a full and rewarding life far longer than any normal human, but fairies eventually perish. It’s a natural thing for normal fairies, where I’m more like an existentialist ideal.

      At least that’s how Lilith, you know, the one Adam broke up with before getting with Eve, explained it to me. Lilith made me after she became a goddess herself. Technically, she’s the Queen of the Damned and not really a goddess. The other gods don’t count her as one, but since she made me, she’s very much a goddess in my book. I coined the phrase demigoddess after she made me. Yup—that’s right! Your mythology class got it all wrong.

      Given I’m a demigoddess, I’m not as big of a deal, which is why I’m only fairly goddess material. Yeah, so, putting it simply? The Moon Goddess won’t let me have groupies who worship me. She enjoys having shifters who are only praying to her. Of course, that isn’t the entire story. I’m a pure demigoddess. But once Lilith became the Queen of the Damned, demigods were born of mixed magical breeds. Lilith didn’t want them to have a lot of power for fear that Yudi would take her children for his own. So, as you can see, it’s complicated, and I won’t bore you with the thought process because it’d make your head spin, for sure.

      So instead—let’s get to the fun part! You and I will become very acquainted with one another because I’m here to lead you into an intriguing story about a strong, sharp-witted, and street-smart alpha female named Sesi. Yeah, technically she’s a Luna, but as you will see, she’s second to no one, including the Alpha, who places her by his side and not in any corner!

      Oh, and I should mention that there are hot guys in this story, too. However? Since I’m a goddess, I get more excited about girl power. So you can meet the sexy hot guys in the story later.

      The tale about Sesi is a lot like one of my favorite classic fairytales, Snow White! I adored this story when Lilith read it to me, and like many of you more sexily seasoned readers, I was upset when Tipper Gore claimed Snow was a hussy! She was so not a hussy! She lived with dwarfs. D.W.A.R.F.S! Dwarfs are not men. Geez! Talk about ruining a generation with an ick factor before they have become adults! Yuck. Just yuck!

      Anyway, I’m digressing a little too much, so back on task! This story starts with our heroine reuniting with her father’s army brigade friends during a tough time in her life. She takes refuge in her late father’s inn, bequeathed to her when her father’s will is read to her by her stepmother’s lawyer. Unbeknownst to Sesi, the brigade, her father, and even herself, are werewolf shifters!

      Talk about a truth bomb when she finds out—amiright?

      And there’s a little more...

      She’s not just any werewolf—she is the brigade’s next Luna!

      Okay, maybe that was a bit of a spoiler alert—well? Perhaps not, since I said she’s technically a Luna earlier? Either way, I promise I won’t overshare too much.

      Sorry about that, but this is so exciting for me. I can’t wait to tell y’all about Sesi Snow and Sylus Charming because it’s a real treat to talk with anyone other than myself.

      I don’t get out much. The Moon Goddess frowns upon those sorts of things. I’m not allowed on Earth unless I’m on the job. It’s all about not having groupies. So, demigods can only visit the human realm these days while on a job.

      Since this is the life story of Sesi you might expect me to start from the beginning, but since Sesi is a lot like Snow White, can we skip the part where Sesi was born and blessed with gorgeously dark hair and eyes as blue as the Aegean Sea? Because I feel like that’s a given—don’t you?

      Personally, I think we should start this story the right way! Let’s start it right before Sesi comes into her shifter powers. Yes! That’s the ticket!

      Now, I rarely start a story with me using the cliché paraphrase, “Once upon a time…”

      I mean, sure, you’d expect that phrase in a fairytale. But that’s so last century. However, with this story? Well, it’s rather appropriate to start with the cliché since we will talk about a small town, a brigade of sexy silver foxes, who, despite what that witch of a stepmonster thinks, aren’t dwarf-like in any way imaginable. Goodness, is it getting hot in here? I should begin this story before I get too overheated.

      Without further ado…

      Once upon a time, a beautiful girl was born in Manet Cove, Arkansas. In case you missed it in the prior paragraph and have been hiding under a rock on a different plane of existence—her hair was as dark as night, and her eyes as blue as the Aegean Sea. Yeah—figured I should put it in there anyway just to keep you on your toes—pop quiz and all later. Kidding!

      She was born to Kenneth (aka Baseline to his army brigade friends) and Katlyn Snow on Winter Solstice 2004. Both parents wanted to give their baby a name meaning snow to commemorate the holiday, but they couldn’t agree on anything until Chary Charming, Baseline’s best brigade buddy, suggested Sesi.

      Sure, the name was a little unusual, but it’s better than the initial name they threw around. It was White. Who’d want to be named White Snow?

      And for their whole life?

      Boy, was I glad I buzzed my suggestion into Chary’s ear! I surely didn’t want Sesi to suffer like some celebrity kids named Apple, Cricket, or Aleph.

      Do parents dislike their children in this century or something?

      Goodness, those names aren’t on point—especially for a royal baby! And Sesi’s parents were most definitely of royal blood.

      Well? Perhaps that’s a strong word if it has you thinking about Princes William and Harry of England. Wolves are a little different with royal bloodlines, but they are royalty! That’s why I made it a point to make her name unique, but not weird! And? Their pack loved the name. So I’ll take it as a win!

      Now, all was well for Sesi’s growing-up years until she neared her 21st birthday. Then things got odd, but I won’t tell you anymore than that. It’s best if y’all hear this right from the horse’s mouth! So, I’ll present to you now Sesi’s recollection of her father’s passing.

      Too-da-loo—for now, anyway.

      Savannah Silverwand

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            Reality Bites as Cold as Ice

          

        

      

    

    
      My stepmother pressed a cold, bony hand onto my shoulder. I froze in response to the frigid gesture. She’d meant it to appear as if she had sympathy for me. I’d come to know this about her over the decade she’d been married to my father. But now that I was kneeling over the closed casket containing him, the gesture was just cold. I didn’t need the show any longer. The woman had lacked any real empathy for me in the decade I’d known her. She detested me. That was the truth. At every opportunity we were alone, she let me know just how much of a failure and embarrassment I was.

      Thankfully, we are in public right now. I didn’t have to deal with the psychotic side. I had to deal with the saccharine-sweet side. After being with her for so long, you’d think I’d like the saccharine side, but I always thought that was worse. At least when she was berating or hitting me, she was expressing her true self. Not that it made her physical abuse towards me easier to deal with. Though I think I’d be more terrified if she were sweet when she’d backhand me.

      I flinched as her palm rubbed small circles on my shoulder. A typical reaction on my part. My body always flinched to brace for the beatings she’d give me when my father wasn’t looking. Her glare directed at me was just as icy cold as her bony hand. Not knowing what else to do or how to respond to the fakeness she displayed, I simply stared at the casket in silence. Why the woman insisted on a closed casket made little sense to me. Closed caskets were for burn victims or severe car accidents. Not for someone who died of cancer.

      My eyes darted to the flower arrangements on either side of the casket. They were tacky at best. Being typical Jackie, all of them were her favorites. None of them were his. If she’d allowed me to help plan the funeral, I would have had red roses mixed in the arrangements. He loved his rose garden after all.

      “I’m sorry for your loss. He was a good man.”

      My ears burned from the bite of her frosty tone. And? It was only a matter of time before my face matched my cheeks with an anger that had been building ever since she’d told me my father was gone. I began to clench and release my hands, which were in a revertant prayer clasp. It was all I’d known to tamp down the growing volcanic temperatures welling in the pit of my stomach. I wanted nothing more than to burst out and incinerate her frigid tones with a liquid heat response. What person whom I’ve known for more of my childhood than my mother would say something so cold? I knew the answer, of course. No one with a heart would—hence my wanting to retort at her ridiculousness. But I promised myself I wouldn’t cause a scene out of respect for my father.

      She never once asked me what my father would want at his funeral. We were Roman Catholics—and strict ones—I might add! Certain things should have been done. But in typical Jackie fashion, she focused on herself rather than allowing my father’s last rites to be upheld. That should have been foreboding about the actual funeral. But I had held out hope.

      Any decent and loving wife would have allowed the man to have a priest over for the Sacrament of Anointing of the Sick. Even if he’d died before she made the call, the priest would have done the sacrament at the hospital or the house. But no. She didn’t bother because she didn’t care. She did everything in her power to make it look like she loved my father in his presence, but when his back was turned? Well, let’s just say she hated him as much as she hated me. The older I got, the more convinced I became that she had only married him for the money and prestige.

      Of course, none of that matters now. She’d gotten her wish, after all.

      The house was left to her. She gloated as her lawyer read that bit in the will. And then did a victory dance when said lawyer told me I’d need to vacate the property after the wake. I’m sure that isn’t entirely legal, but I honestly don’t care to stay. Anything—even living in a cardboard box—would be better than staying with this woman. She was smart, though. I’d give her that. She’d never leave a visible mark for my father or teachers to notice. Sure, I could have said something, but in the end, it would have been her word against mine, and I knew everyone would believe her over me. That’s why I never tried.

      The coldness of her hand radiated throughout my body once more, and I squirmed out of her hold before her Vulcan Death Grip had my body frozen to the padding of the board I was kneeling on.

      “He was a wonderful father,” I told her.

      “Sesi, don’t do this here. Please don’t disrespect your father by disrespecting me.”

      I sucked in a breath and bit my tongue. How she could think that my praising my father was showing her disrespect was beyond me, but that was Jackie. Of course, my delivery sounded a little snotty, but can you blame me? I lost my father and my only home in a matter of two days, and she thinks I’m supposed to be all peaches and cream. I was exhausted and had zero energy for her bull.

      “Look, if you must talk to me in that tone, perhaps it’s best to sprout your wings. The inn is very nice, and I’m sure you will be far happier living there than with me.”

      “I’m not discussing this with you. Please excuse me. I want to meet the people who came to pay their respects to my father.” I said as I rose from my kneeling position.

      “Oh, darling, that isn’t necessary. I can take care of it.”

      “I’m sure you are capable, but he was my father, and it’s only right that I stand in the procession as part of his family.”

      “Sesi, I told you, let’s not do this here. I’m still your guardian until you turn 21 at midnight tonight.”

      “You aren’t my father’s only family, Jackie. I deserve to be up there just as much as you.”

      She reached for my hands, and once hers contacted mine, the frigid coldness of them took hold of me once more.

      “Sesi, I must insist you sit and relax. The procession line isn’t for children.”

      I ripped my hands from hers and crossed my arms over my chest. Planting my feet further onto the floor (as if that were possible), I addressed her.

      “Jackie, with all due respect, what is it? Am I a child or an⁠—?”

      My words broke in my mouth when a male voice interrupted me. I was grateful for the distraction because no matter what I said to Jackie, she’d claim she was right, and that would set me off. Why I allow the narcissist to get under my skin is beyond me.

      “Sesi? Is that you? Goodness, you’ve grown!”

      I turned to the gentlemanly voice to my right. His eyes were as blue as the topaz earrings my father gave me for my 16th birthday. They beamed a familiarity to me, as did his face, but because it had been ten years since I saw any of my father’s friends, I couldn’t place a name with the kind face staring back at me.

      “You probably don’t remember me, or the rest of the Lone Wolf’s Fury Brigade, but we used to visit your dad often before—” His voice broke as he placed a hand on my shoulder.

      I knew exactly why his voice broke. It wasn’t a secret. After Mom died and my father remarried, no one visited. I’d always had my suspicions about my stepmother isolating my father from his army buddies. They were too close to lose touch. Hopefully, I’ll get my proof today that I was right. Not that it mattered to anyone but me. Jackie and my situation wouldn’t change, but at least I’d know the truth.

      I smiled before responding. I’d hoped it’d soften the blow that I’d forgotten all their names after ten years had passed.

      “I remember all of you, but I can’t recall your names. I was still so young back then.”

      “I’m Chary—well, my call sign is anyway.”

      Suddenly, a flood of memories rushed through my mind. Chary Charming, yes! Now I remember.

      “That’s because you were the cautious one in the group—right?”

      “Excellent memory, Sesi.”

      “It’s coming back to me in bits and pieces! There was Thick, Bear, Doc, Joker, Ges—short for Gesundheit, and Sleeper—right?”

      “Wow! You nailed it!”

      My stepmother crossed her arms, and a loud clucking sound escaped her lips.

      “I thought I had told all of you that you were not welcome here.”

      Chary brandished a smirk as he responded to her.

      “We aren’t here for you, Jackie. The Brigade came to pay their respects to Baseline and his kid. We only want to talk to her, and once we are done, we will be on our merry way.”

      “That’s upsetting. I’m sorry you can’t stay long, Chary. It would have been nice to catch up,” Jackie said in a sickly sweet tone as some of my father’s business associates walked up to her. Thank goodness for small favors.

      “Are you all here?”

      It was then that Chary flashed me his genuine smile. Not the one he gave my stepmother moments ago.

      “Yes, Snow. We are all here for you.” He wrapped an arm around my shoulder and directed me to the back of the parlor. As soon as I heard the group of men laughing, the icy feeling I’d had moments ago with Jackie melted from my body.

      “LWFB, do you remember our youngest brigade recruit?”

      His arm seemed to radiate a protective vibration through my body. Something I hadn’t had since my father fell ill with cancer. God, how I wished the cancer had stayed in remission. Sadly, it didn’t, and, of course, I was the one taking him to all his chemo sessions while his supposedly loving wife went for spa treatments.

      “I can’t believe it’s you! You’ve grown up so fast!” said Ges as he wrapped his arms around me. Once he released me from the hug, he sneezed. “Sorry, I’m allergic to perfume.”

      “I’m sorry! It’s Jackie’s, not mine. I don’t wear perfume. Let me—” I took a giant step back from him, hoping the distance would help.

      “Don’t apologize! I’m allergic to like 58 things, according to my doctor. This damned body isn’t a temple—it’s a torture chamber—so please don’t blame yourself.”

      “If you insist.”

      “Chary,” stated Joker in a boisterous voice before placing a palm on Chary’s shoulder. “Wouldn’t now be a perfect time to tell her?”

      Before Joker could finish his statement, Chary put out a hand to silence him.

      “Don’t go there. It’ll be hard enough to convince her to come with us to the inn.”

      “Actually? I had planned to drive down early tomorrow morning—but tonight works for me. My stepmother told me I’ve worn out my welcome at her house,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Why Dad left her anything in his will is beyond me. I mean, he loved her—but I think he was the only one.”

      “Well, how about we drive you there? It’ll be fun to catch up with you,” Chary said.

      I didn’t need convincing. As it was, I was going to book a room at a hotel. I didn’t want to spend any more time with Jackie.

      “You can totally share memories of my dad with me.”

      “Absolutely,” said Bear as he gave my shoulder a pat.

      “Give me a minute to let the stepmonster know I’m leaving tonight rather than tomorrow,” Sesi said with another roll of her eyes.

      She didn’t want to call Jackie out in public, but when Sesi was with her uncles—her father’s brothers at arms, she felt safe to tell them the truth.

      “Don’t hold back, Snow, tell us how you really feel about the bitch,” Joker said with a wink. “Oh yeah, I can see your inner wo⁠—”

      Chary slapped the back of Joker’s head.

      “Don’t you dare, Joker! I’m warning you—knock it off.” Chary’s voice was a low growl.

      “What? I was gonna say, inner woman—as in diva—not the other thing, I swear,” Joker said as he rubbed the back of his head.

      I didn’t bother listening to the rest of their conversation in hushed whispers. Instead, I focused my mind solely on my stepmonster. If I weren’t in the funeral parlor, I’d flip her the bird as I walked out. But alas, I was here, and I didn’t need Dad rolling in his casket. The closer I got to her, the more sour her face contorted. Didn’t anyone ever tell her that’s how you get wrinkles? Ugh.

      “Jackie, you’ll be happy to know that there’s a change of plans with me. I’ll be leaving tonight for the inn. I’ll pack a few things now and send a truck for the rest of my stuff later.”

      “That won’t be necessary. As we speak, I’m having the staff move your things into a Uhaul. Jerry can drive you with the van to the inn tonight, and he can come back tomorrow around 7 AM to pick it up.”

      “Jackie, I’ll need more time than just a few hours this evening to unload a Uhaul.”

      “Sesi Snow, you will become a full-fledged adult tomorrow. It’s time you did what the rest of us do and figure this out yourself. I didn’t have to be so kind as to rent the truck on your behalf.”

      I crossed my arms and let out a sigh before shaking my head.

      “Jackie, that was written into the will. I don’t think that constitutes your being kind to me. Also, you’d have to have a beating heart for anyone to consider you being kind.” I said all of this to her through gritted teeth. No one but me needed to know how awful she was.

      “How dare you disrespect me!”

      Her hand went up in the air, and I recoiled.

      I know my retort was snotty, and I expected her to be pissed. But I honestly never imagined her striking me in public. She never had before, but then again, Dad was no longer alive. Perhaps she thought the rules had changed. I squeezed my eyes shut, preparing for the blow, but it never came.

      “There is no need to hit her. Abuse of anyone is against the law in all 50 states, Jackie. I suggest you calm yourself before I call the police and have you arrested. Sesi, we will follow the truck and help unload it.” Chary’s eyes radiated a fire that I hadn’t seen since before my father was sick. He then gazed at me, his eyes softening along with his voice. “The quicker you get away from what I see as a toxic and abusive environment, the better.”

      With each word, his grip seemed to tighten more around Jackie’s wrist. And how’d he get to me so quickly? He was at the other end of the room when I left him to talk to Jackie. Maybe I didn’t notice because my eyes were closed and preparing for the blow. I shook my head to erase my silly thoughts.

      “You cannot tell me how to raise my child!” Jackie said, wrenching her arm out of Chary’s grip.

      “That’s just it, Jackie. I’m not your child. I was Dad’s, and if he were alive, you wouldn’t be pulling this crap.”

      As I said this to her, she raised her hand again. In a rapid-fire motion, Chary stepped in front of me to get between us.

      “Jackie, I warned you.” Chary’s voice was a low growl again as her hand connected with his chest. “If I ever see you touch her, you’ll answer me. Are we clear?”

      Jackie rolled her eyes and crossed her arms with a huff.

      “Are we clear, Jackie?”

      His voice denoted the venom he spat towards Jackie. It wasn’t the tone of a drill sergeant—something I’d been accustomed to with my father getting me ready for school. No, this tone had the bite of a cobra.

      “There’s no need for you to act this way. This girl was nothing but a brat who wrapped my husband around her little finger. It’s my job to raise her properly! She needs discipline.”

      “She needs to be loved and cared for. And from where I’m standing, you don’t know what those words mean. No one raises a hand to Sesi—are we clear?”

      “You aren’t family, Chary.”

      “See, that’s where you are wrong, Jackie. Baseline is our brother at arms. Therefore, that makes Sesi part of our family. And just so you’re aware, she’s as pure as driven snow. There isn’t one ounce of brat in her body! Sesi, let’s go.”

      Chary wrapped a protective hand around my shoulder and, for the first time since my father married, I felt safe. While following Chary’s fluidity, I turned on my heel, not giving my stepmother another glance or thought as we walked out of the funeral home. I then hopped on the back of Chary’s bike and headed straight for the house I grew up in. Never once had I thought I’d leave it. I’d pictured raising children in it, but I guess that was all a pipedream now. I never blamed my father for the circumstances I was in. My father had a big heart, so it was no wonder he fell for Jackie and wanted to leave the house to her. All I ever wanted was for my father to be happy. And if that woman had made him happy, so be it.
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            Life’s a Bitch, Especially When You had to Live with One

          

        

      

    

    
      Sure enough, when we pulled into the driveway, there was a Uhaul parked near the garage. Its doors were already locked. I walked up the pathway leading to the side entrance of the house and found Jerry, a butler Jackie had hired two months before Dad passed away, carrying a small shopping bag in his hand.

      “Hi, Jerry! There’s a change of plans—I’m leaving tonight for the inn, and I’ve brought some help to haul out the furniture in my room.”

      “That won’t be necessary. Mrs. Snow and her lawyer instructed me to pack only the personal items you’ve paid for yourself. Unfortunately, since you quit your job to care for Mr. Snow, there wasn’t much in your room belonging to you. I’m sorry, Miss Snow, I wish I could sneak out more for you than what is in this bag, but her lawyer stopped me.”

      I took the shopping bag from him, and my stomach dropped as I noticed the bag was almost weightless. My eyes burned as the tears I’d been holding in for what seemed like forever surfaced. It all made sense now. Jackie’s speech about the Uhaul she purchased was merely an act. She locked it because the thing was empty, and she only rented it to comply with the will.

      My father stated in the will that Jackie owned the contents of the Snow estate, and it was beyond my comprehension, but not having clothes or even a bed wasn’t why I was so upset. I was leaving without so much as even a photo of my father, my father, my family. How could she be so cruel? I simply couldn’t fathom why she wouldn’t even grant one photo of my father. That was all I needed, and all I wanted. Still, Jackie robbed me of my memories, and all for her enjoyment.

      “Thanks for at least sneaking this out to me, Jerry.”

      He pressed his lips into a small, tight smile.

      “I understand we haven’t known each other long, Miss, but I wish things were different. You brightened each hall of the estate. Mrs. Snow only darkens every corner.” He said as he pulled me into a brief hug before continuing. “I placed photos of your last birthday with your father in that bag. They were the only ones I could sneak in there before the lawyer stepped in. The rest is a couple of tees, a pair of jeans, and three days’ worth of unmentionables before the bastard cut me off.”

      “Thank you. If it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t even have a photo of my father. I appreciate your kindness.”

      “You don’t deserve to be treated any other way. Did you know she wanted me to snap a photo of you opening the doors to the Uhaul to capture your reaction as you saw nothing inside?”

      I let out a single sigh. I wasn’t sure what else to say to that. Anything I did would have made me look bad. And Father always said, if you’ve got nothing nice to say, say nothing at all.

      “Don’t worry about the Uhaul. I will drive it around for an hour, which is how long it would take me to drive to the inn and back. And then I’ll return it in the morning as instructed.”

      “Thank you for everything, Jerry. You and your wife Josie have been wonderful, and I will never forget your kindness.”

      “Oh, Miss Snow!” Jerry said as he drew me back into a warm hug. “I won’t forget you either! Get settled, and if you are looking for a butler and a housemaid in the future, both of us would love to work for you.”

      “Thanks, Jerry. That means a lot, but I don’t think I’ll need a butler or housemaid so soon.” I gave him a small smile before hopping back onto Chary’s bike.

      The ride was brief—only 30 minutes out of town. It wasn’t long enough for me to collect the thoughts swimming in my head. That house was the only home I’d ever known, and now it was gone. My emotions were a mess. It was as if I was grieving everything all at once. Nothing seemed to connect to a tangent thought until the inn came into view. But really—was it an inn? It looked more like a mansion nestled into a mountain with tiny houses surrounding it.

      “What is this? I thought I was inheriting a run-down inn, as Jackie so eloquently put it.”

      Joker wrapped an arm around my shoulder after I slid off Chary’s bike. “You are inheriting so much more than an inn. It’s an empire, my dear. That’s the best way to describe all of this.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “Wait—your father seriously didn’t tell you? I thought Chary was joking about all of that at the funeral parlor.”

      “Tell me what, Joker?”

      “I guess you were right, after all, Chary. He didn’t have the chance to tell her anything. So what do we do now since she was supposed to meet—” Joker asked as he gazed at Chary, but Chary cut him off with a raised palm.

      “Don’t get into that right now. It’s more important she knows the other thing first.” Said Chary in a low growl.

      I pushed away from Joker.

      “You guys are scaring me—what don’t I know?”

      “Didn’t your dear old dad tell you any wolf stories before bed when you were a kid, Sesi?” said an unfamiliar voice that rang out from the shadows.

      As the male figure stepped into my view, each of his features revealed themselves in the moonlight. His cheekbones were just as chiseled as his chest. Why was he shirtless? Not that I minded because damn—what a gorgeous sight that shirtless chest was. The guy sported an 8-pack, and I had to summon all my inner strength to rip my eyes away from each taunt ripple on his chest. And why? Well, it isn’t nice to stare—even if the guy looked like an Adonis.

      The male’s eyes were now boring into mine. They glowed like blue topaz in the moonlight. His gaze was so intimate, it was as if he was undressing my very soul with each deep pool. I lowered my gaze, embarrassed he might find out all my secrets at first glance. The thought sent shivers throughout my body. He smirked at me as his hand glided up from his waist to his peck and I bit my lip to bite back the moan that was forming deep within my diaphragm. It was as if the boy, who didn’t seem much older than me, awakened my inner goddess with just one glance. He mouthed to me with a cocky grin, “Like what you see?” and I almost lost my balance from weakening knees.

      “Sylus, you aren’t supposed to be here.” Said Chary.

      “What, Dad? Can’t I meet my Luna?”

      “She doesn’t know about any of that yet!” Chary said through gritted teeth. He seemed to do a lot of that and that was a little alarming, especially now that it seemed to be his tell. Or rather, his lack of telling what was going on.

      “All of y’all are freaking me the fuck out! What is it? Did Dad secretly stash all the family’s inheritance here at the inn?”

      I asked, more in a joking tone, though my inner voice kept telling me to stop joking around. I needed to listen to her. But then that same inner voice was distracting me because visions of making out with Sylus plagued me. All I wanted at that moment was to press my mouth to his. Ugh! Tame yourself, girl! Heel! Why was my inner voice so vocal? It had been especially loud since my father’s passing. Until now, I chalked up that voice as to not wanting to deal with Jackie’s bullshit.

      But now that voice wanted to jump into Sylus’s arms, and I wasn’t the type of gal to get hot and heavy with someone I’d just met. Oh—who am I kidding! I’m technically still a virgin. The rape didn’t count. At least that is what I kept telling myself. After that blind date that Jackie set me up on, I stopped dating completely. And even when I’d dated before the rape, it never led to anything serious enough to make it past date two.

      Probably because I kept waiting for that spark I hear about so much. I guess I read far too many romance novels and hoped it would happen for me. All I wanted to experience was what it felt like. My dad always told me to hold out for a spark. I’m convinced that was his way of keeping me a virgin. When I asked him how he knew mom was the one, he replied, “You just do, princess.”

      Princess was his term of endearment for me and he said it with each of his replies. It was something I was accustomed to as I grew up.

      “My princess has a right to hear the truth, Dad!” Said Sylus with a low growl.

      My jaw dropped momentarily as his growl vibrated the surrounding ground. Was this growling grunt hereditary or what? It was a little weird. So was the dude calling me princess.

      “My father used to call me princess—why are you calling me that, Sylus? We just met?”

      Chary let out a huff while Sylus crossed his arms. There was no mistaking the pointed glare in his eyes which was directed at his father, Chary.

      “Dad, it’s time you let me straighten this out. After all, Baseline entrusted the best huntsman here to ensure her safety.”

      Chary held out his palms to his son as if to give up. I crossed my arms. This pissing match had to stop. I deserved answers.

      “I’m asking again, and this time not so nicely—what the fuck is going on? Why did Dad leave me this instead of the house I grew up in? It’s clear all of you are hiding something, so spill it already.”

      Sylus uncrossed his arms and let out a steady breath before responding.

      “Because this compound, scratch that, this empire, is worth far more than any human’s material possessions.”

      I shot my hands in the air in protest. None of this was making any sense, especially since I left with barely two changes of clothing. Material possessions, my ass! Another bra and at least an extra pair of underwear would have been fucking nice! Especially since Dad’s will had left me with no cushion of income. I was hoping for enough to tide me over until I found a job. How can I live off of the literal clothes on my back for the next few days—let alone a month?

      It would take that long to get a paycheck from the local StarCoffee or TeaTime! How the fuck would I make getting a job work with a pair of jeans, two tees, and two sets of undies? Surprisingly, Jerry gave me my two most expensive sets from Samantha’s Secret. I was beyond grateful for those because they’d last, but one was a black set and the other an aquamarine one. It was strange that he put those two into my bag. I mostly had unmatched bras and panties that I purchased off of HaloHanger with my allowance from Dad. Why Jerry handed me the expensive stuff was beyond me—unless his wife and maid Josie packed the bag—that was always possible.

      “Dad—give me some privacy with my princess, please?”

      “Fine. But don’t overwhelm her on the first night. We just got her back!”

      “Noted.”

      I crossed my arms again as Sylus turned to me. His eyes did that undressing of my soul thing again. I rolled my eyes and let out a huff. He can’t be sexy! I wasn’t having it. Nope! Not happening! Fuck his come hither bullshit stare! I need answers.

      After his father was a safe distance away from earshot, he faced me. His gaze seemed to pin me in place. I watched his dark, thick, curly short locks bristle in the cool breeze. I instinctively wrapped my arms around myself as a shiver crept through me, and I couldn’t help but wonder if his sexiness had something to do with the electricity running through my body and my lower belly.

      “Are you cold?”

      He instantly placed his hands on my shoulders and rubbed them and my arms briskly. The heat it provided was a warm welcome, but I wasn’t sure if I wanted to let him or any of my father’s friends off the hook yet. I still knew nothing and him touching me was making my head spin. I placed a hand on his chest to put some distance between us so I could think. And damn it! That was the wrong thing to do!

      My inner goddess started swearing and swooning all at once, making me think about him naked. Excitement pooled where it shouldn’t—I only had a half week’s worth of panties, after all. Great. I hope they have a washer and dryer because I’ll have to do the laundry tonight. I let out a breath that was half about his searing heated touch and half about my situation and started placing some distance between us. There was no fucking way in hell I was going to do anything in my thoughts. One, I can’t. I hardly know the guy. And two, since he and I are technically living together in this enormous complex, making out with him would be out of the question.

      “Slow down, lover boy! Let me ask a couple of questions after the formal intro we just had before you put your hands on me—okay?”

      Honestly, I didn’t understand where my smart mouth came from. For the past decade, I agreed with everything Jackie said if it allowed me to avoid a beating.

      He instantly put a half an inch distance from me. I sucked in a breath, surprised at his response to my request.

      “I’m sorry, princess. I’m sure you have a lot of questions.”

      I locked my eyes on him. It was the third time he called me princess, and I needed to know why he was calling me the same term of endearment as my dad—especially when I’d never meant Sylus before. All of this was getting a little too freaky!

      “Why are you calling me princess?”

      He smiled this time. The smile reached his eyes and brightened them.

      “Because you are my princess.”

      “You keep saying that—why do you keep calling me what my father did? I don’t understand!”

      His jaw locked in place momentarily, and then his lips thinned.

      FUCK! At this rate, I’ll never know what’s going on.

      Dad was always tight-lipped with me growing up, but I didn’t think it was this bad. Was he involved in the mob? The mob gangsters always seemed to call the daughters princesses in those sorts of movies—right?

      “Look, Sesi? I don’t know how else to say this but to ask you if you believe in fairytales—the supernatural ones specifically.”

      I sucked in some air and let out a breath. I did not expect the conversation to go here. Was he diverting like his father? No. If he was going to do that, he wouldn’t have insisted on talking to me alone. Ugh! I’m so confused.

      “Um…I believe ghosts exist. I think all the ghost chaser reality TV shows for the past couple of decades are proof of ghosts—sure.”

      What else was I supposed to say to the sexy Adonis who was now giving me a shit-eating grin after my response?

      “So you believe in the supernatural? Because this would make this convo a fuckload easier if you do!”

      I sucked in a breath as his hand rested on my shoulder. Heat pooled within me and rushed straight to my lower belly once more. It was like a kindling fire I’d seen Dad make so many times in the fireplace after our Sunday night dinners radiating within me. Without a second thought, I inched closer to Sylus.

      What the fuck was going on with me? Sure, he was sexy, but I was barely 21. Dad always told me to hold out for my true love. And for my entire dating life so far, I’d done just that.

      So why was my brain turning to mush right now? Why was I so into this guy? I never had this feeling with anyone my stepmonster forced on me for all the parties for Dad’s company. Why she asked me to date a bunch of asses with octopus hands, I didn’t know. But I would be damned if I let Sylus grope me. Not happening. Nope. I can’t get close to him because he’s probably like all the others. You give them an inch and they want you to go the mile.

      I frowned as those thoughts plagued my mind, and without realizing it, I stepped further away from him.

      I gasped as he dropped to his knees before me.

      “What do you think you are doing?”

      The words were only a whisper from my mouth.

      “I’m sorry, my princess! I did not mean to disrespect you!”

      “What the damned fuck are you talking about?”

      I’d now had it! This guy was making me have all the feels but wasn’t telling me a thing and my patience was gone for the night.

      “Are you going to tell me what’s going on or what?”

      “Sesi, let me start with the easier part first. You are my betrothed, my princess, my queen, and Luna! You inherited not only an inn for revenue but—and this is the harder part—you inherited a wolf pack complex. It’s your destiny to be my Luna, my Queen, my everything.”

      I scoffed at him, because how could I not? He hadn’t a clue about me and he was talking about weird shit that doesn’t exist in real life. His betrothed? Who arranges marriages in the 21st century? Okay, possibly royalty, but I’m no princess! Who the fuck was he kidding? I’m a nobody! Jackie made that crystal clear for the past decade.

      “I’m not sure who fed you a lie about me, but I’m nothing. In case your father and the rest of the brigade didn’t clue you in, Jackie got everything. I have nothing except a pair of jeans, two tees, and two sets of bras and panties. Oh! I’m also the proud owner of some pictures of my father from my last birthday. But that’s it.”

      I didn’t want to sound pathetic—nor did I want my cheeks to heat after mentioning the unmentionables—but they did without my consent. I probably shouldn’t have talked about my underwear with the Greek god.
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