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        For centuries, they left him to suffer eternity beneath the desert sand. Now the storm of the millennium is about to set him free—and Hell is about to break loose.

        Liv thought surviving rogue attacks in unfamiliar territory was her biggest problem. That was before the ancient prison cracked open and her centuries-lost Dragon Mate clawed his way out of his underground tomb, half-mad with rage and thirsty for the blood of the Wizards who entombed him.

        The desert is drowning. The Wizards are rising. And her Dragon wants vengeance.

        Now she's the only thing standing between her fury-drunk Mate and a Magical war that could drown the world. With floodwaters swallowing everything in sight and Dark Magic crackling through every storm cloud, this sassy She-Wolf Princess has to do the impossible: tame a Dragon consumed by centuries of hatred before his need for revenge destroys them all.

        He's been buried alive for three hundred years. She's his first taste of freedom—and love. But some prisons are meant to stay locked.

        Can their bond survive his thirst for blood, or will saving him damn them both?
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      “Looks like you might be stayin’ at least an extra day or two,” Bonnie Sue Sampson tapped the table with her pen to the beat of Big Girls Don’t Cry. When in a meeting with either one or both of the Sampson Alphas there was something tapping, and it was always to the beat of a song. It was just one of the many things to like about them. “That rain might just be here to stay. Heavens knows we need it.”

      “Yeah,” Olivia sighed, staring at the thunderstorm raging just outside the window, the ache in her heart to return home growing with every raindrop that hit the ground. “Whoever said it doesn’t rain in the desert has never been to Valentine, huh?”

      “Well, they would’ve been right before this week.” The warmth and concern in Bonnie Sue’s voice was a balm to the She-Wolf’s heart. “I’m sorry, Hun. I know you want to get home.”

      “It’s nothing against you,” Olivia hurried to explain, turning away from the window. “It’s just that…”

      “It’s just that you need to get home and check on that brother of yours.”

      “Yeah…” Voice trailing off, Liv couldn’t help but worry. Marrok, her only brother, not to mention Pack Alpha, had only been home a few weeks after just barely surviving an absolutely harrowing experience. “Of course, he acts like being kidnapped and tortured by the most heinous, treacherous Huntress bitch any of us has ever heard of is no big deal.”

      “But you know different, don’tcha?” Maggie Mae, Bonnie’s twin and co-Alpha of the Sampson Pack snickered. “It’s the curse of being born a woman. We can feel everything they’re not sayin’. Men…” She rolled her eyes and tsked. “You can’t live with them. You can’t kill ‘em. Even when they’re family.”

      “So true,” Liv tried to chuckle, but instead ending up telling the ladies the whole story. “Not only did he show up lookin’ like somethin’ the cat dragged in, but he brought home a Hellhound and a Siren to boot.”

      “No way,” the twin Alphas gasped in perfect unison.

      “Yes, way,” she went on. “I was sure Marrok had lost his ever-lovin’ mind, but then…”

      “Then he told you the whole story and you remembered what a big heart that man has, and you knew he’d done the right thing,” Bonnie matter-of-factly stated, nodding as she spoke.

      “Oh, yeah,” Liv readily agreed. “And then some. My big brother tries to act tough, but he’s just a big, old marshmallow. I know he only told me about half of what happened. That’s just his way. He never wants me to worry, but even the little bit he would talk about made me madder than a wet hen.”

      “I hear that,” Maggie agreed, sucking her teeth as she added, “tell me when you’re ready to go huntin’. I got your back.”

      “We both do,” Bonnie seethed. “I hear tell she had a whole menagerie. Is that true?” The Alpha’s rage was a living, breathing entity coloring the air in the room with deep purples and greens.

      “Oh hell, yeah,” Olivia confirmed with a sharp snap of her head. “That crazy bitch even had a Dragon Guardsman. Can you believe that shit? As much as I hate to say it, I thank the Great Goddess he was there. Without that Dragon, Marrok might’ve never gotten out. It was the Winged Warrior who ended up saving them all.”

      “Bet that Huntress was good and pissed when she found out he was the one who freed everybody,” Maggie scoffed. “Serves her right. At least she didn’t make it out of the fight.”

      “Girl, I hear ya,” Liv huffed. “I don’t know how it happened or who’s responsible. I’m just glad the world is rid of someone so full of hate. Just sorry I wasn’t there to see it happen.”

      “Damn, we are a bunch of bloodthirsty She-Wolves,” Bonnie winked. “You mess with us, and you get your butt kicked – plain and simple.”

      “Absolutely,” Liv nodded. “With all the upheaval in the Shifter world, it’s alliances like the one we just hammered out between our Packs that’s gonna help everybody. We have to be able to trust one another no matter what species or Pack. Our very survival depends on it.”

      “Preach, Sister,” Maggie cheered. “We’re so much stronger as a team. I mean, come on, even the old Alphas have to see that.”

      “Yeah, you’d think,” Liv nodded. “I mean, while I was the leading the Gaelach Lán Pack, when Marrok was away, I spoke up at every Council meeting, every Pack gathering, pretty much any time anybody would listen.”

      “And did they actually pay attention?”

      “Some did,” she quickly answered Bonnie’s question. Trying not to feel like she’d hit a brick wall with most of the older Wolves. “I mean, everybody’s got an opinion.”

      “Just like they all got an asshole,” Maggie sighed.

      “You know it,” Olivia huffed out an exasperated breath. “But I’m sure I got them to thinkin’. My only hope is that you ladies and Marrok can spearhead alliances like ours all across the nation.”

      “Oh, girl, I’m prayin’ right along with ya’.”

      “Me, too,” Maggie added her wholehearted agreement to her twin’s. “But I think you should keep on coming to the Council meetings. Everybody I’ve talked to took a real shine to you. They loved what you had to say and thought your fresh perspective was exactly what was needed. I’m just sorry we missed it. We…”

      “…had to go help those MacAllen Dragons, ya’ know?” Bonnie finished her sister’s sentence. “But we’ll sure be there for the next one.”

      “Oh, I don’t know…”

      “Well, I sure do,” Bonnie jumped right back in. “I’m serious. We heard about it from more than one Alpha. They all loved your spirit and enthusiasm. Put that with the respect they all have for your brother and y’all are an unstoppable machine.”

      “Well, thank you,” Olivia smiled, trying to keep from blushing. Taking compliments had never been her strong suit, but it was something she was working on. “Coming here was hard. I didn’t want to leave my brother or the Pack now that we were all back together, but I just couldn’t miss seein’ y’all in person and finishin’ what we started by gettin’ these agreements done and dusted.”

      “Oh, girl, we feel the same way,” the twin Alphas beamed. “We just love having you in the great state of Texas. Goddess knows we’ve all been working on this agreement for over a year. It just had to be signed before the next Council meeting.”

      “Yeah, for sure,” Liv agreed. “We need safe passage through the Chihuahua Desert and Sampson Pack lands out here in the west and y’all sure do need it for your Wolves through Gaelach Lán lands on the East Coast.”

      “And since it was just us three girls,” Maggie chuckled and winked. “We didn’t sweat the small stuff and got it taken care of in record time.”

      Olivia couldn’t help but smile. Working with the Sampson Alphas was easier than any other. There were only a few compromises imposed on both Packs. Things no one cared about but made a big deal over anyway. Negotiations were a show of power, even when everyone was on good terms. In hindsight, it was funny and something she would have a laugh with Marrok about when she finally got home. He’d say she’d given the twin Alphas too much. She’d tell him to buzz off. All would be right with their world.

      “We wolves really are a crazy bunch, aren’t we?”

      “Yeah, but so are all the others,” Bonnie laughed out loud. “Of course, we Sampsons are special.”

      “Hell, yeah you are,” Liv nodded, laughing right along. “What other Pack has two gorgeous She-Wolves running the show?”

      “Not a one,” Maggie giggled. “You know, there were some who got downright pissed when we took over leadership after momma and daddy were killed.”

      “You have got to be kidding me?”

      “No,” Bonnie shook her head. “Some of the older Alphas from other Packs tried to convince our Wolves to challenge us.”

      “Yeah, but they didn’t,” Maggie clarified, her dark eyebrows furrowed just under the long, thick fall of her bangs.

      “Well, why would they?” Liv pointed out. “Y’all are just as well known for your tough-but-fair brand of leadership and mediation as your parents were. Everybody who’s anybody knows your mom and dad made sure you were ready for leadership from the time you could walk.” Needing to lighten the mood before she thought about her own tragic past, she added with a wink and a grin, “Besides, I’m sure they were afraid you might never bake another pie, or grill another rack of ribs, or…”

      “Or bake another batch of those chocolate chip cookies you love so much?” Bonnie Sue giggled. “By the way, I’m making you a triple batch to take back with ya’.”

      “Oh, you don’t have to…”

      “Oh, hush it up, will ya’?” Maggie Mae teased. “Nothing makes us happier than feedin’ people. Just let us do it and nobody gets hurt.”

      “If you say so,” Liv laughed out loud along with the ladies. “I trust y’all and I do really love those cookies. Even if they are making my hips wider with every bite.”

      I do love those cookies and the treaty is signed. So, why don’t I feel any better? More settled? Less ready to jump outta my skin?

      No matter how good it felt to kick back and talk to Bonnie and Maggie, Olivia couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling that things in her world were about to change. It wasn’t so much Pack politics or anything with her brother. Oh, no, the sinking sensation in the pit of her soul pointed to something personal – and maybe not all together good.

      Ever since stepping foot on Sampson Pack land, Liv had been uneasy, distracted, and couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. Her Wolf wouldn’t settle, jumped at every noise and paced endlessly in the deep recesses of her mind, even when the woman was trying to rest.

      Chalking it up to the stress of leadership while Marrok had been gone, too many nights without sleep, and being away from her ancestral lands, Olivia tried with all her might to push away the feelings of dread. Unfortunately, as huge raindrops continued to pelt the already saturated earth and thunder rolled across the desert, she couldn’t help but look to the horizon. Searching the beautiful myriad of grays, she looked for signs to explain the threat of impending change stirring within her.

      “Oh, hush,” Bonnie’s chuckle cut through the thick fog of Olivia’s thoughts. “You haven’t gained an ounce in all the years I’ve known you.”

      Turning from the window, Liv snickered even though she no longer felt jovial. “We might just need to get you some glasses, Girl.”

      “Pfft, yeah, whatever,” Maggie teased.” With that cute, curvy figure, I bet all the guys are chasing after you.” The Pack Leader narrowed her eyes. “You’re still single, right?”

      The question didn’t bother Liv as much as the knowing smile that lit up the Alpha’s face. Hurrying to put any and all thoughts of matchmaking out of Maggie’s mind, she nodded, “Yes, ma’am, you know I am. Just haven’t found the right Wolf yet, and I’m not really lookin’ for him either.”

      At the confirmation of her single status the She-Wolf Olivia shared her soul with gave a loud growl. For some reason her furry alter-ego didn’t take kindly to the thought of Mating. Unfortunately, Liv didn’t have time to think about the Lupine’s issues as Bonnie got to her feet and continued, “We’re planning to take a run out across the desert tonight to check on all the mesas and caves. With all this rain I want to make sure we’re not gonna find ourselves knee-deep in wet sand and Coyotes before it’s all over. There’ll be a few single males.” Waggling her eyebrows, the Alpha glanced at her twin before adding, “We also have to check all the borders. Rainstorms, no matter how infrequent, always lead to interlopers and rogues.”

      Any other time Olivia and her Wolf would hate running in the rain, but on this occasion, it sounded like just what they both needed. Time to put on the fur and let the ‘Old Girl’ out. At the very least, it would tire both of them out enough to finally get a good night’s sleep.

      Nodding, Liv was quick to answer. “Sounds good to me.”

      “Great,” Bonnie called over her shoulder as she and Maggie turned to leave the conference room. “We’ll leave after dinner, between eleven and midnight, if that works for you.”

      “See you there,” Liv answered, unable to stop herself from turning back to the window.

      Mesmerized by the raindrops bouncing and splashing in the puddles of standing water, she was lost in thought – consumed by the feeling that something or someone was about to irrevocably change her life. Hours later, as the sun began to set, it took an especially loud clap of thunder followed by a brilliant bolt of lightning to snap the She-Wolf out of her thoughts.

      Making a beeline for her room, and more importantly her cell phone, the abundance of missed calls, voicemails, and text messages was no surprise. Not only had Marrok been blowing up her phone, but there were several from her best friend and Pack mate, Star.

      “Wonder why no one just hollered at me telepathically,” she sighed. “It’s not like they’ve ever valued my privacy before.”

      Reading one of Star’s text messages, Liv couldn’t help but grin. Feisty as ever, the She-Wolf named for the patch of star-shaped black fur that adorned an otherwise light grey wolf, was just like a sister. Not to mention, the ladies had been born exactly a week apart.

      “I really should be getting changed for dinner,” she mused aloud. “I sure don’t want to miss anything Bonnie and Maggie are cookin’ up. Wonder if they’d give me some lessons?”

      Remembering some of her most tragic failures in the kitchen, brought up images of the ‘Trio of Terro’ as Marrok called them – Star, Liv, and the third in their threesome – Isabella. Not born into Pack Gaelach Lán, Izzy had come to them, hurt and orphaned after a rogue attack on her Pack. One look at the ebony Wolf with bright blue eyes and Liv knew they were sisters-of-the-heart.

      “No doubt, those two were in on all these voicemails together. I don’t even have to listen to them.” Snickering to herself, echoes of their voices chattering in her head, there was no doubt the messages were filled with her two oldest and dearest friends talking over each other as they tried to give her updates on anything and everything happening at home.

      “Well, better at least call big bro.”

      Hitting the green button next Marrok’s picture, she waited for him to answer. Heart jumping for joy and her smile growing as he chuckled, “Hey sis, how’s it going?” It was so good to hear him sounding better. “Everything okay? Were Bonnie and Maggie okay with me not bein’ there? Are they still cookin’ up a storm? Everything still goin’ well in Valentine? Did you happen to meet any of the MacAllen Dragons? Or the Thorntree Timberwolves? We never have been able to get our schedules to match up. I really think we need to be talkin’ to those two. It would complete our southern Texas Alliance, don’tcha think? And…” His low baritone nearly shook the phone with his exuberance.

      “And you need to hold your damned horses,” she laughed out loud. “Did you eat an extra helping of Wheaties this morning? Damn, Bro, one question at a time.” Stopping as his low, booming hilarity filled the earpiece, she teased, “Sounds like you’re feeling better.”

      “I am. Thanks. Now, tell me what’s going on. I’ve been calling for the last two hours. Even tried doing the whole mind-to-mind thing. You’re the absolute worst at answering your phone.”

      “Yeah, I know,” she reluctantly admitted. “Sorry, I left the phone in my room.”

      “Okay, but why couldn’t I get through to you mentally?”

      “No clue, Bro,” she shrugged even though he couldn’t see it. “I thought it was weird none of y’all had tried it when I saw all the notifications on my phone.” Pausing for a just a second, she added, “Besides, the Sampsons have a ‘no electronic device’ policy during any meeting.”

      “Yeah, okay, I’ll buy that, but what about after. I know y’all weren’t negotiating for all that time.”

      “Busted,” she snickered, trying to make light of her own confusion, “I took a bit of time to watch the downpour that is holding me hostage for at least the next day or two. Never knew rain in the desert could be so pretty.”

      “And a good storm has always been good for whatever ails ya’, huh, Sis?”

      “I really hate it that you can feel what I’m feeling almost as strongly as I can.”

      “Just the perks of bein’ your big bro and your Alpha,” He chuckled. “I know you wanna be here, but a few more days of no humidity has got to be worth it. I swear to the Goddess, I was sweating before my left boot hit the porch this morning.”

      There was a pause where she heard him shuffling papers as he switched ears. Taking a deep breath, Liv pushed out the exhale as Marrok said what she knew he’d been thinkin’ the whole time. “Ya’ know I love ya’ and I miss ya’ but I’m dyin’ here. How did the treaty go? Did you have to give any additional concessions? Did Bonnie and Maggie finagle anything good outta ya’?”

      “It went perfectly, if I do say so myself” she boasted as only she could with her brother. “You do remember who you’re talking to, right? Seriously, who could resist my charm?”

      “Would you like them listed alphabetically or numerically in order of importance?” Marrok snorted.

      Feeling the smile in his tone and knowing there was its exact match on her brother’s face had Live once again thanking the Great Goddess for his safe return. The thought of living the next thousand or so years without him had been truly terrifying.

      Nobody can replace family – blood or of-the-heart, family is all that matters.

      “Whatever, I know you sent me because you knew I was the right Wolf for the job. You knew how well the girls and I get along. So, I’ll take your crap …for now.” Stopping to laugh as Marrok scoffed, she quickly added, “Just to put your mind at ease, I’ll say the words.”

      “Thank you ever so much.”

      “Yes, Pack Alpha, the treaty with the Sampson Wolves is done and dusted. There was a bit of negotiations and a few concessions, but it was all power plays. I gave up nothing worth having.”

      “Good girl,” Marrok teased. “And you can stop with the Pack Alpha BS. I forgot to bring my waders to the office.”

      Grinning at Marrok’s double entendre because they both knew he was the only person in the whole damned world who could get away with saying it, Liv responded the way she had since she was a little girl. “Woof…woof…”

      Laughing out loud, her big brother joked, “And even in the rain when she wants to come home, my little sis has still got it. Hey, hang on just a sec, Liv.”

      Listening closely as Marrok pulled the receiver away from his mouth, she pulled on the Magic of her Wolf and the enhanced hearing given to her by the Great Goddess. A split-second later, she heard the voice of Finn, Gaelach Lán Pack Beta and Marrok’s best friend since before she was born.

      There was no doubt in Liv’s mind that the grey and black wolf with charcoal eyes and quick smile had been keeping everybody company in her absence. Asking him to check in on the elderly and convalescing while she was gone had been easy. Finn was naturally happy and put everyone at ease no matter the situation. He was the wolf with a heart of gold that everybody loved, and he loved them in return.

      Unless it came to Witches, and then all bets were off. Liv had no clue why but just the mention of a Witch would send Finn into a tailspin unlike any other. So, mum was the word, and all was well. After all, she had to look after her ‘other brother from another mother’, didn’t she?

      Other brother… how funny is that?

      There’d been a time, when her parents were alive, that every member of their Pack thought Finn and Olivia would be Mates. Then puberty hit and it was obvious they were nothing more than good friends.

      Olivia still cringed thinking of the first and only time they’d tried to kiss. Talk about awkward. It was like kissing a cousin… wrong and disturbing.

      Continuing to eavesdrop, she caught part of the conversation and couldn’t help but wonder who Finn was talking about. “Those boys are all the way out in the farthest pasture,” the Beta’s southern twang floated across the airwaves. “Now, you know as well as I do, they went out there to start some trouble.”

      “I sure do,” Marrok grumbled. “Do you mind getting the truck ready? I’ll be right out.”

      The sound of the door shutting was the only warning Live got before her brother returned. “Okay Sis, if everything’s good on your end, I’m gonna let you go. Seems like we’ve got a little dispute between the young males.”

      “Yeah, I heard Finn. Better y’all than me,” she snickered. “I settled enough of those while you were gone. Those boys are crazy. You might wanna think about threatening them with military school. Seemed to do the trick for me.”

      “I bet it did,” he snickered. “But then again, they like you.”

      “Whatever you say, I still think it’s hormones. They need to work off the steam. Maybe have the Enforcers take them out in the Swamp and have ‘em wrestle some Gators.”

      “Okay,” Marrok drew out the word, the sound of the smile she knew was running from ear-to-ear making her smile too. “And I’ll tell ‘em it was your idea.”

      “Thanks, Bro.”

      “Oh, you know I always got your back.” Stopping as his laughter got the best of him, Marrok came right back after a deep breath. “There’ll be no Gator wrestling, but your suggestion did give me an idea. I know these boys are gonna make great warriors with a little discipline and training and there’s no time like the present to get it started.”

      

      Rolling her eyes even though she knew he couldn’t see her, Olivia scoffed, “Yeah, yeah, yeah, so you keep telling me. I still think taking down a Gator or two is just what the doctor ordered.”

      “You would,” Marrok guffawed. “I seem to remember a little She-Wolf who was just a bit too big for her claws when she was in her teens, too. If I recall, she took her lumps without wrestling Gators and is a better Wolf because of it.”

      “Okay, you got me,” Liv pretended to be put out. “I can admit when you’re right.”

      “Since when?”

      “Since now.”

      Laughing along with her brother, Liv had to admit at least to herself how much she loved when Marrok got all big brotherly. Since her parents’ death when she was a little girl, he’d pretty much raised her and was the only father figure she remembered. That, however, did not mean she wasn’t going to give him a hard time every chance she got. They didn’t call her Sassy Wolf for nothing.

      “Besides,” she sassed, trying hard to not laugh. “Raising me was a walk in the park.”

      “And now I know that all that hot, dry air and homemade cookies have made you delusional,” he laughed. “I gotta run, but remember who loves ya, Kiddo. Holler at me when you’re on your way home.”

      “Love you too, Marrok. Will do.”

      Hitting the red button on the screen of her phone, Liv thought about calling Star. “Yeah, but that call will take all night,” she snickered. Glancing at the clock on the wall, she added to nobody but herself, “And if I hurry and get laid down, I can get a nap in before dinner. An hour’s all I need to shake these rainy day blues and be ready to deal with wet fur and muddy paws.”

      Sliding off her boots as she shut the curtains, Liv dove under the covers. The pitter-pat of the raindrops hitting the terra cotta roof was better than any lullaby. Asleep in record time, her dreams transported her to another world, where a man with violet eyes made her feel things she hadn’t known were possible.

      Every other time, she’d stayed in human form, but now she was wearing fur and stalking prey through the dense darkness of the desert at midnight. The feel of the rain on her fur and wet sand squishing between her pads made her feel right at home and one with her surroundings. Hunkered low to the ground, the soggy white tail of an antelope jack rabbit caught her eye. Zigzagging around the trunk of the tree chollas and over the red bloom of the kingcup cactus, the little guy worked hard to evade capture.

      But I’m faster…

      Waiting until she could hear the heart of her quarry fluttering like a hummingbird’s, the rabbit’s exhaustion was a beacon to her Wolf’s instinctual need to hunt. Waiting for another second, Liv flew over the sand dune, tore across the wet silt, and leapt upon the jack rabbit with minimal effort. Reveling in the squeal of her prey, the She-Wolf held the struggling animal between her front paws. Opening her jaws wide, the shrieking was instantly replaced by the crunch of bone and spray of warm blood down her throat.

      The circle of life is nothing short of amazing. Treacherous, deadly, and some might say savage, but God and the Universe know what they’re doin’…

      Enjoying her treat as thunder rumbled overhead and lightning streaked across the sky, the She-Wolf’s satisfaction was cut short. Jumping to her feet, her head whipping left and right, Liv searched for the barely audible whisper floating on the breeze. Deep, dark and resonate, every syllable tickled her senses. It was demanding to be heard.

      Holding perfectly still, not even breathing, the She-Wolf cocked an ear. Scenting a gust of a wind that almost knocked her on her haunches, she shook her head, the realization that the haunted voice was coming from inside her mind almost too much to fathom.

      “Oh, little wolf…” the voice begged, pleaded. “I feel you… just out of reach…”

      

      Utter silence, no, it was more than that. It was… It was a complete absence of sound following the haunted whisper that was unbearable. Abandoning what was left of her kill, Liv rose to her paws, slowly padding towards the sound of the Rio Grande crashing against the rocks.

      “Come closer…little Wolf…” The return of the stranger’s voice startled her to a complete stop.

      Raising her snout, she sniffed the air. Her ears fell back against her head as the hypnotic voice asked, “Will you come?... Will you end my torment?”

      “Torment? What are you talking about? How can I help? This is just a dream.”

      Waiting for answers that didn’t come, curiosity got the best of the auburn Wolf. One careful step after another, she tracked the voice, willing him to speak again.

      Reaching the wet and slippery bank, she carefully padded along the edge. Looking down at the angry waters battering the rock walls, she searched for the man whose voice called to not only the Wolf with whom she shared her soul, but also the heart and soul of the woman. Carefully placing one paw in front of the other, she followed the narrow path leading to a stream flowing into a cave at the base of the Chisos Mountains. Every step she took, her heart beat faster confirming her actions were answers to the mystery man’s pleading.

      “Please…” he begged. “It’s been so very long…”

      

      Emotions unlike anything the She-Wolf or the woman were accustomed to came in waves. The man was struggling to stay conscious, to breathe, to stay alive.

      

      “I’m hurrying. Don’t you dare fall out on me now.”

      But he didn’t answer. The bond they shared was still pulsing with life, but the man was silent as the grave.

      Making it safely to the water’s edge, Liv placed first one paw then the others on the flat surface of the breakwater. Scenting the air, she listened for several long, tense seconds for sounds of movement before walking towards the dense darkness of the cave.

      Slapping against the stones, the pads of her paws splashed water on the backs of her legs. The deeper she crept into the darkness, the more her senses reached for the man but the farther away he felt. Stopping mid-stride, the fur along her spine stood on end.

      Bam! Bam! Bam! Harsh pounding, like a jackhammer on concrete, beat at her consciousness.

      On and on the sounds of a fist hitting wood continued. Bowing her head, the She-Wolf swiped at her ears with her paws. Trying to escape the deafening cacophony, she focused every ounce of Magic she possessed to maintain contact with the mysterious man who so desperately needed her help.

      Not a moment too soon, it was Liv, not her Wolf, who came to her senses. The pounding was coming from reality, not the dream she so desperately felt was an omen of things to come.

      “You better get up and come downstairs, Sleepyhead,” Bonnie chuckled. “Food doesn’t last long around here.”

      Sitting straight up in bed, Liv pushed the auburn curls from her face, cleared her throat and tried hard not to sound as worried as she felt. “Sorry, I must’ve fallen asleep. I’ll be right down. I sure don’t want to miss any of that fried chicken.”

      “See you there,” Bonnie snickered, her retreating footsteps letting the She-Wolf know she was once again alone.

      Throwing off the covers, Liv made quick work of getting up and heading to the bathroom. Looking in the mirror, she was surprised to see the image of the She-Wolf with whom she shared her soul still shining in the depths of her emerald eyes.

      “You need to take a break,” Liv snickered. “You get to run wild right after I get some of that Sampson homecookin’.”

      Reaching for her toothbrush, it felt as if Liv’s world had suddenly turned on its side. Wobbling forward, the toothbrush fell from her fingers and her forehead touched the mirror. Grabbing the edge of the sink to stay upright, it took all her strength and good bit of Magic to keep her She-Wolf from making an unprecedented surprise appearance.

      Charging the confines of Liv’s mind, the Wolf refused to back down. More driven than Liv had ever experienced, her auburn fur stood on end as she bared her canines, threw back her head and howled.

      “What the hell is…?”

      But the rest of the words were stolen from Liv’s lips as the low, melancholy voice from her dreams pleaded, “Please do not leave me to perish…”
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