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T

oday is one of those days; please give me a reason to set shit on fire. You know the kind of days where you have zero fucks left to give as your world crumbles around you at the betrayal of your family. My parents didn’t just betray me, though. They also betrayed our entire pack. I’m locked up in a prison cell for my safety because I’m guilty by association. I had nothing to do with them helping the rogues attack our pack, but the pack doesn’t care. My parents might be dead, but my fate has yet to be decided. 

I’m in defense mode. My aggression is coursing through my veins; it’s what wolfsbane does to werewolves. It suppresses our wolves and brings forth our aggression. Werewolves are naturally aggressive. Well, wolfsbane makes it feel like we are on crack. I’m practically foaming at the mouth, wanting to rip someone apart. It’s why they have me in silver shackles. The silver weakens me so that I don’t have the energy to act on my aggressive thoughts. My mind and body are at war, but that’s nothing new, just a different battle this time.

I’ve been locked up for several hours now. The attack happened early this morning. My parents, along with a few others from the pack, led the rogue pack to our front doors. They attacked, killing and hurting as many as they could. Alpha Liam was able to swiftly counter the attack with the pack's warriors and the help of his warlock friend, whom I didn’t know about. Then again, Alpha Liam just took over for his father. Liam spent years training at academies and training programs on how to run a pack and be a leader. All Alphas must have this training as deemed by the werewolf council.  Each faction has a council over which they govern. Each council joins to be a part of the grand council. Humans, witches and warlocks, and werewolves each have factions. There are more factions, but currently, my mind can’t think straight. 

Humans are well aware of our existence thanks to vampires, who are now just about extinct. Humans helped the rest of us hunt vampires to make them extinct. They just couldn’t play nice. They wanted humans as blood bags for their food. The rest of us didn’t agree. Humans are still pretty suspicious of supernaturals, but they tend to ignore us and us them unless we have to interact. They have their towns, witches and warlocks have their covens, and werewolves their packs. The other factions are smaller and have fewer territories. 

The truth is, I don’t know what my fate will be. My best friend, Sage, is Liam's mate. She will surely help me. Sage and I are like sisters. She has to know I had nothing to do with the attack. I was with her when it happened. We were planning for her upcoming Luna ceremony when the attack started. Liam marked her the minute he came home, and now it was just the formal ceremony for the pack's sake. Packs, like most of the supernatural world, are all about formalities.

I overheard the guards saying the traitors were going to be executed. For all I know, I’m waiting for my execution. I can only hope Sage will fight for me to have a trial. I sink to the floor as fear kicks in that my family might have gotten me killed or banished. Neither is a good option. Being a rogue wolf is a dangerous life, especially as a female. I’m an omega, too. My chances of survival aren’t good. 

I’m well aware that my parent’s actions are punishable by death. They betrayed the pack and their alpha. They knew what they were doing when they helped the rogues attack. I wonder if they even thought about what it would mean for me if they failed. They either were so confident in their plan that they would succeed that they didn’t need to consider what would happen to me if they failed, or the harsher truth, they didn’t care. Maybe they thought I would die willingly for their cause. They are wrong. If I die because of this, I swear I’m coming back as a ghost and will haunt everyone. 

The sound of keys on the door jolt my attention. My senses are dull from the silver and wolfsbane, but I can hear keys and voices. Sure enough, the doors open, and Alpha Liam, Sage, the warlock, and the guard who locked me up enter the room. The area surrounding the four cells is open. We are in the basement of the packhouse, which is basically our city hall. 

“Here’s the prisoner.” The guard states proudly as if he’s why I didn’t escape. I inwardly roll my eyes at his lame attempt to impress the Alpha. 

“You chained her! Open the door now!” Sage demands, her eyes searing into the guard's face like she could murder him where he stood. 

Sage is tiny for a werewolf, but she is a fierce bitch to reckon with. She is in shape as she was training to be a warrior before Liam snatched her up as his Luna. Sage has short dusty blonde hair that comes to her shoulders. Her bangs frame her face. Her light green eyes are the color of sage which is why her parents named her Sage. She has a nice body, but I know I’m the fuller female body of both of us. Overall, Sage is cute and sexy, and she pulls it off with the utmost confidence. 

“Yes, Luna.” The guard tries not to stutter. 

He’s clearly confused as to why his Luna is pissed the hell off at him. Here he thought he was doing a fine job of keeping the traitor locked up till the Alpha could get here. The idiot doesn’t know I'm best friends with his precious Luna. No one in this pack barely recognizes me. I’m an omega and a low-ranking one at that. I just got lucky and happened to become best friends with a Beta, not just any Beta, but the daughter of the head warrior. Sage’s family is well respected among the pack, so it was no surprise that Liam picked her to be his mate. I think they were secretly hooking up beforehand during training, but Sage won’t admit it to me. 

The guard barely gets the cell door open before Sage barrels past him to me. I’m now standing leaning on the concrete wall with my hands in silver chains. Sage goes to hug me, but I step back so the silver doesn’t burn her. 

“Don’t touch the chains. They are silver.” My voice cracks as I speak. 

Sage turns on her heels and stomps towards the guard. “You put her in silver chains! Why would you do that?” The guard goes to open his mouth to explain, but Sage cuts him off with her hand. “Nevermind, I don’t care why you did it, just undo it now!” She demands. 

“Sorry, Luna. It’s standard protocol to help counter the wolfsbane we injected into her.” The guard defends himself as he walks past Sage and towards me. Sage turns perfectly on her heels once more and lunges at the guard pinning him to the wall. 

“You injected wolfsbane in my best friend, and then you chained her with silver? I will have your fucking job. Next time pay attention to who your prisoner is, or did you not care because she’s an Omega? Maybe you thought she deserved it because her parents are traitors, but that doesn’t mean she is one. She is like my sister, and you hurt her. You will pay for it with your job. Your lack of due diligence makes you unqualified for this job. Give me the keys and get the fuck out. You are done being a guard.” Sage is fierce with her elbow against the guard's throat. 

There is no doubt in my mind that she couldn't kill him right here and right now. She lets the guard down, and he gives her the keys. He then runs out of the prison. 

Sage unlocks the chains and then hugs me. “I’m sorry, Ari,” Sage says as she rubs my back. 

“It’s okay. Just please tell me I’m not going to die.” I try to hide the tears threatening to spill over. 

I’m overwhelmed, the wolfsbane is causing me to lose control of my emotions, and soon it will fuck with my head, and I’m scared. I don't think I’ve ever been so afraid for my life before. 

Sage steps back as Liam walks in. Sage backs up, so she stands slightly in front of Liam, who stands slightly to her side. His hand goes to her shoulder in a comforting manner. I swallow the lump in my throat as dread overtakes me. I don’t like the way Sage looks at me; she’s not even looking at me. 

“Ari, I need to know if you were involved with your parents.” Alpha Liam questions. 

Fuck I want to snap at him, but I don’t want to. Damn, the wolfsbane is making me aggressive, and I want to lash out. I’m trying to hold back. I take the biggest breath I can and breathe out.

“No. I didn’t know what they were planning. I don’t know why they would do something like this.” I tell the truth. 

I didn't know, and I certainly wasn’t involved. If my parents had tried to include me, I would have told them no and told Liam right away. My parents probably knew that; that’s why they didn’t involve me. They knew I was loyal to the pack and our alpha. Sage sighs in relief. I knew she never questioned if I was involved or not. She knows I wasn't, but Liam doesn't know me like she does. He had to ask, and he’s also the Alpha. He has no choice but to ask even if he thought I wasn’t. 

“She’s telling the truth.” The warlock says from behind Liam. How the hell did he know I was telling the truth? He must have cast a spell. 

“Good. In that case, Ari, you don’t have to worry about dying because I’m not going to kill you. You are innocent. However, I can’t let you stay in the pack. You might be innocent, but you know as well as I that the pack won’t care. They will associate you with your parents, and I can’t protect you from them. You have two options. Option one, I banish you, and you become a rogue, or option two. You go with Zane and become his familiar.” He points to the warlock. So his name is Zane. 

Magic was not something werewolves trusted. Magic wasn’t natural to us, so some of us fear it, others avoid it, and some think it’s unnatural. I fall into the I try to avoid magic category. I don’t trust it because of how dangerous it is and how easily one can wield it as a weapon.

I look over to Zane. The handsome, sexy, brooding, and very dangerous warlock. He has ash brown hair that is styled with a short fade haircut on the sides and back with long side-swept hair on the top, a light beard, and dark gray eyes. He seems physically fit, but I can’t fully tell with the black trench coat he is wearing. His fair skin tells me he doesn’t see much sunlight. 

Zane is attractive. It’s as if he is calling to my soul. Strange to feel that connection with someone I just met, and I’m not sure you could even say we’ve officially met. 

“I’ve heard of warlocks and witches making werewolves and other shifters their familiars. Some consider it a form of slavery. So my options are to become a rogue or a slave to a warlock?” I ask in disbelief. Well, that’s not the good news I was hoping for. 

Alpha Liam is right. I can't stay in the pack as much as I want to. I know I can’t because it won’t be safe here. No one will respect me, I’ll be bullied, hated, shunned, and some might even try to kill me. I’m guilty by association. It doesn’t matter if I’m innocent. I guess my parents either didn’t give two shits about me. Or they were overconfident. Either way, they screwed me hard. 

“I’m sorry, Ari. I don’t have any better options to offer you. We don’t have much time either. You know the pack will call for blood if you stay too long. You need to choose soon. If you’re smart, you’ll go with Zane. Leave right from this cell with him.” 

“What does being your familiar entail?” I ask as I question if this is the better option. 

Zane steps forward. “You’ll be bound to me. I will own your soul. I will be able to control your werewolf abilities. In return, you’ll be able to tap into my magic to strengthen you. It’s a type of partnership. You will fight with me when needed, you will be mine to control, and I will protect you in return. I will take care of you, Ari. You will have a safe place to live with me. You will have food, clothes, anything you want or need, you can have it. You know you won’t have those options as a rogue.” 

He’s right. Being a rogue is slow suicide. If another rogue doesn’t kill me, then a pack wolf will. Pack wolves kill rogues every chance they get. They see them as threats to pack life. They are eliminated and often without question either. It’s not much of a life. I’d probably be better off dead. So that makes Zane the only option to have a life. Well, a facade of a life. I’ll be his. I don’t know him. I’m trusting him with my life, my soul, and who the hell only knows what else. 

“Fine. I’ll go with Zane, but I get to stay in contact with Sage.” I need at least something that is to my benefit. I can face whatever might come of going with Zane if I have Sage in my corner. If I can turn to her for advice or to vent, I’ll have a better chance of surviving. I don't even like the thought of being away from her. We’ve never been apart. We’ve been friends since we were six. Sage saved me from being bullied by some Beta kids. I started following her around. I felt like I owed her for saving me. We became best friends. She’s the only thing I have left. 

“I’m fine with you staying in touch with Sage if Liam is,” Zane says, looking at Liam, nodding his head. 

“I’m fine with it. It’s bad enough they have to be forced apart and that Ari can’t be here for Sage’s Luna ceremony. The least we can give them is contact with one another. Maybe we can arrange for them to meet up. After all, I don’t mind hanging out with an old friend.” Liam suggests. 

Liam is friends with a warlock? Well, that’s news to me. Also, was that a little bit of compassion I saw in Liam, but I doubt it was for my benefit. I’m sure he’s only doing this for Sage. At least she means something to him. It helps to leave her if I know she has someone. I know Sage doesn't lack friends, but it’s still comforting to know she has Liam. 

“Works for me. Once Ari and I have completed the bond and adjusted to each other, we can get together. In the meantime, they can call and text. Ari, take this before we leave.” Zane commands as he waves his hands in the air. A clump of black mist swirls around in the palm of his right hand. The mist disappears. In Zane’s hand sits a round vile with shimmering pale blue liquid. It almost looks too beautiful to drink. 

“What is it?” asking as I take the vile. 

“Purifying potion. It will cleanse the wolfsbane from your system. You don’t want it in your system when we teleport.” He answers. 

Nodding my head, I open the vile. Then I swallow the pretty blue liquid. It’s minty but too minty, like I drank too many breath mints. An overpowering tingling session travels through my body. It lasts for several minutes before I begin to feel normal. My wrists are slowly healing from the silver. I need some food and rest to recover from the wolfsbane and the silver entirely. 

Sage hugs me goodbye, and I can’t let the gravity of what is happening hit me yet. No, when I’m alone, that’s when I will let the tears out. My life is changing. I’m trusting someone I don’t know, and it’s scary. Warlocks and witches are not a race I want to be around. I don’t know what coven life is like. I only know pack life, and that’s probably not going to help me much. I push the fear away because I don't like how much I will have to rely on Zane. I have to give him all my trust and hope that he doesn’t make me regret this. 

“Just remember, Ari, you always wanted an adventure,” Sage says with a wink as she breaks our hug. 

“Yeah, well, we were kids and didn’t want to stay in the confines of the pack territory. We were in a rebellious stage then. This isn’t how I pictured my adventure.” I reply harshly. 

“I know, but maybe it’s the adventure you need,” Sage replies with a smile. Curse Sage and her impossibly positive attitude. Easy for her to be positive; her world isn’t about to get turned upside down. 

I stop myself from rolling my eyes at her very cliche statement. She’s not wrong. I did want adventure as a kid, but we were rebellious at that point in time. We were in our pre-teens, and the pack territory didn’t seem big enough for our adventurous spirits. We wanted to explore and go on a grand adventure. I think I wanted it more than Sage because I was an omega. I’ve always felt I didn’t have a purpose, so I wanted more. Sage was a beta and the daughter of a highly respected member of the pack. Her life was always going somewhere. She was going somewhere before she became Luna, and I was lucky enough to tag along. In some ways, I’ve been living in Sage’s shadow. Not that I ever minded. Being in her shadow was better than any life I’d live on my own. 

When Sage accepted Liam as her mate, it made me want more. I know my chances of finding a good mate are slim and now made even slimmer by my parents. It’s like they wanted me to fail in life. I never really got along with my parents. They were always so bitter against the pack. I never understood why. My parents always wanted to be above their station. I guess they finally decided to do something about it. Too bad they failed, and now I’m paying for it. Now, I’m trusting a stranger with my life and my soul. Well, this is not how I saw my day going. 

Sage and Liam walk out of the cell as Zane walks entirely into the cell. He offers me his hand. I accept it as I look into his swirling gray eyes. Shit, he’s even sexier up close. What is it about him that makes me want to rub up against him and get him to claim me? This is how I’d imagine I’d feel if I met my mate. 

Mates are strange for werewolves. Some believe we have soulmates and that when you find them, they are meant to be your mate. Others believe you choose your mate, and no one controls who you decide to make your mate. Sage and I always wanted to believe in the fated mate crap. It was a pretty fairytale for two girls who had wild imaginations. Sage swears up and down that she and Liam had a connection, and that’s why he picked her. Maybe she and Liam are soulmates. I hope they are, but I know I’m not that lucky. 
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​Ari
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Z

ane whispers words in a language I don’t understand. Suddenly, black smoke with a life of its own wraps around us. Chills run up and down my spine as goosebumps show on my arms. It’s cold, and I realize it’s not smoke. It’s a fucking shadow with glowing amber eyes. What the fuck kind of warlock is Zane? The one thing I didn’t ask him was what his coven practiced. 

The shadows envelop us, and the cold is now accompanied by an extreme suction feeling as if I’m surrounded by tons of industrial fans. It’s intense, and I find nausea creeping up my throat. One minute we are in the cell; the next, we are standing on the grounds of a vast dark gray and black manor. The manor is unusual. It almost seems never-ending. I look to the overcast sky that almost appears to have an oily sheen. The stone pathways are lined with statues of black crows. The crow's eyes glow much like the shadow's eyes did. The grass is dark green, like the darkest green grass I've ever seen. We aren’t in Kansas anymore, I jokingly think to myself. 

“Where are we, Zane?” I ask as a thick mist coats the land. Even the woods around us look strange and dark. 

“We are at my coven. Welcome to the Coven of the Crow and Shadows. This is my home and your home now as well. You are safe here.” 

“I gathered we are at your coven, but this isn’t the human realm.” 

Zane chuckles. “We are indeed in another realm. My coven practices dark and black magic. It’s safer for us to be in another realm. I’ll give you a tour, explain my coven to you, give you the rules, and then I have someone I need you to meet with before we do the binding ceremony.” 

“Okay, but I have some questions.” 

“We will get to them. Come on, let's walk the grounds. We have training grounds outside with obstacle courses, a track, and other things to help us train. You and I will be training together. As my familiar, I will require your assistance in battle.” Zane informs me. Well, this just keeps getting better, I think sarcastically to myself. 

“Planning on going to war?” I ask as we start heading down the stone stairs that level out to an extensive training field. It’s the size of a football field. Holy shit. There’s a track in the middle: various obstacle courses and some things I don’t recognize. 

“No, but my coven's job is dangerous. Most covens have a job for society. My coven serves one of the Five as we are descendants of Death. Most of our magic and power lies in necromancy and shadow magic. We are tasked with gathering souls for Death. We guide souls to the underworld and drop them off with the fairy man who takes them to Death. He decides what happens to their souls. I also help train some of the newer members.” Zane tells me like all of this is entirely normal. Maybe it’s normal to him, but I really should have asked more questions before I decided to come with Zane. Decedents of Death and what they practiced were crucial things I would have liked to have known before I agreed.  

“So why do you need a werewolf as a familiar? I know some like the powers that shifters offer. What’s your reason?” I inquire. I have to know what I’m getting myself into. 

“Not all members of my coven have familiars. Only the powerful and high-ranking members are allowed familiars. I’ve reached the point where I’ve been granted the privilege. I wanted a werewolf because they have abilities that come in handy when haunting souls. Their heightened senses alone are worth it. Not to mention the ability to self-heal while on the job is helpful. However, I wanted a werewolf from a special bloodline. Do you know why your parents betrayed the pack because I do?” 

“Then tell me why did they do it?” I am curious, and if he has answers, I want them. Strangely, I trust that he’s telling me the truth. 

“They did it because they know they come from a powerful bloodline, more powerful than an alpha bloodline. You come from the dire wolf bloodline or what it’s better known as the original Lycan bloodline. Lycans have dire wolves. Dire wolves were cursed to be the wolf counterpart of the original lycans. You’re not a werewolf, Ari. You are a Lycan. Lycans eventually realized they could have children with humans, which created the werewolf bloodline. Most lycans died out. Lycans became a myth. Decades ago, it was discovered that some lycans are still around and live secretly among packs,” He pauses as if he isn’t sure he should keep going. “Your wolf is different from most, isn’t she?” 

“Yes, she is. I always hide when I transformed so no one would see me.” My wolf’s fur is a dark steely gray. It’s a unique color that no one has. Gray wolves are never this dark. Being a lycan and having a dire wolf would explain my unique fur color, along with my parents and the others like us. 

“To fully answer your question. You’re a lycan; that’s why I wanted you. You are more powerful than you know. Only ancient shifters like lycans can handle being a familiar in my coven. Only they are strong enough. I tracked the lycan bloodline to Liam's pack. Fate was on my side as he tends to like me. When I arrived to ask him if I could take you from the pack your parents were attacking.” 

“How do you know I’m a lycan besides my weird wolf color?” That can’t be the only way he knew. I guess I’m curious if he did some voodoo or whatever it is he practices to find me. 

“My research said the surname of the lycan bloodline was Blackwell. When Sage stormed in asking why her best friend, Ari Blackwell, was arrested, I knew I had found you. Fate wanted you to be mine because your parents delivered you to me with a pretty bow. Here I'd thought I’d have to fight to get you to come with me, but instead, you had no choice, which made my job easier.” Zane confesses. I’m not sure whether I’m a fan or not that he’s being so honest and upfront with me. It should be a good sign, but Zane is a warlock. I don't trust him. 

“So glad my parents fuck up worked out for you,” I state sarcastically. 

At least someone benefits from this. Zane is right about one thing I wouldn’t have gone willingly with him. I would have told him to fuck off. I might be an omega, but I’m feisty. Well, I guess I’m not an omega after all. Thanks, mom and dad, for the heads up. There's nothing like finding out you’re unique from a man I’m about to give my soul to. It’s a little unnerving having to place so much faith in someone I know nothing about. 

“I’m sure their betrayal is hard to process.” It’s almost as if he pities me or is sympathetic to the pain I feel in my heart. 

“I was never really close with my parents. I spent most of my time at Sage's. I’d be more heartbroken if I lost her.” I state honestly. He’s being honest. It can't hurt to be honest back, right?

“Well, lucky that you haven’t. I promise you’ll get to see Sage and talk to her. We will do the bonding ceremony tonight.” He informs me as we head towards the oddball mansion. 

“Don’t want to risk me running away, huh?” I say as I nudged his arm. 

He chuckles. “Something like that. Come on; I want you to meet my brother, Cade, and his familiar, Blair.” 

I follow Zane into the massively large mansion. I continue to follow Zane through hallways and staircases. As we walk through the strange mansion, it’s genuinely odd. Some stairways lead to nowhere, doors that open to nothing, bizarre paintings, and stained glass windows all over the place even where there doesn't need to be one. Shadows move along the walls like swirls, almost giving the illusion of wallpaper. Unease creeps over me as we pass men in long black robes with hoods. I can’t see their faces, and somehow I don’t think they are alive. 

It’s like I ended up in some twisted version of the underworld, except there are no souls that I can see. The whole place gives me the creeps. I can’t believe I have to live in this weird-ass place. How the hell am I ever to navigate this insane place? Seriously, who has doors that open to nothing and stairways that lead nowhere? What’s with all the random stained glass windows? Some of them don’t even see the light of day. This place seems almost alive.

Why did the warlock that I get stuck with have to be into dark shit? Why couldn’t I have been stuck with the warlock that takes care of nature or something that doesn't involve death and shadows? I hate this place already, and I haven’t even spent the night here. Please don’t let my room be creepy. I can’t sleep if I know there are fucking shadows lurking and possible spirits roaming around. We pass another black hooded figure, and I try not to stare. Somehow, I know to avoid its touch. 

“Careful around reapers. They are souls sentenced to serve the coven by Death. Never interact with them and never touch them. Let them be.” Zane warns as I swallow hard. 

Great, so not only do I have to live in the creepiest mansion to ever exist in an alternate realm, but now I have to worry about these reaper things. For fucks sake, I better not be in some damn death trap. I move closer to Zane. 

“Zane, what is with this mansion, and why is it so big?” I inquire, trying to gain some understanding of the new home I find myself in. 

“Once you are my familiar, you will have to call me Master while we are around others. The mansion is currently 500,000 square feet and always expanding. Currently it has three libraries, a seance room, an altar room, three kitchens, 160 rooms, most of which have their own bathrooms with modern plumbing, there are two dining halls, a ballroom, an apartment for the coven leaders to live in, and a small indoor training area. You will stay in my bed chambers. I have one of the larger bed chambers. Not all the members live in the mansion. There are few villages and a few towns on the outskirts of the mansion. The forests surrounding the manor are dangerous. Never go in there without me.” 

“How the hell am I supposed to find my way around? It’s like a maze.” I state with unease.

I belong with my pack, not living with some warlock doing dangerous shit. I’m also curious what sharing a bed chamber means. I thought I’d at least have my own room. Does Zane expect me to sleep in bed with him? If so, does that mean I have sexual obligations? No one ever said anything about him having access to my body. I didn’t agree to that, but would it be that bad? 

Not for nothing, but Zane is sexy as hell. He’s mysterious and definitely dangerous. I can sense he’s powerful. Zane’s aura is more potent than an alpha’s aura. He demands respect and loyalty. He’s not a man to mess with. His job is to collect the souls of the dead and deliver them to Death. Yeah, he’s not an enemy I want to have. In a way, I’m intimidated by him, and he doesn’t even own my soul yet. Combined with his handsome good looks and fit body, I bet he knows exactly what to do with a woman. 

Unfortunately, I’m still a virgin. Sage insisted we save ourselves for our mates. She was a Beta. It looked better if she was a virgin, especially since the alpha chose her. Liam would want his mate to be a virgin. Alphas get off on claiming their mates. I followed Sage with her purity stint for the most part. I kissed guys and fooled around a little, but I could never give up my v-card. I didn’t want to disappoint Sage. I always knew I’d never get a high-ranking mate, so it didn’t matter to me. I just did it because Sage did. I’m not getting a mate now, so what’s the point in staying a virgin? 

“You’ll learn your way eventually. You’ll need me to guide you for a while. The house is designed to confuse any spirits that try to enter our realm. If they do, the reapers will find them. You will learn as we go.” Zane reassures me as we open a black door that leads to a lounge-like room. It’s gothic style: dark gray walls, black Victorian furniture with dark red pillows. There’s a large fireplace with a very intricate mantle. It’s carved in unique swirls. Two people are in the room already. 

The man who looks very similar to Zane sits on the couch with his arm around a beautiful woman. She has fiery red hair, amber eyes, and fair skin. She’s thin and on the taller side. Her heart-shaped face adds to her beauty. She wears a black corset dress that goes to her knees. The man is dressed similar to Zane and has a long black trench coat. 

“I see you found your wolf, brother.” The man states, nodding towards me. 

“Yes, Fate was on my side,” Zane turns to me. “Ari, this is my brother, Cade Shadows, and his familiar, Blair Simons. Blair is a phoenix shifter. I’m going to let you talk with her so she can help you understand your role better.” 

On the black coffee table, I notice a spread of food. There are grapes, nuts, cold-cut meats, sliced apples, raisins, and cheese. There are also two glasses, but they are empty. Zane and Cade leave the room, and I’m alone with Bliar. 

“Please sit down and help yourself to something to eat,” She rises from her spot and walks over to a cabinet that she opens. “Pick your poison.” She says, moving out of the way to reveal different bottles of hard liquor. 

“Damn, that bad, is it? Vodka.” I replied. 

“It’s not necessarily bad, but it depends on you.” She counters as she grabs the bottle of vodka. She comes back over and fills our glasses. She then sits down. “What exactly did Master Zane tell you?” She inquiries. 

“That I give him my soul, and he gets access to my wolf abilities,” I reply, popping a grape in my mouth. I hadn’t eaten since breakfast, and by my estimates of when I left, it was dinner time. 

“You’ll give him more than your soul,” Blair warns. 

“Let me guess. I’ll give my body and heart too,” I say with a half roll of my eyes. 

“Exactly. You can’t deny the pull you feel towards Zane. He’s going to want to own every part of you. Your soul, your heart, your body, your pleasure, your pain, and your loyalty.” Her words send a shiver down my spine. 

“Let me guess he won’t return the feelings.” I deflect, not wanting to admit the pull I feel towards Zane. 

Blair giggles. “It’s not that tragic. He feels the pull to you as well. He will care about you and protect you fiercely. He will love you in return, but he will be bad at showing it. Think of him as your mate. Fate put you two together. You were always going to be his.” 

“You make it sound like we're going to have kids.” I half roll my eyes. 

Blair seems nice, but she also might be brainwashed. The overwhelming sense of loyalty to her master and the fact that she seems unphased by this weird-ass place also unsettles me. Am I going to be like her? Will I just give in? What am I signing up for? Also, am I to believe Zane and I are fated? That sounds like a load of crap you try to sell someone, so they join your cult. I guess covens are sort of like cults. Oh great, that’s exactly what I need. 

“You might. It’s up to you two. Cade and I haven’t decided yet. There’s one thing you should know about the Shadow brothers. They are sons of the Lord who leads the coven. Cade and Zane will be leading it one day. They are extremely respected and feared, especially Zane.” 

I nod my head. Well, this just keeps getting better and better. Great, so not only is Zane a warlock who practices dark magic, but he’s going to end up leading this weird place. I’m so stuck here forever. I’m a lycan, yeah, that still feels weird to say, yet it also feels right. I like to run free, and I don’t see how that’s an option when the forest is dangerous and this place is a maze. Sure there is training, but is that all I get?

I spend the next few hours talking with Blair. She’s been with Cade for four years now. She told me she was more willing than I was and accepted that she was Cade’s. I asked her about what it’s like while they are hunting spirits, and Blair made it sound fun. I’m skeptical because I can tell she is trying to sell me on being a familiar. Trying to convince me Zane and I are mates. Telling me, I won't’ be able to resist him. I know Blair was supposed to make me feel better, but honestly, she’s not helping. 

Blair’s experience is different from mine. She wanted to be Cades. She wanted out of the secret life she was forced to have as one of the handful of Phoenix shifters left. Phoenixes are considered ancient shifters and are thought to be extinct. Clearly, that’s not true, as Blair is right in front of me, and I’m one myself. Lycans are also considered ancient shifters. It makes me question some things that I was taught in the pack. Fantastic, now I’m questioning my upbringing and pack. I haven't been here for twenty-four hours. I already hate this place. 

I eat and drink the food that Blair had laid out. Overall, Blair seems nice. She wants to help me adjust to my life here. At least I might have a friend here. I don’t count Zane as my friend. I can’t believe I have to call him Master, although there is a part of me that is turned on by it. Zane is the alpha here. He’s going to own my soul, and according to Blair, he will own my everything. I can't even begin to process that. 

After some time with Blair, I’m alerted to the arrival of Zane and Cade. I follow them through more twisted stairways and even more winding halls. I swear I will lose my mind trying to find my way around this fresh hell of a maze. I thought I could rely on my wolf senses to help guide me, but nope. The dark magic and creepy shadows make it impossible to tell which way is which. This place is literally my worst nightmare, and I didn’t even know this was my worst nightmare. Yet here it is. My new reality is a new layer of hell that I didn’t know existed. Hell, for all I know, I am in a layer of hell. Is hell even the correct term to use? This place is more like the afterlife. Not sure that makes it better. 

Blair ushers me into a small changing room. She offers me a folded black cotton robe. “Here, put this on. You’ll need to take it off when it comes time to transform.” 

“Wait, I have to transform?” Blair nods her head. “It’s not a full moon.” I remind her.

“No, but they have ways of mimicking one to get you to transform. One perk to being Zane’s familiar is that you will be able to transform at will.” Blair says with a wink as she leaves the room. 

Not sure transforming at will is worth being enslaved to someone. This is not how I saw my day going, and it’s definitely not how I saw my life going. Fate fucked me over, I think to myself as I strip out my jeans and a plain t-shirt. Lastly, I take off my bra and panties. I lost my shoes when I was being dragged to a jail cell for a crime I had nothing to do with, yet I’m being punished. Resentment against my pack rises within me. Why did they have to be such judgemental pricks? 

I have a sobering thought as I slip the robe on and tie it. What if my pack was never my home? I hate them for cursing me to this life. Resentment builds within me against my pack, parents, and even Sage. She should have tried to keep me in the pack. Instead, she let Liam give me to Zane like I was a piece of property to be traded. Everything worked out perfectly for Zane, but what about me? I’m doomed to be in this creepy mansion, forced to become a familiar to a warlock I just met. Yeah, this is not how I pictured today going. Not at all. I thought today would be a dull day helping Sage with her Luna shit, but Fate decided to dump a giant bowl of molten lava on my life, melting away everything I knew and loved. Thanks, Fate, you asshole. 

Blair comes to get me, and I find myself walking down another long hallway. We come to black double doors. The doors open. I realize that Blair is in a long black dress with sleeves like you would see on a witch's custom; it also has a hood which she has up. She’s barefoot. We walk into a stone marble room. The floor is a dark shade of gray that's almost black. The room is circular. There are archways with pillars in a circle around the room. In the center, there is a stone altar with a few steps leading to it. Oh, hell no. I want to run, but my feet keep moving forward. Around the altar, there are three hooded men with unique silver chains around their necks that hold a large black onyx stone that seems to swirl like it’s alive.

The more I look at them, I realize there is a living shadow in the onyx amulet. Creepy. Cade is dressed similarly, but his hood is down. Zane is also in a black robe with his hood down. I notice that Zane and Cade have similar amulets around their necks, but these are a dark blue with a black S with a crown on top of the S. It must be related to their status. Zane stands near the stairs. The three hooded men stand on the other side of Zane. Blair joins Cade, who stands at the head of the altar. 

Zane motions for me to come to him, and I cautiously walk over to him. I begin to feel nauseous from the anxiety coursing through my veins. This can’t really be happening? This has to be a nightmare, a terrible one. I will myself to wake up, but I know the harsh truth. This is real. This is happening. I’m really about to give my soul, and Fate knows what else to this warlock. Fear slowly creeps in as I stand in front of Zane. 

“It’s time to make you my familiar,” Zane states as if that wasn't obvious. 

I nod my head, ignoring the fear, anxiety, and disbelief as the conflicting emotions mix into a strange cocktail that threatens to spill everything I just ate onto the floor. Zane waves his hands, and a silver blade with strange black markings appears in one hand while a black chalice appears in his other. Zane holds the chalice between us. “Put your right hand over the chalice.” Zane directs. 

I do as I’m told. Zane then leaves the chalice floating between us as a shadow comes to swirl around it, keeping it floating in the air. Zane cuts my hand, and blood falls into the chalice. It’s not a lot as my self-healing kicks in. Zane takes the chalice in his free hand as the shadow that was holding the chalice moves to swirl around the blade. Both the blade and shadow disappear. That’s not creepy at all; I think to myself as Zane instructs me to transform. Behind us, the three men, along with Cade and Zane, chant something. The roof above us opens. It’s a giant skylight. The night sky is pitch black, with some stars attempting to shine through the thick fog. Seconds later, a full moon emerges into the sky above. 

My wolf stirs within, pushing forward. My skin burns as the need to transform takes over. I remove my robe, and before it can pool around my feet, fur sprouts from my skin and my fingers and toes turn to claws. My bones snap and reform to that of a wolf. Soon I’m on all fours. I shake out my fur and stretch slightly. My wolf is enjoying the extra freedom, and somehow I feel like this part of me will love the hell out of my new life. My wolf will enjoy transforming at will. She might even like the surge of power Zane’s magic will give us. However, my human counterpart is very much against this. 

“Get on the Altar and sit on it facing me,” Zane instructs once more as he moves to the foot of the altar. I do as he ordered. I jump onto the altar and face him. I sit on my hind legs. His free hand rubs my head. “You’re very magnificent, Ari.” He says with a slight grin. 

I won’t lie; his compliment did something to me. His admiration was something I realized I wanted. No one ever has complimented my wolf. Not even Sage has complimented me. She always seemed a bit thrown off by my wolf. My parents were like me, so they didn’t feel the need to compliment me. Knowing that I have a dire wolf and that I’m a lycan does give me a new appreciation and love for my wolf. I was sometimes ashamed of her because I couldn’t be part of pack runs. I guess I don't have to worry about that now. 

Zane commands a shadow to move his one free sleeve back while the chalice remains in his other hand. Zane then puts his arm out in front of my mouth. “On Cade’s count of three, I will drink from the chalice, and you will bite my arm. It doesn’t matter if you hurt me. I’ll be able to self-heal with your abilities.” I nod my head. 

“One, two, three.” Cade counts. 

On the three, Zane drinks from the chalice as I bite into his arm. He doesn’t even wince from my bite, and I know I’m crushing his bones. I won’t lie; I'm impressed. I thought he’d at least make a face from the pain, but he doesn’t. I let go of his arm and lick the blood away from my lips. A strange sensation suddenly washes over me. My whole body feels like pins and needles as I look at Zane’s arm. It’s healing itself. The minute his arm is healed, the pins and needles sensation stops. 

“The bond is formed. I can siphon your abilities. You can come down and transform back.” He instructs. 

So the pins and needles sensation was him siphoning my abilities. Is that always going to happen? I’m not sure I can get used to that feeling. It was strange and slightly uncomfortable. I hop off the altar and transform back as the skylight closes above us. I quickly put my robe on and tie it. Nudity is common among werewolves, but since I never really transformed in front of the rest of the pack, I am shy about being naked in front of people I don't know. 

I stand in front of Zane like before. “We are going to complete the bond now. Say the words that are in your head, Ari.” 

Words appear in my mind. What the hell? “I, Ari Blackwell, give my soul to you, Zane Shadows, and offer my loyalty as you are familiar.” 

“I, Zane Shadows, accept your soul and your loyalty as my familiar.” He states after me. 

Zane puts his right hand to my chest and pulls a white iridescent sphere from my chest as I suck in a deep breath from the emptiness that consumes my body. Zane then puts my soul to his chest, where he absorbs it. The second it’s absorbed, I fall to my knees at his feet, breathing heavily as if I just ran a marathon. I also feel like the wind was knocked out of me. My hands go to my chest as the hollow feeling I previously felt dissipates. I almost feel numb. I did just lose my soul. Is that what it feels like? 

This is one of those defining life moments. The one where you know nothing will ever be the same. The type of moment that leaves you wondering how you ended up in this situation. The moment where your life is forever changed for better or worse. I don’t know what I just did, and the gravity of my situation hits me like a thousand bricks. What did I just do? Maybe being a rogue wouldn’t be so bad. Panic temporarily sets in as the uneasy feeling and nausea overwhelm my senses. I gain control over my breathing or try to as I hear the footsteps of the others leave the room. It’s just Zane and me, which terrifies me. I just gave him my soul, and now I feel like a part of me is missing as the hollow feeling returns. 

“Take my hand,” Zane commands softly as he offers his hand. 

I take it, and he helps me stand up. For the first time in my life, I stumble from being unbalanced. My reflexes are impressive; they always have been. Better than Sage, and she's a Beta with skilled training, thanks to her dad and brothers. My reflexes, senses, and strength have always been slightly higher than the average werewolf, especially for an omega. I’m starting to think I’m not an omega and that there is more to the story of why my parents began a rebellion or at least tried to. I know it has something to do with us being lycans. I realize there is a secret in my pack. It turns my stomach thinking that perhaps my pack isn’t the safe place I once thought it was. 

I stumble forward into Zane, who catches me in his arms. “It’s alright; it will all pass. Your body is adjusting to the bond.” 

My head feels slightly heavy, so I lean my forehead on his shoulder. For the first time, I breathe in his scent. It’s intoxicating. It’s the fresh smell of rain mixed with mint. How did I miss his scent earlier? I must have been so wrapped up with everything I ignored it. In fairness, things went from my usual everyday shit to insanity. Insanity seems to be the new normal, along with weird and creepy. I’m going to lose my mind in this place. I can just feel it. I already lost my soul, so what's my mind too? 

After several moments I start to feel normal, as if nothing happened. That somehow unsettles me more because now I don’t even feel like I lost my soul, which scares me. If I can adjust to losing my soul like it was nothing, what does that say about my mind, heart, body, and everything else? I’m so fucked. I lift my head off Zane’s shoulder as I stare into his dark swirling gray eyes. 

“Better?” He asks. I nod my head. “We can head to my bed chambers so you can have the rest of the night to rest. You’ll need it. I know you feel fine right now, but trust me, your body is being flooded with the bond; it will overwhelm your senses for a little bit. You should get some rest.” 

We head out of the ritual room, or whatever they call it. I’m sure I’ll have plenty of time to learn how this coven operates. Every coven is different. I ended up needing to link arms with Zane so he could help me walk as I started to feel weak, which is not a feeling I’m used to. Once more, we walk through crazy hallways. I find even more strange things about the mansion. Everything is incredibly detailed. The door nobs, light fixtures, and even the walls have some type of design on them. This place is weird, but it’s strangely fascinating. The shadows swirl along the walls as if they are living entities. 

Zane leads me down a long hallway with a handful of doors. The hallway is quieter than the rest of the house as I follow him to a dark gray door. Zane puts his hand on the knobless door.  When his hands touch the door, it briefly lights up white and opens. We walked into the huge room, which is a cool gray color with black and other shades of gray as well as white. There is no color. There is a sizeable black king canopy bed with gray curtains. A black comforter with matching pillows graces the bed. To the right, there is a little sitting area with a black Victorian looking couch that sits in front of a beautiful black fireplace. The fireplace mantel has intricate and detailed carvings, but it’s nothing I can recognize. A black end table is on one end of the couch with a few books on it. Ahead there is a door that I can see leads to a bathroom, and to the left is a closed door which I assume leads to a closet, or possibly nowhere since that seems to be a theme here. I notice a black dresser near what I believe is a closet. Everything is nicely spaced out with plenty of room. The carpet is black with gray specks. Overall the room is nice, and I like the gothic victorian theme of the room. 

“I didn’t expect you to come with me today when I left, so I’m not prepared for you. I’ve already requested a bed for you. It will be here tomorrow. I’ll also have clothes and anything else you might need.” Zane informs me. 

I walk towards the bed and then spin on my heels to face him. I’m still a little off balance, but I’m gaining better control. My wolf is very unhappy about being disoriented. We don't like weakness as weakness gets you killed. That's what my parents taught me, and perhaps it's the one solid piece of advice they have given me. 

“Let me get this straight. You want me to sleep in your bed with you, naked?” He’s a bold warlock. I’ll give him that. Does he think I’ll believe his story that he didn’t know I’d come with him? He planned this shit. If he didn’t, he’s a lucky bastard, and I’m screwed. 

Zane comes towards me so that he ends up right in front of me. “I never said you had to be naked, but I wouldn't say no if you're offering.” He grins. 

“Aren’t you my master now? Don’t you make all my choices for me, or do I have some free will?”

Zane grabs the belt of my robe and pulls me to him. My hands instinctively go to his chest, which I now realize is muscular, and I want to see exactly what he looks like. I look into his stormy gray eyes that swarm with danger and desire. This warlock wants me. I’ve never really had a male want me before. I was always in Sage’s shadow. She is pretty, fit, and a beta. Males went for her over me. There were a few guys I fooled around with, but I never felt desired by them. Zane is different. I can sense his burning desire for me, which turns me on even more. 

“I am your master, Ari. If I were you, I would be a good pet and do what my master tells me, or else your life will be very difficult.” His voice is low, and I can tell he isn't playing games. 

“Is that a threat?” I challenge him. 

Why should I make this easy for him? He didn’t even have to fight to get me here. Liam handed me to him on a fucking silver platter like my life was his to trade away. Even if I did decide to become a rogue, I have a feeling Zane would have hunted me down and convinced me to come with him. He knows as well as I that a few months as a rogue and I’d willingly go with him just for the safety factor. At least then, he would have had to fight for me. Instead, I was handed to him wrapped in a pretty bow. Thanks, Liam. 

Fresh resentment washes over me at Liam and Sage. I never thought I’d resent my best friend or my alpha. I guess Liam isn’t my alpha anymore. No, he’s not, but Zane is. He’s not just my alpha, though; he’s also my master. He owns my soul. No, I won't make this easy for him. He might have easily gotten me to become his familiar, but that doesn’t mean I have to submit to him right away. It doesn't mean I have to be a compliant slave. He’s coming for more than just my soul, and he’s going to want my everything. He may have gotten my soul easily, but I’ll be damned if he gets everything else so easily. I just have to resist this pull to him. 

“It’s not a threat. It’s a promise. You have some free will. However, when I make a decision and give you an order, you obey. It’s even better if you obey without questions, hesitation, and attitude. I know that will come with time. I don’t expect you to obey me so willingly. I expect you to fight me, but you will give in eventually.” 

“Very confident in yourself that I’ll just bend to your will so easily. You might have my soul, you might command me, and I might be enslaved to you, but that doesn’t mean I’ll bend to your will so easily.” 

The one hand that isn’t on my belt comes to grab my chin. He’s a little rough, and it makes my clit tingle. “You can fight me all you want, but you’ll give in eventually. You should know I’ll enjoy bending you to my will. You’ll be mine, my Pet. I’ll have all of you. Fate made you for me, and I will enjoy claiming every part of you.” His words intensify the tingling sensation between my legs. 

“We shall see about that, Master. So, what’s it going to be, naked?” I tempt him.

Why am I tempting him to get me naked? I don’t know if that's making it harder or easier for him. I know that whatever is easy for him is hard for me and vice versa. I lost the battle for my soul, but can I win the war for what's left? If I’m truly fated to him, do I even have a chance to resist? I’m doomed; it would seem. 

“I don’t think you want me to choose for you because you won’t just be naked if you do. You’ll also be under me with your legs spread open as I claim your body and pleasure as mine. So don’t tempt me, Pet.” He warns. This man is going to be my undoing. 

“Is that what you want?” 

“Yes, but it’s not what you want, not yet. I won’t take your body till you're begging me to claim you, and trust me, Pet, you will beg me. You’ll sleep naked tonight.” He decides as he pulls the knot of my belt undone. 

He slips the robe off me, and a slight shiver of anticipation runs down my spine. His gray eyes darken as he admires my body, his desire becoming more evident. I can’t pretend I’m not attracted to him because I am. Everything about him sets my desire on fire. He’s not even touching me at the moment, and I find my body craving his touch. I’m going to try to resist him for as long as possible, but sleeping in the same bed with him completely naked will be interesting. I’m going to have to try and keep my desires in check. I will not bend to him so easily. It’s not even been twenty-four hours with him. He’s not getting all of me that easily. Nope. 

“Get into bed.” He commands, walking away from me and to the other side of the bed. 

As I pull the covers back to climb into the bed, I stop in my task as Zane starts to take off his clothes. His back is to me, so he can’t see me staring at his nice ass. The muscles of his back are toned and defined. A rather large tattoo of a crow sitting on top of a skull with swirling smoke around it adorns the middle of his back. It’s sexy as hell. When he turns around, I can’t seem to stop my mouth from dropping. His six-pack alone is worthy of my drool, but the whole of him is sexy as hell. He’s not overly muscular like a bodybuilder, but he definitely has them, and he is toned. I didn’t expect him to be so fit. I know werewolves tend to have bodies like this because they are highly active and all about strength. I guess warlocks like to be fit, too, and right now, I’m not complaining until Zane catches me soaking in his body. Oh, did I mention his somewhat slightly larger than the average dick? Yeah, that’s something to admire by itself. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Book I: Legacy

v:' — 2
s \Eirdy Rivers 2






OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





