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        How far can fate make you fall?

      

        

      
        When Adelaide turned twenty, losing her parents and gaining custody of her fifteen-year-old sister were not part of her plan. If being a shifter in a world where her kind is hunted wasn't bad enough, she now has to protect her sister too. Adie has no choice but to move into the old house her parents left them, or risk being on the streets in a dangerous world. Only she didn't expect to be living next door to a strange, and very attractive, group of men who are far more than human. They offer her protection in exchange for keeping their reason for hiding from the humans a secret and helping them. But protection comes at a cost, and the cost is something none of them could have expected.

        A cost that’s been destined. A cost that fate has weaved for Adelaide. A cost that even princes cannot escape.

        (Her Guardians series spin-off)

        Reverse Harem

        17 +
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      "Run faster," the breathless voice of my mate’s best friend shouts to me as I rush through the cold woods in Scotland where we planned to escape to. At least our information on the portal was right. The freezing wind hits my face as snow brushes against my bare legs, making me want to fall into the snow and give up. I fight the cold, unforgiving snow for as long as I can. Keeping the image of my mate in my mind. He would never give up.

      "I can't," I say, collapsing to the ground as pain rips through my stomach. I look down as blood coats the snow-covered floor by my stomach. I can’t do this anymore, it’s too late, and I can feel the poison spreading through my body from the dagger.

      "Reni," I whisper my companion’s name as she slides to her knees in front of me, my gaze goes to my newborn daughter that she holds in blankets close to her chest. Two hours, that’s all I had with her before they attacked us. It’s not enough.

      "I will stay and fight to protect you, for him," Reni says sharply, handing me my daughter, and I push her away gently, my heart breaking as she cries.

      "No, go. It's too late, and I can't outrun them. I can distract them enough by closing the last portal," I say quietly as Reni’s eyes widen in shock. If I close that portal, then there is no way for her and her army to follow us.

      "Using any power now will kill you. My alpha died to keep you alive. You can't do this to me," she begs me, keeping her voice in a whisper for the baby. I look around the snow-covered forest, remembering the Autumn court and the brief happiness I felt there when I married the man I loved and had my beautiful daughter. The Autumn court was always home and where I expected I would die one day. Now I’m going to die in Winter, on Earth, of all worlds. So very far from home.

      "Something is wrong, and neither of us are healers. Take my child and keep her safe. Please," I say reaching to hold a hand against my sleeping child wrapped in her arms. I twirl a finger around the dark red hair on her head, the same colour as mine and all the royal family before me. Her bright green eyes watch me, and she doesn’t make a sound. She is so innocent for the world she has been born into. Reni looks down at me and then to my little baby she holds in her arms.

      "I will do it for you. I will do it for my lost alpha and my queen. I will bring her up with my mate as our own. No one will know who she is," Reni says, finally giving in, and I know her well enough to know she means every word. She may not be Fray, but she is family to me.

      "Her name is Adelaide, after my mother," I tell Reni gently, who nods.

      “That name will give her identity away on Frayan,” Reni reminds me what I already know. It is a royal Frayan name. No common Fray could name their child it. It would be highly disrespectful. Not that it matters. Once she stepped into Fray, everything about her would give her identity away.

      "No one can know who she is. You must keep her away from anything Fray-touched. She must never get her Fray powers or wings," I tell her, knowing that there is no way she can be taken back to Frayan. When I close the portal, it will be impossible, but there are weapons here that have Fray magic, even some creatures that have passed through portals. They won’t have enough magic to reveal her powers, but over time…they would make them appear.

      "You have my word. I'm sorry I can't save you," she says with tears running down her face. Everything starts going blurry as she stands and offers me a hand to help me up. I stand shakily and look down once more at Adelaide before turning away, my heart breaking. I have to do this.

      "They are coming, go," I say, and she nods holding my daughter closer.

      "I'm sorry," she bows the best she can when holding a baby. My mind flashes back to the prophecy surrounding my child and the Fray courts that have fallen to keep her safe. She has to be safe. I watch until I can’t see Reni anymore before walking back off into the woods. When I see the portal, a slightly blue clear shimmer that only Fray can see, I lift my hands. It only takes a second for my lightening power to shoot purple bolts of lightning out my hands into the portal. My wings flutter behind me, lifting me slightly into the air as my power gets stronger. The portal cracks slowly, bit by bit until it explodes, and I go flying into the air. I close my eyes and think only of Adelaide, knowing she will be safe, as darkness takes me.
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      ”Adie, why do we have to move? The old house was fine," my little sister says as she groans from her seat next to me in my small car. The car that somehow seems smaller every time she asks me the same question. Shitadoodle, what do I tell her? I look over at Sophie, who is sat with one ear plug in and doesn't take her eyes off her tablet as she waits for an answer I don't want to give her. I can't worry my fifteen-year-old sister with the facts about our money situation, and the fact we have absolutely none. The truth of the matter is that our parents liked to travel around all the time, and that wasn't good for keeping a long-term job. All the traveling meant that when they died two months ago, in a car crash, I had to sell our house to pay off our debts and then move my sister into the house left in the will. I look out at the snow and ice on the road, deciding I’m not going to like this small town. Well it’s not that bad, as Scotland isn’t too far away and remote. The new house is only seven hours’ drive away from York, where I was at university. Deep breath, and answer her, Adelaide.

      "Adie," Sophie sighs louder than before, and I put my foot on the gas a little more and pray my piece of crap car will actually get us to the house. God knows I don’t have the money to pay for a pickup truck or any idea who to call. The old Peugeot is traveling way too far than I would have ever trusted it to, but I really can't afford to pay for a new car. 

      "We are nearly there,” I finally say. That was a lame answer, and I know it.

      “Great,” she huffs, and I just catch her rolling her eyes at me from under her brown hair before she goes back to whatever game she is playing on her tablet.

      “I know this is a big change, but it will be good for us," I tell her as she finally looks at me for a second before huffing in response, again, and going back on her tablet. Sophie used to be a chatty twelve-year-old who loved sports. Or at least that’s what I remember her being like when I left for university, but now she is a shell of herself since our parents’ death. My heart drops as I remember that they are really gone, and I have a teenager to look after, with no job and hardly any money. I haven’t had time to grieve because I can’t melt down in front of Sophie. It's going to be difficult enough to find work that works around Sophie in a small town. A university dropout isn't a good person to hire. I had no choice but to leave when the accident happened; I couldn't move Sophie into my shared dorm at university with what the world is like now. They would kill her and me for one slip-up. The small village finally comes into view after over an hour of driving down an empty country lane. The village is near enough to a big town, so I can drive there to work in the day, and it apparently has a very good school that I've gotten Sophie into. She doesn’t start for a few weeks though, and considering we can hardly talk to each other, the idea of being stuck in an old house for weeks is not appealing.

      It takes me a few wrong turns down empty roads until I find a row of four houses. Our house is the last of the attached houses, and it has its own driveway that I pull up in. Sophie finally looks up from her iPad and frowns at the sight of the overgrown lawn and old paint falling off the outside of the old house. Home, sweet, home. The house looks close to falling apart, and it takes everything in me not to slam my head against the steering wheel at the sight. The estate agent said it was in good order, this isn’t what I thought it would be like. I wrench my door open, muttering "fuck" to myself as I slam it shut behind me and go up the two steps to the door. Thankfully the locks look new, kind of, and the door opens easily before I walk in.

      The smell of dust is the first thing that hits me as I look around at the hallway, which has cobwebs in every corner, and it is empty of any decorations. The space isn’t too bad I guess, and it is painted in a light brown which matches the wooden floors. There are three dark wooden doors, one at the end and one on each side of the hall. I open the first one to a small empty room which I'm guessing is a storage closet or study. The next room is a lounge with a large fireplace, two covered sofas, and a small coffee table. This room isn’t too bad. I go to the window and open the thick cream curtains, coughing from the dust and pushing the window open to let some air in here. I pull the white sheets off both sofas, and they are brown like the colour all the rooms have been painted in, by the looks of it so far.

      I leave the lounge and go to the door at the end of corridor, opening it up to find a kitchen. The kitchen is a similar brown to the walls, with dark wooden counters, and I thank god when I see there's a working fridge and cooker that just need plugging in. After a little moving things around, nearly dying from inhaling more dust, I manage to get them turned on. I open the window in the kitchen, letting some more much needed air in. I am going to be up all night cleaning this house from dust and cobwebs. When I come back to the door to get some boxes, Sophie is walking up the stairs, and shouts down from the top, just as I grab the handle.

      "The beds don't look bad. Bring me some of my stuff up, won’t you?" she shouts, and I groan internally while pulling the door open and shuffling my feet back to the car. When did she get so damn bossy? Can I even tell her off for it after we lost mum and dad? I’m no parent to her. Sophie and I have never been the closest of sisters. We argue more than get along, but now everything has changed, and I don’t know where I stand with her. I shake my head, knowing I can’t overthink this, and I need to just take one day at a time. I’m so lost in my thoughts, that I don’t look where I am going at all. The next thing I know, I trip over what I assume is a large rock in the middle of the driveway and brace myself for the hard fall I'm going to suffer. Somehow that doesn't happen; instead, I feel a warm chest against my back and strong big arms wrapped around my stomach as someone catches me. I turn my head to thank whoever it is, and my breath catches. The hottest guy I've ever seen is staring at me with sparking clear blue eyes. His dark brown hair is short on the sides with an overgrown fringe which has blond tips, and he has a five o'clock shadow. I have to blink a few times to find out if he is real, because men don’t look like this. No, only gods do, I imagine.

      "I don't usually have girls fall for me without knowing their name," he says, a casual smirk on his lips as I stare speechless at him. They don’t make men like this in Britain, or anywhere, so where the hell did he come from? I reluctantly pull out of his arms and move to stand in front of him. He is really tall, as I have to stretch my neck to look up to see his face. I'm not that short, but this guy must be well over six foot. 

      "I'm Adie," I hold out a hand, and he slides his slightly cold hand into mine. The man gives me a slight, deep sexy chuckle as he turns my hand over in his before pulling it up to his lips for a gentle kiss. The moment his lips touch my skin, I feel a shock, that's the only way to explain it, and by his widened eyes, I know he feels it too. I pull my hand away quickly, and my body takes a step back before I even realise it. I don’t know what the hell that was, but my hand is still somewhat tingling from the contact.

      "It is nice to meet you, Adie. I'm Rick. My brother and I live there," he points to the house next door to mine, “with our two friends.” I internally sigh at the fact I have to live next to the hottie who no doubt knows his way around women, and I know I will be drooling over him for the considerable future. Not that a guy like this would be interested in me. I have hips, no boobs to be seen anywhere, and I'm a twenty-year-old virgin. I’m way out of my league with this guy. Not that it matters. The last thing I need right now is any distractions from looking after Sophie. Holy hotness, this means I have to live next to four guys who might all be as hot as this dude, and somehow keep focused. I can only hope they mow the lawn shirtless once in a while. That would be awesome to see.

      "Adie, where are you? If you are going to take this long, I’ll get my own stuff," Sophie’s unimpressed voice comes from the door, and I turn to see her just stop when she sees I'm talking to someone. Her eyes watch Rick carefully, and I have to clear my throat to get her attention and to stop her from doing something crazy like be territorial and growl at the human guy.

      "This is my sister, Sophie. Sophie, this is one of our new neighbours, Rick," I introduce them as Sophie walks over to us, stopping at my side. Rick holds a hand out to Sophie, who looks at the hand in disgust before ignoring him completely by going around us to the car.

      "I'm sorry about her," I say as my cheeks go red at Sophie's behaviour. I watch her open the boot and start pulling out boxes, putting them down as she looks for her bag. 

      "No problem. I know what it is like to be an angry kid. Do you want some help with the boxes?" Rick asks me, and I glance up at him. He is smiling, no sign of him being angry or not understanding, and in fact, there is sympathy etched across his features.

      "If you’re not busy," I find myself replying, even though it is dangerous to make friends with any humans when we need to be invisible in this village. Though he hasn’t noticed how my teenage sister is lifting very heavy boxes out of the boot like they are pillows, so we might be okay. I can just let him help with the boxes and then make an excuse so he has to leave. Nice and simple.

      "Nope. It’s my day off work, and I literally have nothing to do," he tells me with a big grin. I laugh as he goes to the car just as Sophie walks past with her large backpack, flashing Rick a glare which he thankfully ignores. Part of me wants to tell her off for being rude, but her eyes look watery, and so much has changed for her that I can’t help but feel sorry for her. This can’t be easy. I pat her shoulder as she goes by, and she nudges me away in clear anger. I swallow the hurt as I watch her run into the house before I go to grab a box. I get to the back of the car just as Rick picks up three boxes like they weigh nothing. The boxes have kitchen written on the side of them, so I know they are filled with heavy plates and kitchen things. I don’t say anything as I follow Rick in with my one box. I could have grabbed three or more like he did, but that might give away my secret, and my parents taught me better than that growing up.  Learning to pretend how to be human is something built into my bones at this point. It’s Sophie I worry about. There were several times we had to run and leave everything because she forgot how deadly it is for humans to know what we are.

      "Wow, you must work out," I say as we put the boxes on the floor in the kitchen, and I carry one of them into the lounge.

      "Sometimes," he mutters behind me, and I look back to see him watching me strangely or something, before leaving the house for more boxes, I guess. I forget the look, following him out after putting my box down, and together we get them all in the house with little trouble.

      "Thanks for all your help, can I ask where the local store is?" I ask, noting that it's getting dark, and I need to get some food for Sophie and me to eat tonight. “Actually, don’t worry, I will just Google it.”

      "The store closes soon, so it's pointless to go now. I will order pizza. The pizza shop is literally five minutes away, and I’m a regular," he winks at me, and then pulls his phone out, calling for pizza without waiting for my reply.

      “Ah thanks. A takeout would be good for the first night,” I say, grabbing my bag off one of the boxes in the lounge. Rick follows me in, chatting on the phone to the pizza man like they are best friends.

      "Put the money away, it’s on me. Any preferred toppings?" he asks, and I shake my head, putting my purse back. Judging from his slightly demanding tone, he isn’t going to let me pay.

      "Surprise me," I reply, my voice more husky than usual, and I swiftly realise that I’m flirting. I quickly look away, reminding myself that this man is a human and out of my league. Jesus, control yourself, Adie. It’s been like an hour, and I’m already flirting and forgetting everything my parents told me. Get it together, Adie, you can’t flirt with humans anyway. Wolves and humans don’t date, everyone knows that.

      I leave him to order and take a box of Sophie's stuff up the stairs. It's a pretty basic house with a small bathroom in the middle and two rooms on either side, which is just like the photos of the house in the will. But the photos made it look much nicer than it is. I follow the only light on to the room on the left, the one Sophie must have claimed. The door is slightly open, so I can see that Sophie is sat on a chair in the one room with her iPad and doesn't notice me come in. I place the box on the floor by the door, looking around the simple room. There is a double bed with a mattress, and Sophie has made up her bed with her purple sheets. The wardrobe is open, and she has even started to put clothes away before getting bored I suspect. I’m just glad it isn’t that dusty in here.

      "Soph, Rick is ordering pizza. Will you come and eat with us?" I ask gently, and she finally looks up at me. I see straight away that she has been crying, and it’s heartbreaking to see her like this. I walk over and pull her into a hug even as she protests by trying to push me away. “You don’t have to be strong around me. I miss them too. I’m sad too, and there is no one that understands what you are feeling like I do.”

      "I miss them so much," she cries, relaxing into my hug as I look down at her iPad and the photo of mum and dad on it. They are both smiling in front of a tent, with Sophie right in the middle of them, a big goofy grin on her face and one tooth missing because she fell out of a tree the day before, knocking it out. Luckily, it was only a baby tooth that hadn’t fallen out yet. I remember taking this photo years ago when we went camping. Like we did every year because it was the only safe place to shift and run together as a pack. It doesn’t even seem real that they are gone, and we will never get to do that again. I hold Sophie tighter to me, so grateful that at least she is alive and didn’t get into the car that night. If I had lost her as well…I can’t even imagine losing her.

      "I miss them more than I could ever describe, but I want you to know I'm here. You always have a home with me. I’m not mum or dad, and I’m crap at knowing what is best, but I am going to try my best to make this work," I tell her firmly, because I mean every word.

      "Thanks, Adie. You’re the best sister. I’m sorry I’m a little shit at times," she sniffles.

      “Mum would threaten to wash your mouth out with soap if she heard you say ‘shit’,” I joke, and it seems to lighten the mood as she smiles at me.

      “I know, but she said ‘shit’ a lot. Just usually under her breath when she dropped something or was mad at dad, but she would usually add ‘head’ to that one,” Sophie says, and we both laugh as she pulls away. It hurts to look at Sophie sometimes because she looks so much like mum, her brown hair is the same dark colour, and she has her brown eyes too. It just reminds me how much I do not look like my sister or my parents.

      “So, pizza?” I ask, reminding myself why I came up here in the first place and that Rick is waiting downstairs.

      “Sure. Call me down when it gets here, please,” she replies.

      I kiss the side of Sophie’s head before walking out of her room and pause in the hallway, staring at the full length mirror that is half covered up by a blanket. I pull the blanket off and stare at myself for a second. In some ways, it is good that I don’t look like Sophie or my mum because I don’t remind myself of mum. Mum was willowy thin, with thin brown hair and dark brown eyes. Dad was similar looking, but in a more geeky way when mum was more delicate. I twirl a bit of my dark red hair around my finger, which is thick and wavy down to my waist. My hair isn’t a tiny bit thin, it is thick and uncontrollable at the best of times. My bright green eyes shine back at me, the green complements my shiny red hair. Whereas my parents had dark tanned skin like Sophie, mine is pale, and no matter how much I sun tan, it sure doesn't change. My hips make my shirt rise a little, revealing a little bit of skin, and I pull my shirt down to cover it. I know I shouldn’t have eaten that second chocolate muffin at the garage we stopped at, but at the time, I didn’t feel a tiny bit guilty. I think back to the conversation I had with my mum once about why I look so much different than them, and I asked if I was adopted or something as a joke. Mum just snapped that I looked like her brother and then left the room like her ass was on fire. I always wished I had asked her more, and for pictures of her brother, but it’s too late now. I shake my head, stepping back and hanging the sheet over the railing on the stairs. I know it’s just moving into this new home and losing my parents that is making me feel like this. I just need to relax for a bit. I run down the stairs, walking into the lounge.

      "Everything ok?" Rick asks me from where he is sat on the sofa, looking comfy with his feet on the coffee table.

      "Yeah. I don't know if Sophie will come down, but she might do," I reply, feeling awkward. “It’s been a rough few months, and she is only fifteen. I know she is sorry about earlier.”

      "Is she your sister?" he asks with clear questions in his eyes. He must be wondering how a twenty-year-old, or however old he thinks I am, is looking after a fifteen-year-old alone.

      "Yes. Our parents past away a few months ago," I say quietly as my voice still catches as I admit it.

      "I'm sorry, I know what it’s like to lose your mother, but mine was when I was a lot younger. I have a stepmum anyway, so I was lucky. Hell, I’m not making this any better, am I?" he asks me, rapidly speaking like he is nervous, and we both chuckle.

      "Then I'm sorry about your loss too," I comment, and he nods.

      "So…what brings you to Midview village, i.e. the land of the boring old people," he asks, leaning back and grinning at me. Whatever nervousness he had is lost, and he’s back to being charming, which is somehow making me nervous.

      "My parents owned this house and not much else. I thought it would be a good place to start," I say, and he nods.

      "Our reasons are similar apparently. We all needed a new start too, and this place had the perfect job. At least for now," he says, and then suddenly goes serious as he leans forward, placing his hands on his knees.

      "When were you going to tell me that you’re a shifter? And while you’re at it, why the hell are you really here?"
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      My heart must be banging a million miles a minute as I watch Rick’s eyes glow like mine in the dimly lit room. A growl escapes my lips as he finally stops hiding his wolf, and its presence overwhelms mine—he is powerful. An alpha. How did he hide?

      "How did you appear so human to me?" I ask, my words coming out as more of a growl as my wolf pushes me to shift and challenge Rick in order to protect Sophie. Rick stands up, and I do the same, keeping still and refusing to back down. I hold his gaze, knowing it is never smart to run from a wolf. Let alone an alpha wolf. Though I’ve never run from my own kind before, it’s just what my mum always told me.

      "A gift of mine, but I won't hurt you," he says moving closer to me, holding his hands up, and I can’t feel any kind of threat coming from him. I don’t know if he is telling me the truth, but when he takes another step closer, I let out a long growl, and I almost let my wolf take over. He does pause though, not pushing me any further, which surprises me a little, but my growl must have caused Sophie to panic, as the next thing I see is a brown bundle slam into Rick's chest. It knocks him over, and he hits the sofa as he falls. I rush to pull Sophie off him, but a long growl from Rick stops me. He slowly stands up, holding Sophie as she tries to bite him and claw at his shirt, ripping it in places.

      "Sophie," I plead as Rick picks her up by the scruff on her neck, holding her away from him, and she whines in annoyance.

      “That was unexpected,” Rick grunts, looking down at his shirt. “I loved this damn shirt, pup.”

      "Don't hurt her," I beg, moving slowly closer to them as panic fills me until I can’t stop shaking. I'm a little shocked when Rick softly places Sophie into my arms. Sophie licks my chin as I look down at her, checking she is okay even though I know she is.

      "You shouldn't attack an alpha, pup," Rick laughs, and his big hand strokes her head. I’m surprised when she happily lets him fuss her. “I used to challenge my uncle when I was a pup, until I learnt it wasn’t a good idea until I got older and stood at least a little bit of a chance.”

      "I've never met another wolf, other than our parents. Neither has Sophie, and our parents were not alphas," I tell him, and he frowns briefly, going to say something, but a door slams open, and a man walks in the open lounge doorway. The man smells human, but everything from the way he stands to the way he stares at me like he is planning my death tells me he is anything but. Sophie whines as I place her behind me on the sofa and move in front of her with a growl at the man whose gaze darkens. The man has wavy black hair that curls away from his face, revealing his dark blue eyes. They are so dark, you can only just see the blue, and without staring like I did, you would think they were just black. The man keeps his hands at his side, tightly in fists, and his muscular arms press against his black leather jacket.

      "What the fuck is going on, Rick?" he asks in a deadly calm voice, which is somehow seductive. It sounds like a voice that could talk you into dying for him without saying much more than a whisper. Even though he asks Rick the question, his eyes still watch my every move. Assessing everything about me, I bet. I run my eyes over him, having the feeling he is not a wolf, he seems too deadly for that. Everything about him sends shivers and warning bells through me, yet I can’t seem to pull my gaze away.

      “Josh, we have new neighbours. Two wolves who have no pack and are clearly in hiding,” Rick says, maneuvering himself so he is in front of me and cutting my gaze from Josh off. I move to the side, not wanting to be blocked, and Josh only smirks at the action.

      “Then send them to the castle before anyone notices,” Josh retorts. “She needs to fucking leave.”

      “I’m not going anywhere, but why don’t you get the hell out of my house before I make you,” I suggest, crossing my arms and keeping my head high. “Get out.”

      “You have no idea who you are taking to, sweetheart,” the man growls, a light blue shimmer appearing all over his skin as he reveals the massive black wings on his back. Angel. A dark one. I growl low until Rick moves in front of me, blocking my view of Josh again.

      “Leave, Josh. I will figure out who they are, but I don’t sense a threat here. You need to calm the fuck down,” Rick warns, a low growl slipping out with his words. “Calm it down now or we need to take this outside, and I don’t want to fight you again, bro.”

      “I am calm, brother,” Josh replies smoothly, though his gravelly voice suggests otherwise.

      “Josh…” Rick warns him again, this time his words are filled with an alpha demand. It’s enough to make me shiver and want to fall to my knees in submission, but I fight it off. I won’t submit to anyone. I glance back at Sophie, whose wolf has submitted in a heartbeat and is rolled onto her back, showing her stomach off. It would usually make me chuckle, if it were in a different circumstance, that is.

      “Fine,” Josh responds, and I glance around Rick just in time to see Josh walk out the door, leaving it open behind him. The sound of the front door opening and shutting is heard not long after. There’s an awkward silence as Rick turns around, lifting a massive, muscular arm and rubbing the back of his head.

      “You might want to stay away from Josh…he won’t hurt you, but he doesn’t like strangers. Especially not right now,” Rick says, defending his brother.

      “Got it. Stay away from tall, dark and downright terrifying is something I can do,” I mutter and turn around, picking Sophie up. I walk her to the stairs and place her on the bottom one. “Run to your room and change back. We are safe, I just need to talk to Rick alone.” Sophie whines, pressing her head against my hand before running up the stairs like I asked her to.

      “Why are you here?” Rick asks me, and I turn around to see him leaning against the door frame like a model for a magazine. I go to answer when the front door bell rings, and Rick goes to answer it. I can smell the pizza from here, without even opening the door.

      “Go and sit, it’s the pizza,” he tells me, holding the door handle as I pause, not knowing if I can trust him. “I promise that I will never hurt you. I only want to talk and understand why you are here without a pack.” I don’t answer him, but I do walk into the lounge and awkwardly sit on the sofa. Rick comes back in the room not long after and slides the pizza on the coffee table, opening it up.

      “I would get plates, but everything is in boxes,” I say, reaching across and breaking a piece off as Rick sits on the other sofa with his own piece.

      “You don’t need plates for pizza,” Rick says, shrugging his massive shoulders, and I agree. We eat silently, to the point that it is seriously uncomfortable.

      “What do you want to know?” I ask when I have finished my slice, and Rick has already finished his and had a second one as he eats super quickly. He spreads his arms back across the top of the sofas and watches me closely.

      “Where is your pack?” he asks. “What is their name, and why are they not protecting two young females?”

      “We don’t have a pack. My mum and dad said there were no packs around anymore, none that could be trusted anyways. We kept moving to keep safe,” I explain, and he looks confused as he processes my answer for a few seconds.

      “That’s not true, Red,” Rick mutters. “There are plenty of packs that protect their own, and until ten years ago, they were spread all around the world.”

      “I don’t know why my parents didn’t go to any, but they always kept us hidden and moving around. What happened in Paris…well we had to keep super low down after that,” I say, referring to how Paris suddenly had a massive ward appear all around it for months. When the ward came down, most of the people in Paris were missing or dead. And some of the people had turned into things almost like zombies. It soon came out that supernaturals were real and had caused what happened in Paris. After that, anything different or suspected as supernatural was hunted and usually killed. Everywhere in the world suddenly became extremely dangerous overnight for people like my family.

      “Coming here is not keeping you safe. You need protection, an alpha and a pack,” Rick mutters angrily. “Your parents risked your life way too much by hiding you.”

      “Why? We have done fine without one. My parents clearly kept us alive and fine,” I remark, folding my arms in annoyance, and he huffs, shaking his head.

      “The world is dangerous for supernaturals. Hunters are everywhere and actively hunting anyone different,” he tells me what I already know.

      “I know that. We are good at hiding, and this village is tiny, no one will look for us here,” I retort. It’s not like I moved into the middle of London where I couldn’t shift and would be found super easily.

      “This village is not what it seems. You need to leave,” Rick says gently, but it is firm and a demand.

      “We have nowhere to go. I had to drop out of university, I have no job, and this house was all that was left in my parents’ will,” I admit to him. “I couldn’t sell this house if I tried, and I have to do what is best for Sophie.”

      “Shit,” Rick grumbles, rubbing his face. “Then I guess I will look after you for a week. We have a place I can get you to, and you will be safe. You will be with your own kind.”

      “There is nowhere safe,” I remark, not understanding where he thinks I can just go to.

      “I grew up in the safest place for supernaturals, and my stepmum is the queen of the supernaturals. Winter will give you both a home and protect you. She does that for anyone that needs help,” he explains to me. I stare at him for a second in shock. There is a queen of the supernaturals and somewhere safe to live? Sounds like a fairy tale. If Rick’s stepmum is queen, then he must be a prince. Just my luck to trip over and literally be caught by Prince Charming.

      “I don’t know…” I let my voice drift off.

      “I’m not living here for no reason, and this village is more dangerous than anywhere else. Let me help you,” he asks. “I want to help you.”

      “Now I think about it, I’ve heard rumours of the supernaturals having a queen and four kings. That they hide all the supernaturals with them. It was a story told around university,” I reply, being honest with him. “It always sounded like a fairy tale that couldn’t be true. My parents said it must be lies, and I really didn’t think on it until now.”

      “Not one part of it is a lie. I am prince, heir to the supernatural throne, and I promise on my blood to protect you,” he says, and goose bumps spread all over my skin as we stare at each other. “You are my pack, and as your alpha now, I will keep you safe no matter what.” The more I stare at Rick, I get the feeling he isn’t joking one bit, and what he did was very serious.

      “Rick, look, how can I believe you?” I ask, standing up and resisting the urge to pace as I keep eye contact with him. I won’t drop my gaze, not when I know he is an alpha, and my wolf wouldn’t let me anyway. I’ve never been a submissive wolf. My parents once submitted to me when I was mad about something silly. I just didn’t know I was an alpha female until then.  Mum and dad said alpha wolves are rare and meant to be more powerful than usual wolves. They are meant to lead. The only place I would lead anyone is into trouble, so that can’t be true.

      “That’s the thing, you already do trust me, but you don’t know why you trust me,” he says, grinning as he stands up and walks to the door. “Come over to our house and meet the others in the morning. They will want to meet you, and we need to sort out a way to make you seem human.”

      “Are they as scary as Josh?” I ask quietly, not wanting to touch the subject about how I trust this hottie already. I’m sure it’s just a wolf thing and nothing to do with how damn sexy, protective and stunning he is. Rick laughs, and I resist the urge to shiver at how nice his laugh sounds.

      “No one is as scary as Josh,” he winks at me, and walks out the room. I wait for the front door to shut before collapsing back on the sofa, not having a clue if I am right for trusting the handsome next door neighbour. Or if I just made a big mistake.
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      “At least the wolf neighbour bought pizza,” Sophie comments, sitting on the sofa with the box and practically inhaling it all as I pace near the old brown fireplace. I shake my head and go to the window, shutting it before closing the curtains, which are still a little too dusty for my liking. Once I find the vacuum in one of the boxes, I can sort that out. I look back at Sophie, wondering if it would be worth asking her if she knows anything.

      “Did mum and dad ever say anything about other packs? About a castle and a queen of the supernaturals?” I ask Sophie, trying to make my tone gentle, like I am asking about an everyday thing as I open one of the boxes and take out the red blanket. Though I’m pretty sure I fail at it because my voice comes out high pitched. I suck at this.

      “Nope,” Sophie says slowly, her tone quiet. I stop, glancing at her as she puts the pizza box down and hurries to get up. “I’m going to my room, I was just hungry.”

      “Night then,” I reply, as she smiles at me before walking out of the room as quickly as she can. I watch her go, knowing she might be lying to me or just wanting to avoid talking about our parents. Who knows? After putting the blanket on the sofa, I pick the pizza box up and take it into the kitchen, turning the light on and sliding it on the side. I look around at the wooden counters, the island with stools in the middle, and I notice it must have been cleaned recently but just not well enough. I open the cupboards and am relieved to see someone has wiped them down, and there is some washing up liquid left in the cupboard by the sink. At least the estate agent brought a cleaner in like I paid them to do. I grab the box with the kitchen things in and put all the things away before pouring myself a glass of water and walking out of the room.

      I pause next to the boxes, seeing the small one on top that is all we have left from our parents. It was left in the will, but I haven’t had a chance to open it because planning the funeral, leaving university and packing up the old house took up too much time. Or I just haven’t wanted to open it yet because part of me is scared what might be inside it. I lock the front door, before picking the box up and going up the stairs. I pass by Sophie’s room, but the door is firmly shut, and I doubt she wants to see me anyway. I know there are only two bedrooms, and I walk to the third door, opening it up and switching the light on. There is a plain wooden bed with a sheet-covered mattress on top, a dresser and a matching wardrobe. The window in this room is small, but it lets in moonlight through the thin white curtains. I shut my door behind me and kick off my flat shoes, before resting the glass of water on the dresser. I take the box to the bed with me and sit down, crossing my legs as I look down at the box. I know I need to open it to see what my parents left. Mum and dad always knew there was a chance they could die. We are shifters in a world that wants all supernaturals destroyed, so it’s logical they left important things in a will.

      I shake my head and tell myself I need to open the damn box and get it out of the way. I pull the Sellotape back, opening it up to see two letters in envelopes and one tiny ancient looking jewellery box. I pick one letter up which has ‘Sophie’ written on it. I put it to the side and pick up the other one, which has my name written. I run my finger over my mum’s handwriting, trying to hold in any tears, knowing I have to be brave and open it. I open the letter rapidly, knowing it’s like ripping a Band-Aid off. It’s better to do it quickly. God, I need some chocolate ice cream or a muffin. Or anything at this point that is high in calories and I will regret the next day. A trip to the shop is the plan for tomorrow, before meeting the other neighbours. The letter is written on flower covered paper that I remember my mum always using to write anything on. When I was a kid, I used to love to borrow some to draw on. Pretending to be like mum was a fun game. I swear she had an unlimited collection of this flower paper because she never said no to sharing it with me. I take a deep breath for courage before I start to read the note.

      

      
        
        My sweet Adelaide,

      

        

      
        First off, I love you. Please remember that always as you read this. I love you so much, and so does your dad who is sat here watching me write this. You might not understand all this, but know that loving you was something that was true throughout all the lies. It’s the only thing I feel like I told you the truth about. I do not know how to explain everything in one letter, but I must try because, if you are reading this, death has found me. I was not born on Earth, and neither were you. There is a world called Frayan, and it is attached to Earth like many other worlds. Frayan is the land of the Fray or fairies, as humans know them. There are many names for the people and creatures I used to live with. Two days after you were born, my beloved alpha, a wolf fate, died saving his people and queen. I had grown up with him, he was like a father to me. I would have died to save him, if I were given the chance, but his death was so swift, no one could have prevented it.

        He left behind a heavily pregnant mate.

        I am bound to tell you no more, but I know you need answers. I knew one day you would ask the questions without me saying a word. That one day your true powers will reveal themselves, or worse, she will find you and tell you a twisted version of the truth before killing you.

        I planned ahead in this event, and in the attic of the home we have left you is those answers.

        In the box is something left to me by my alpha…your father.

        Please wear it. It belongs only to you now.

        I cannot tell you of your mother, oh I wish I could. I wish so many things that I feel like you will learn in the most painful ways. Life is not fair to you, and oh how I wish I could change it, my sweet Adelaide.

        They both would have been so proud of the young woman you have grown into.

        The answers lie in the attic, though it might take you a while to figure it out. The Fray make promises, and those promises are woven in powerful magic…remember this.

        I promised never to tell you who you are…it was the only way I could keep you safe all these years. I am sorry I cannot say more.

        Protect Sophie please, and never let her know this. She is your sister, just not in blood, but I hope that means little now.

        This is your secret to bare, and your past to find.

        Remember, I love you. Remember to never trust anyone, especially not anyone who is different like you. Trust must be earnt and promised. Fray make promises, child.

        Never go to Frayan. Things worse than death wait for you there, my sweet Adelaide. So many have died so you can be here. Do not let that go to waste.

        Live.

        Love.

        Be free.

        And please don’t hate us for never telling you.

        Love you always. Mum and Dad.

      

      

      

      I drop the letter on the bed, my shaking hands just hovering where I was holding it as I repeat several parts of the letter over and over in my head. Mum and dad were not my real parents. I wasn’t born on Earth. Someone wants me dead, and there are so many unanswered questions in this letter that I will never be able to ask anyone about. Until a tear drops onto my hand, I don’t notice how completely frozen still I was. They weren’t my biological parents. I repeat the same thing again and again. My biological father is dead, and god knows what happened with my mum. I suppose she is dead as well, or why wouldn’t she come back for me? It takes me a few seconds to realise I’m the reason they have run from packs, from everything all these years. They didn’t want anyone to know how different I am and risk me getting found. The way mum speaks about my biological father, it is clear she thought him as pack. Mum and dad left everything behind to save me. I can’t process how my father was dead before I was born, and I have no clue who my mother was.

      I stare down at the letter, reading the last line again. Love you always. Mum and Dad. Despite this, they were my parents. Mum and dad were always there for me, always loved me, and that must have been real because they never made me feel like I wasn’t their child. I had a lovely life growing up, even moving around all the time. This letter changes nothing about that. I take a deep breath and lower my shaky hands to the box, holding the edges as I calm myself down. No matter my birth, my parents loved me. I know that I’m more upset they never told me all this, but if magic stopped them, how could I blame them for that? Mum said she did it to protect me…but protect me from who? Where the hell is Frayan? I shake my head, knowing that I won’t get those answers by sitting here.

      I wipe my tears away before picking up the small box. I open the lid, revealing a bracelet. It is made of gold with three red gemstones in the middle. The stones glow for a second when I run my finger over them, and I wonder what kind of magic is in these. I glance at the letter for a second, before clipping the bracelet onto my wrist. The stones glow once more when it’s clipped, before going back to their ruby red colour. They match my hair, oddly enough. I look back into the box at the last letter. The letter for Sophie. I can’t even acknowledge that she isn’t my sister by blood, because it means nothing important. Blood is nothing compared to a bond made with love. I wipe my eyes one more time before getting off my bed, walking to the door and opening it. I walk down the corridor to Sophie’s room, and knock two times. I wait for a few moments before she opens the door slightly and frowns at me. Sophie has gotten ready for bed, even though it isn’t that late, and I wonder if she was napping before I woke her.

      “This is for you, from mum and dad’s will,” I tell her, lifting the letter and showing her before she can say a word. She stares at the letter for a while, before shaking her head.

      “I can’t read it…not yet. It doesn’t feel like they are really gone, and if I read that…it might be true, and I don’t know how to cope with it or anything that letter says,” she says, her words filled with a heartbreak I understand too well.

      “I’ve just read mine, and you’re right. This is going to be hard to read,” I admit to her.

      “Will you keep it for me?” she asks, and I can only nod before she shuts the door. I stare at the old wooden door for a few seconds, before looking up at the attic door right above me. Tomorrow, I find out whatever is in this house that mum and dad wanted me to find, and tonight I can cry before putting a brave face on and being the woman my parents raised me to be.
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      “Who is she?” Josh demands, the moment I walk in the door. He is stood in the middle of the corridor, his arms crossed, his black wings spread out as his slightly glowing blue eyes wait for my answer. I bet he has been pacing here since he left Adie’s, knowing Josh. I shake my head at him and head to the lounge, and straight to the bar. I need a drink. I don’t know what happened when I caught Adie in my arms on her driveway, but the need to protect her was overwhelming. There was this almost instant connection, and the only thing I can imagine is that she might be my mate. I can’t know for sure until my wolf sees her, but I’ve never had that kind of reaction to anyone before. I hear Josh following me as I go up to the bar and grab the bottle of Scotch off the counter that someone has left out. I grab two glasses before pouring the drink, hearing Josh tapping his foot behind me.

      “Have a drink,” I tell Josh and take my own drink to the sofa, sitting on the edge and sipping on it, feeling the burn all down my throat which is damn soothing. What kind of fucked up world is it that my possible mate turns up next door to me when I’m on a mission? I would usually tell Josh, but the way he reacted to Adie, I don’t think telling him she might be sticking around in our lives forever is the best idea.

      “Who is she?” he demands, watching me closely. Josh and I grew up together after the war, and there hasn’t been a day we haven’t been in each other’s lives. We literally shared a room as my stepmum took him after he lost his dad, and it was the same for Mich and Nath. We made our own pack, made our own rules and never kept secrets from each other until shit went wrong last year. This mission was meant to help us bond, but that never happened, and now I’m not even sure telling Josh this girl might be my mate is a safe idea. Shit, I don’t think telling Nath and Mich is smart either. None of us want to fuck up this mission, and she could do just that.

      “Adelaide, a shifter. Her and her sister walked into the wrong village, that’s all. They aren’t anything to do with our mission,” I tell him what he wants to know, “though her parents left her that house, and I think you should look into her parents’ past and see who they were. Why they would leave a house here for their kids.” I might regret asking Josh to look them up, but he is the best with computers, and he can find anything about anyone quicker than anyone I know.

      “Freddy—” Josh starts off, picking up his drink and leaning against the bar.

      “You know I hate you—or anyone—calling me that,” I groan, before downing my drink. Only my stepmum and uncle call me that now, purely because I can’t make them stop.

      “Shit, old habits,” Josh says, downing his own drink and looking at me seriously. “Adelaide is damn dangerous to have here right at this moment.”

      “I am going to contact my aunt and get her to come take Adelaide and her sister to the castle,” I tell him, knowing that is the best thing to do. Even if she isn’t my mate, this place isn’t safe. If she is my mate, there is no fucking way in hell she is staying around here and risking her life. “I would ask Winter and the others to take them in, but with the baby on the way…I think it’s best we don’t worry them. If any of them think we have blown this mission, they will pull us back home and all our work is lost.”

      “That’s exactly what I’m worried about,” Josh snaps, looking frustrated. “We have been here four months, and we are so damn close.”

      “My aunt will help, quietly,” I say, and shrug my shoulders. “The problem will be solved in a week.” I think back to Adie, the moment I caught her in my arms and felt a buzz run over my skin as I looked into her green eyes. She is damn stunning. A woman any man could lose his mind over, and she had to move in next door when we are on a mission. If she was a girl I bumped into back home, it would be a different story.

      “Until she goes, we should give her and her sister a protection crystal just in case,” Josh grumbles. “I will get Nath to make one for each of them tomorrow.”

      “She doesn’t scent as just a wolf…did you notice anything?” I ask, wondering if Josh could pick something up that I missed.

      “I can’t see auras, so no. She looked like a typical gorgeous red head to me,” he muses, and I refrain the primal urge to beat the shit out of my brother for calling her gorgeous.

      “I don’t know what she smells of. Even her wolf scent is off. Which is weird considering the amount of half breeds I have met growing up,” I say, moving past his statement about Adie. It’s not like we haven’t shared women before, so I know he wouldn’t fight me for her. I don’t even know if she likes me back, so I don’t know why I am worrying like crazy.

      “All the more reason to get her the hell out of here, brother,” Josh retorts. “Call and make it happen.” I watch as Josh storms out of the room, wondering exactly what is making him more pissed off than usual. He never reveals his powers, and yet he was close to it at Adie’s house. Josh doesn’t let his wings out often, only defensively, and that is odd on its own. I pull my phone out my pocket and call my aunt, waiting as it rings and rings. The scotch didn’t help the feeling in the back of my mind, and I try to think about the last time I had blood to drink. It must have been last Monday. I need a real drink, and it might calm me down a tad.

      “Hello, my boy! How are you doing, laddy?” My aunt’s thick Scottish accent comes down the phone, and I chuckle before answering her. Hearing her accent always makes me feel at home somehow.

      “All good. I need a favour,” I say quickly, getting straight to the point, and she sighs.

      “I could have been guessing that, Freddy,” she replies. “Go on, out with it.”

      “First off, don’t be telling Uncle J or Winter…or dad about this. You know how they overreact,” I remark. Dad has a temper when his family is threatened, so does Uncle J, but his wolf has more of a bite, and Winter still treats me like a kid she needs to protect. I love them, but they don’t think rationally, and I know they think this mission was too much for us to do so young. Winter and her mates would have done this mission if she weren’t pregnant, and I know they are just looking for a reason to pull us out of this.

      “They do not overreact, boy. The last time you asked me not to tell them something, we ended up with one burned-down cottage, a wad of humans who were missing their hair, and two random goats. I wish I had told them, now I think back to it,” she says, and I cringe, remembering Nath’s eighteenth birthday party. That was a good night, just not so much of a good morning when we realised how crazy the night had gone.

      “I was a kid, give me a break,” I groan, hearing her laugh. She never lets that story go. “This is a little more serious.”

      “Out with it then,” she replies more seriously this time.

      “Two sisters have moved into the house next to ours. They are shifters, and if anyone notices them, we are screwed,” I tell her, leaving out the possible mate part. If I told her that, she would tell Uncle J in a heartbeat and bring us all in.

      “Now that is a problem. Have you explained they must leave? Whose pack are they from? Why are they not hidden?” she rapidly asks me.

      “That’s the problem, they aren’t from any pack. Their parents just died recently, and they have nowhere else to go but the house they are in,” I tell her, hearing her sympathised sigh before she replies.

      “They are lucky to be alive. The hunters—” she starts off, but I cut her off. I can’t think of the hunters touching Adie without my wolf stirring and my fangs slowly dropping down. This isn’t going to be easy.

      “I know. I need you to take them back with you,” I ask.

      “When?” she asks, agreeing straight away, no hesitation. My family is always there for me. Pack means family, and I was taught you do anything for family.

      “Next Monday. We are out on a trip, and it is the only time the house won’t be watched. Neither will next door,” I say. “I will tell her to be ready for you, but none of us can be there. We have to keep the boss distracted.”

      “I will make the plan. How old are the sisters?” she asks.

      “One is a kid, and the other is about our age, I reckon,” I reply.

      “A girl looking after a kid at your age…that reminds me of your uncle looking after you as a kid,” she mutters, and I hear a deep grumble of a voice in the background. “Is that Freddy?”

      “Jaxson wants to talk to you. Speak soon and good luck,” she says before there is a rustling as the phone is handed over.

      “What is wrong? Why didn’t you call me first?” Uncle Jaxson demands, of course thinking something is up without me saying a word. I love Uncle J, but we clash a lot now. I guess it’s because we are both alphas, and neither one of us is willing to give up. Let’s just say practice fighting was fun.

      “Nothing is wrong. I wanted to talk to my aunt,” I reply.

      “Bullshit,” he states and chuckles.

      “You can’t prove it, old man,” I joke, and laugh at the line of swear words that he mutters under his breath. He hates that nickname.

      “Seriously, Freds, is the mission going all good? Anything you need? We can get you out in less than ten minutes if you call for us,” he tells me. “Atti is ready to get you out in a second.” Atti is my uncle in a way, or that’s what I ended up calling him. Atti is also a witch, so he can appear anywhere he wants in a moment’s notice. Witches are a pain in the ass to practice fighting against, considering they disappear and reappear in a new place every few seconds. Drives me nuts when Mich does that shit even now.

      “Nothing is wrong. Everything is on plan. How is Winter?” I ask, changing the subject with the only subject I know he gets easily distracted by. Winter, his mate, my awesome stepmum. The queen of all the races and one Adie doesn’t even seem to know about. How can she not know about the war? How can she not know about everything that happened when I was a kid? Winter fought for us all, defeating her father with the help of her four mates. I know none of us would be alive if it weren’t for Winter and how brave she is. Everyone knows she is the direct descendant of a fate, a goddess—the goddess that made all the races. She was always destined to be our queen. My dad and her other mates saved us all too, they are the kings. There has been relative peace since the war, and only one enemy left to deal with. That’s why this mission here is so important. It’s to keep peace, something so many of my kind and family have died to find.

      “Pregnant and eating chocolate, nothing new,” he replies. “Though she is sleeping at the moment, or I’m sure she would want to say hello. Your aunt is here to help out with the gardens for the nature class at the school.” Ah, that makes sense as to why she is at the castle. My aunt lives on the island, and I didn’t expect her to be around, but if there are any issues with plants, my aunt can talk to them as one of her gifts. I used to think it was strange when I would find my aunt talking to flowers, trees and more as a kid, but you soon get used to it.

      “Tell her hello from me and Josh. Tell dad I will call later in the week,” I say. Uncle J doesn’t say he will, but I know my uncle well enough to know he will tell them what I say.

      “How is Josh coping?” Uncle J carefully asks. After what happened at the castle just before we left, I know he has good reason to worry. Uncle J has always been careful around Josh, though Winter never let Uncle J push him out. Neither did Atti who quickly became like a father to Josh.

      “Good,” I simply reply, even though it’s not all truthful.

      “Freddy, I know you’re lying,” Jaxson replies.

      “He is keeping it under control. Chill out. I won’t let him go all demon on my ass,” I insist and rub my face, getting annoyed. We can’t help what we are, and I won’t let Josh destroy himself. I just wish Uncle Jaxson could see that. Only Winter and one of her mates, Atti, understand this. Everyone else is just frightened of him. “I gave to go. Shit to do and all.”

      “Keep safe,” Jaxson says, and I can tell from his tone he wants to warn me or say something stupid.

      “Don’t say it. Josh is a brother to me. End of story,” I remind him. “What happened was an accident, and Nath can stop him if it happens again…which it won’t.”

      “He is dangerous,” Uncle J replies. “I only want you safe, and I don’t think you can be safe with him at your side. Not until he learns to control that temper.”

      “A lot of people said that about Winter when they discovered what she is, yet you defended her,” I remind him.

      “It’s not the same, and you know it,” he tells me. Asshole.

      “Later, Uncle J,” I mutter and end the call. I slam the phone on the sofa, and it bounces off, hitting the floor and smashing into pieces. Shit. I need another drink.
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      “Why can’t I go to school again? Why do we have to stay here?” Sophie whines as she finishes her breakfast and just stares at me for an answer. Someone got up on the wrong side of the bed this morning.

      “I told you, it isn’t safe. We are leaving here next week and going somewhere that is safe. I am sure they will have a school for you there, with shifters like you,” I tell her, before eating another spoonful of my cornflakes. Thank god we have one box of cereal and a carton of milk that I picked up from a gas station on the way. The next job is a big shop, and I have googled the local supermarket. Thankfully they have a decent sized Tesco in the village. After not sleeping well, I got up super early and spent the time unpacking the kitchen, bedroom and lounge. There is a box of spare things to go up in the attic, and I know I need to get brave and go up there at some point.

      “Whatever. I don’t want to go,” she says. “Why do we always have to do what you want?!”

      “Sophie, you know we have to be safe or we will be caught and likely dead before we can even blink. Trust me, this isn’t what I want after just moving you here,” I tell her. “The hunters are everywhere, and any chance to be safe, I have to take that. For us both. Imagine a life where you don’t have to hide who you are and pretend to be human, when you are not one of them.”

      “I want to believe you, but I know you believed the shifter guy last night without a second thought. Even mum would have said that is dangerous,” she states. I don’t want to admit she is right, and I might have made a mistake trusting him. The instant bond we have is strange, and it’s freaking me out, the more I think about it. The more I think about him. Since he left, I have this crazy urge to shift and run to find him. I’m sure that it is just my wolf hasn’t shifted in a while, making her clearly crazy.

      “He wasn’t lying. I know it,” I tell her instead of what I’m thinking.

      “How?” she asks, tilting her head to the side a little as she stares at me.

      “You can scent lies on people. It’s a shifter thing,” I say, shrugging my shoulders.

      “I can’t do that,” she replies. “Neither could mum or dad. Or they would have caught me lying to them many times before.” I go to say something, when I realise that I might have this ability from my birth parents, and I can’t tell Sophie any of that.

      “Some wolves get gifts, remember mum telling us that? Who knows, you might get a cool gift when you change at sixteen. Anyway, unless I’m looking for a lie, watching someone super closely, I can’t always pick up a lie,” I say. Not that I got anything or changed at all at sixteen. I’ve always been able to spot lies, move quickly, and my wolf is different than my parents’ were. I don’t even really look like a wolf when I shift. Mum always said it was normal, but now I think about it, I know it isn’t.

      “That’s in eight months, and I doubt it will be anything cool,” she mumbles.

      “I miss us talking like this,” I state, and I know I have said something wrong when she picks up her tablet, not looking at me, and slides off the table, walking to the door of the kitchen and pausing right before walking out.

      “I’m going to stay in my room for the day. I have a lot to unpack,” Sophie informs me, not looking back at me as she speaks. She opens the door and walks out, and I know there isn’t anything I can say to stop her. I don’t understand her reaction to me sometimes. She is grieving though, and no one, especially not a teenager, deals with grief well.

      “Shit, I suck at this,” I mutter to myself. I shake my head and quickly clean up the kitchen after breakfast. Looking at the nearly empty fridge, I know I can’t put off shopping for much longer, so I grab my keys off the side.

      “I’m going to the shops,” I shout up the stairs as I slide my flat ballet shoes on by the door. I quickly pull my skinny jeans up my hips a little, as this pair always slips down which I like, being it makes me feel thin. I pull my light grey jumper into place and make sure my hair is smooth in the ponytail I put it up in earlier. I go to shout again when she finally replies.

      “Bye,” she shouts back down. Well, at least it’s a response. I unlock the front door before walking out, and shutting it behind me. I glance at the house next door, the way it looks completely silent and still, and so much more modern than mine. Someone has taken the time to repaint it, replace the windows with double glazed ones and mow the lawn, which is a nice green colour. It looks much better than the yellow, overgrown grass on my front lawn. I suppose it doesn’t matter when we are only staying here a week. There are three cars parked out front of the guys’ house. Two of them are red, shiny, new and sporty. Not that I’d know the name of the car. They all look the same to me. The last one is more practical, bigger and painted black. The fourth guy must not have a car, or he is out or something. As I stare, I start to wonder if I can trust these complete strangers. Everything my parents ever taught me was to not trust people that aren’t family. Then I remember the fact mum and dad lied to me my whole life, and never trusted me with the truth. Was Sophie right? Should I not trust these shifters? I quickly shuffle my feet to my own falling apart car, and after turning the key in the lock three times, it finally opens.

      “Adie?” a male voice gently asks from a distance, and I turn a little, still holding the car door as a man walks over to me from the other house. This guy has dark blond hair that is lighter at the tips which I reckon he dyes. I don’t look at his hair long though, because I’m distracted by his lack of shirt and the work out trousers which are dipping low on his hips. A line of sweat makes his skin shimmer, and there is a pair of headphones in his hand attached to his phone. He must be a runner.

      “Who are you?” I ask, keeping my hand tightly on the door for some kind of protection. When he gets closer and stops, I can smell that he is human, but I know he must be hiding it somehow like Rick did. I really need to find out how they hide who they are. I stare at the man, wondering why he seems so familiar to me. I find myself relaxing around him, even though he is a complete stranger.

      “Nathaniel, but my friends call me Nath,” he says, lifting a muscular arm and rubbing the back of his neck. I stare at him speechless for a little while, not picking up his scent no matter how much I try to make out what he is. I suppose I could just ask.

      “Are you human?” I ask.

      “Err, no. It’s this,” he points to his wrist, and I see the thick black leather bracelet that I didn’t see before. “It has crystals in it that make me seem human.”

      “That must be useful in this kind of world,” I muse, eyeing the bracelet.

      “Very,” he says, grinning as he lowers his arm, and we both smile at each other until he clears his throat. “Are you going out?”

      “Yeah. I know Rick wanted me to come over in the morning, but we need food first,” I explain.

      “Rick wants you to have a protection bracelet on when you go to the village. Just in case. Can you come back to mine first, and then go out?” he asks. “It isn’t safe. Don’t make me have to follow you to the shops and kick anyone’s ass who tries to attack you.” I laugh, not sure if he is kidding or not because of the protective way he is staring at me.

      “When you put it like that, coming to yours and getting a bracelet might be easier,” I muse, and I enjoy how he seems happy.

      “Damn, I was hoping we could spend more time together,” he winks at me, making my cheeks go as bright red as my hair before nodding his head at the house. “Come on then, beautiful. Welcome to my home.”
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      “After you,” Nath says, holding his front door open for me, and flashing me a seductive grin. Damn if it doesn’t make my legs feel weak. I’m not used to hot guys. Not like Rick, Nath and even the scary Josh seem to be. Let’s hope the last guy isn’t this hot. I clear my throat before sliding past Nath into the cool feeling house. Unlike our house, someone has knocked the walls down on this floor, making it a huge open plan living/kitchen room, with a bar in the corner by the window. The staircase is in the middle, with a door on the side of it. There are brown leather sofas, a coffee table and a massive tv in the lounge area, and the kitchen has white counters, silver fridge and other silver appliances scattered around. I’m shocked at how tidy the house is when it has four guys living in it. I spot a basket of dirty clothes by the washing machine which has a load in and is turned on. Guys who know how to work a washing machine? That was practically unheard of in university. All the guys who were good looking had sticks up their asses and their parents to pay to make sure they didn’t lift a finger.

      “Can you wait down here while I get the bracelet?” Nath asks. I nod, and I stupidly decide to mutter under my breath.

      “And a shirt so all women can breathe again.”

      “What was that? Keep my shirt off? No problem, beautiful,” Nath comments, spinning around and winking at me before turning back and running up the stairs as I stare speechless. I so didn’t just say that. I rub my arms as I look around the still room, spotting the half-opened packet of Oreo biscuits on the side. My tummy rumbles as I stare at them, knowing that the cornflakes did not fill the hole earlier. I suppose borrowing one Oreo couldn’t hurt. I walk over and pull the wrapper back, sliding out one of the biscuits from heaven.

      “Rick loves the shit out of those, you might not want to eat them all,” Nath says, making me jump out my skin and turn as he gets to the bottom of the stairs. How the hell did he move so silently?

      “Sorry, Oreos are hard to resist,” I admit. “They are my favourite biscuits.”

      “Don’t be sorry. No one else likes them, and Rick isn’t here,” Nath replies with a light chuckle, and I can’t help but smile at the charming guy, “but we have another problem.”

      “What’s up?” I ask.

      “The bracelets aren’t done yet, so that means you can’t go into the village for food,” Nath states. “Good news, we have lots of food here.”

      “I’m not borrowing your food. One trip into town isn’t going to hurt,” I say, finishing off the biscuit and walking to the door. I don’t get close as Nath runs over and blocks my exit, his chest brushing against my arm and sending shivers through me.

      “It could hurt if the wrong people see you there. Therefore, you can’t go,” he insists, folding his large arms across his still naked chest, and I gulp, forcing myself to look away from his muscular arms.

      “Are you really going to try and stop me?” I ask, knowing my voice comes out more than a little flirty.

      “It won’t be trying, beautiful. You’re a tiny girl who might shift into a wolf, but I doubt you know how to fight your way past me,” he retorts. I cross my own arms and glare up at him, knowing my wolf is thinking it’s a good idea if I just shift and let her deal with the problem.

      “I can’t fight, but I sure can bite something if you don’t move,” I say, dropping my eyes to his crotch to make a point. When I look back up, Nath has the biggest grin on his face, and I know he isn’t taking me seriously at all. We both look away from each other as the door opens behind Nath, and he steps to my side. I move away from him as his arm brushes against mine again, which seems to amuse him more. Rick frowns at us both as he comes in and shuts the door.

      “What are you guys doing standing by the door?” he asks.

      “Nothing,” both Nath and I say at the same time, and I shake my head. “Adie needs to go food shopping, but the bracelet isn’t ready yet. I suggested she borrow some of our food, but she still wants to go.”

      “You can’t go,” Rick agrees, looking at Nath as he talks and pretending like I’m not even here. “We should go and get the food she wants. It makes more sense.”

      “I didn’t think of that. I will go and get a shirt,” Nath states.

      “I didn’t say yes to you going for me!” I shout at Nath’s back as he totally ignores me to run up the stairs.

      “Look, we don’t want the wrong people seeing you and telling the hunters. I’m sure you want the same thing, so let us go. It’s only one day and then you have the bracelets, and you can go wherever you like,” he says to me, sounding reasonable which is so hard to argue with.

      “Alright, fine. Is there anything I can do around the house to repay you for going?” I ask.

      “Well first off, you can write a list and text me it. Hand me your phone a sec,” he asks, and I slide it out my jean pocket and hand it to him.

      “Password,” he asks, with a little smile.

      “I’m not telling you that. Just turn it to look at me. It has that face scanner thingy,” I say, and Rick turns the phone, which unlocks after I slide it open.

      “It was worth a shot. I want to get to know you, and people’s passwords usually say a lot about them,” Rick says, typing numbers into my phone.

      “How so?” I ask.

      “Say the person’s password is their pet’s name. You know the thing they love the most in a second. Say it was their children’s, you know their favourite or only child means the most…but what if it was a brand name? Like the name of their car make. You then learn that person cares more about his car than anything else,” he tells me, never looking up once.

      “What is your password?” I ask.

      “It’s a secret, Red. One I might tell you one day,” he winks at me before handing me the phone back, locking his blue eyes on mine.

      “I’m going to get a bottle of water while you make a list. Then maybe you could help me with something,” he tells me and walks off after I nod. I quickly type a list and search for Rick’s number. I laugh when I see he has put his number as “Rick, the one I fell for.” I send him the list just as he walks back to me.

      “I like it when you smile, Red,” he remarks and nods his head towards the stairs. “Come up.”

      “What exactly do you want me to do?” I ask, following him up the stairs.

      “I need you to watch someone. We don’t ever leave her alone in the house…not after last time,” he pauses, looking like he was going to tell me the situation and then changes his mind, and waits for me at the top of the stairs. “Anyways, Nath and I will go to the store. Mich and Josh are out, so we need a babysitter of sorts.”

      “Babysitting I can do,” I say. I wonder how old the child is and if any of the guys are the parents. “Which one of you is her dad?”

      “Oh, none of us, but she is kinda like our child,” Rick laughs, walking down the hallway with cream painted walls and dark wooden floors. “We are all recently single if you were wondering.”

      “All of you at the same time are recently single?” I ask.

      “We like to share sometimes,” Rick says, winking at me as I stare wide-eyed at what he is suggesting. Rick doesn’t seem to notice my shock as he opens the third door in the corridor, and walks in. I follow him into the room that is clearly his bedroom. There are clothes on the wooden floor, which he quickly picks up and throws in a washing basket.

      “Sorry, I don’t usually have company,” he admits, picking up more clothes.

      “I’m usually messier, so don’t worry,” I say and freeze when I hear a light snoring noise.

      “What is that?” I ask, staring at the little pink creature sleeping in Rick’s dark wooden bed. The creature is so small that her whole body is on the white pillow, and she has the sheet tightly wrapped around her. I move closer, staring at her sparkly pink hair that matches her light pink skin. She has little pink wings that look like the wings from a butterfly. Oh my god, she reminds me of Tinkerbell, only not blonde. Is she a fairy?

      “Tay, a pixie. Please, for your own sake, don’t let her get hold of any alcohol while we are gone,” Rick warns me, picking up his wallet off a box at the end of the bed.

      “Why?” I slowly ask, staring at the innocent creature. She is so cute.

      “You don’t want to know, Red, you really don’t,” he chuckles, walking out of the room. Well, that isn’t worrying at all. I run and catch up with him just before he goes downstairs.

      “Don’t you need my bank card for the food?” I ask, going to find it in my bag.

      “Nope. Consider it a moving-in gift,” Rick says and runs down the stairs before I can even say no. Nath comes out his room, a pair of keys in his hand, a white shirt covering his chest up, and grins at me.

      “Good luck with Tay,” he laughs. I look back at the small creature. How could anything that innocent looking be that hard to watch?
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      “Stop throwing things at me! You crazy little pixie!” I shout at her, ducking with a squeak as she throws a cup at my head and it smashes into pieces on the wall just above me. I run out of the kitchen and towards the sofa, hiding behind it. I glance around the sofa, seeing the pixie is looking for something else to throw at me. That cute little thing is evil. Since the—not so innocent after all—pixie woke up, all she has done is throw things at me. At first, I thought the pillow throwing was cute, but when she decided to pick up much heavier things, it wasn’t so cute after all.

      “Go!” the pixie demands, her voice sweet and sugary, and far too bloody close for my liking. I peek over the sofa, and she is flying, holding a sharp knife not far away.

      “Right, this has gone way too far! Damn Rick for not explaining you are psycho, pixie! I’m not leaving, and if you don’t put that knife down right now, I am going to shift and let my wolf eat you,” I say, standing up off the floor and holding my hands on hips. Tay looks at the knife and back to me, seriously debating my words.

      “Rick?” she asks, the affection for him clear in her tone.

      “Rick asked me to watch you while he runs to the shops,” I reply, and she drops the knife and grins, looking me up and down.

      “Be gone,” she retorts, and I can tell she is jealous. Am I really arguing with a tiny, pink, glittery pixie?

      “I’m not going anywhere,” I dryly reply, and she tilts her tiny little head to the side before raising her hands and transforming into an owl. The owl is white, with pink feathers laced into the fur. Tay, the owl, flies off up the stairs, and I collapse onto the sofa, resting my head back. I don’t know if I should be proud that I won a fight with a pixie the size of my hand, but I am. I so am. I pull my phone out and text Sophie to check she is okay, and I only get a simple thumbs up emoji as a reply. Nice. I glance around at the now trashed room and know I should clean it up. Even if it was their fault for not telling me about the crazy pixie who can throw like a quarterback. I pick the knife up and slide it back into the drawer that is left open in the kitchen. I find a broom resting by the back door and quickly start sweeping up all the broken cups, glasses and plates. Just as I finish getting it all into a pile, the doorbell rings. As I wonder if I should answer it, they ring again, and I sigh, knowing I should. I rest the broom against the wall. I run to the door and open it. A man resting on a walking stick stands completely still as he smiles at me. The man is older, about fifty I believe, with short grey hair and brown eyes. He has a brown suit on, and I glance at the walking stick that he heavily leans on, seeing a yellow crystal on top, cut out in the shape of a dragon. I scent him as completely human.

      “Hi! Can I help you?” I ask, holding onto the door.

      “I’m looking for Rick, Mich, Nath or Josh. Are any of them in?” he replies, looking behind me.

      “No, sorry. They just popped out,” I explain.

      “Who are you? I say, we don’t see many new people around here and none as lovely as you are,” he asks, and I laugh.

      “I’m new to town. My name is Adelaide,” I say and hold out a hand. He grabs my hand rather roughly to shake, just as a car pulls into the drive. Josh smoothly gets out the black sports car I haven’t seen before, his dark eyes locking on me for a moment before looking over at the man.

      “Josh. Perfect timing,” the man says as Josh runs up the path and stands next to the man.

      “Mr. Graves. I didn’t expect to see you at my home,” Josh says, and Mr. Graves slowly lets my hand fall and pulls his eyes off me.

      “I wanted to check in on you after the mission this morning. I know it wasn’t easy capturing that family. The life of hunters can be a hard job. I should know, half my body is burnt due to a shifter,” Mr. Graves says calmly, but everything in me starts to panic as I try to process what he just said. I glance back down at the yellow dragon, and remember the symbol advertised everywhere since Paris fell. The sign of the Hunter’s Organisation. They are hunters. Why would these supernaturals be hunters unless they like to hunt their own kind.

      “Capturing?” I whisper.

      “Yes, a family of witches. Josh and the others are our finest hunters,” Mr. Graves muses, watching me closely. “Good hunters are always hard to find these days.”

      “I imagine. They need to be good at lying and keeping secrets, I suppose,” I say, keeping my eyes locked with Josh’s so he knows that sentence was meant for him and his friends. He looks more and more pissed off by the second.

      “Ah, I feel we could get along. How do you two know each other?” Mr. Graves asks.

      “Adelaide is our…cousin…distant cousin who needed a place to stay,” Josh smoothly answers, only pausing a little bit to make up a lie. He must be used to lying to make something up on the spot and seem so convincing as he says it.

      “Now, I do like people who look after their own. Do you have a job yet, Adelaide? I imagine it is hard to find work in this small village, and it is such a drive to the main town,” Mr. Graves asks me, and I can only shake my head for an answer, pulling my eyes from Josh to Mr. Graves.

      “N-no,” I clear my throat. “No, I haven’t had a chance to look for a job yet, but it is my plan to find one soon.”

      “My receptionist is having a baby, and I need to find a local person for a replacement. What do you say to working with me?” he suggests. “I certainly pay well.”

      “You’re offering me a job?” I ask, a little thrown back in shock.

      “Well, I want to help the cousin of my best hunters. It might make them stay in my division a little longer and ignore those head-hunters who will likely pay them more,” he says, and both Josh and he laugh. Though Josh’s couldn’t sound more fake if he tried.

      “Can I have some time to think on it?” I ask, feeling more than a little nervous now. I’m a shifter. I can’t work for the hunters like my crazy ass neighbours.

      “Of course! Why doesn’t one of your cousins bring you in for a tour tomorrow, and you can decide if you like it,” he suggests.

      “Sounds perfect,” I say slowly, and he grins.

      “Yes, it does. I will see you at base, Josh,” Mr. Graves says. “Lovely to meet you, Adelaide. Such an unusual name you have there.” I smile tightly and watch as he turns, waking down the path. He gets into the white Jeep with dark windows I can’t see through before driving off.

      “You have no fucking idea what you just did,” Josh growls, and I cross my arms, growling low as his eyes glow.

      “Don’t threaten me,” I snap.

      “Or what?”
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      “What the fuck is going on?” Rick exclaims, and my wolf turns her head, looking over at Rick and Nath standing in the doorway with bags of shopping in their hands. My wolf looks back down at Josh, who is underneath her and who she has been fighting with for the last ten minutes. Well, I wouldn’t say fighting, not when Josh has been pushing me away like I’m a puppy. Josh laughs, pushing me off him in one smooth movement.

      “Adie lost her temper, shifted and tried to bite me,” Josh explains, fixing his crumpled shirt.

      “And you didn’t knock her out?” Rick asks, sounding a little shocked. I growl, shaking my head as Josh smirks at me. I can’t be knocked out that easy.

      “I didn’t want to hurt her, so I let her play for a bit,” Josh states, and my wolf sits back, feeling more than a little annoyed.

      “Adie, your wolf…” Nath murmurs, and I remember how strange my wolf must look to them. My back is black with blue lines swirled into the fur. I have a strange circle of blue swirls on my forehead and my ears are pointy. Like seriously tall. It makes it so I can hear miles away while I’m in this form, but I don’t have a clue what the blue swirls are for or from. After reading that letter from mum, I’m guessing it’s a Fray thing. I glance at my foot, seeing that the red bracelet has stayed on and is attached around my leg, just before my right paw.

      “Is weird right?” Josh remarks, smoothing down his messy hair. My wolf steps closer, baring her teeth with a long growl.

      “Not weird. Just different,” Rick suggests, interrupting my wolf’s thoughts as she watches Rick instead. He puts the shopping bag on the floor, walking slowly over to me. “I’ve never seen a wolf that looks like you.”

      “The ears make her look like a cat,” Josh remarks, and I growl once again.

      “Josh, why don’t you go to Adie’s with Nath, and get some clothes for her,” Rick suggests, but it comes out as more of a growl. Nath opens the door, and Josh looks between us with an annoyed frown.

      “Whatever,” Josh replies emotionlessly and walks out the door after Nath, shutting it behind him.

      “Shift back so we can talk?” Rick asks and picks a blanket up off the back of one of the sofas and places it in front of me. “I will turn around and wait.” I pull my wolf back and shake off the light pain from the change before grabbing the blanket and wrapping it around me. When it’s secure, I reach and touch Rick’s shoulder, so he can turn. He goes to say something, but I put my hand up.

      “Oh, I can start off,” I growl out. “One, the wild ass pixie spent half an hour throwing things at me, and you could have warned me about that ball of crazy! Two, you are working for the hunters? Are you insane or do you actually hunt your own kind?”

      “If I hunted my own kind, do you really think I would be protecting you?” he asks, not seeming bothered about my outbreak. “And I am sorry about Tay. We will go back to that one later after I’ve had a word with her.”

      “What are you doing then?” I ask, needing to understand why they are working with hunters. Hunters are nasty people. The videos on YouTube of what they have done to my kind, it is horrible. Hunters take pleasure in hunting us and have the backing of a world full of scared humans.

      “How do you know we are working for the hunters?” he asks.

      “Mr. Graves came here and told me. He offered me a job…and I have to go into the base to be shown around tomorrow,” I tell him, and his eyes widen in shock.

      “Fucking hell,” he mutters, rubbing the back of his head. The front door opens again, and this time a guy I haven’t seen walks in, stopping when he sees me in just a blanket. He raises his dark eyebrows at Rick.

      “Adie, this is Mich,” Rick introduces us, pronouncing Mich like Mitch. Mich has short brown-nearly-black hair and dark eyes. He has a business looking suit on, that goes well with his serious expression. He has a smoothly shaven face, and he is just as good looking as his friends. I can’t scent him as anything other than human, and even then he smells good.

      “The wolf?” Mich asks, his voice is husky and deep, and not impressed. “Sleeping with her already? I thought you were sending her away from here, not keeping her. Now is not the time to be fucking around, Rick.”

      “I’ve just met you all, and you think I would sleep with any of you that quickly?” I ask.

      “You are in just a blanket,” he responds.

      “I shifted…and ripped my clothes over there,” I point at the pile of clothes, and he doesn’t even bother looking.

      “You are going to be trouble for us all,” Mich remarks, looking at me like I stole his steak off his dinner plate before literally disappearing into thin air.

      “What the hell?” I ask, staring at where Mich literally just was.

      “Witches. Well, Mich is a half witch, half shifter,” Rick explains. “Do you not know about other kinds?”

      “I know witches, angels, shifters and vampires exist. Just not their powers,” I explain.

      “Well, we are all half breeds here. I’m half shifter and half vampire,” he tells me. “The others you will have to guess.” He winks.

      “Do you drink blood?” I ask, curious if he needs it.

      “Yes. Only once or twice a month,” he explains.

      “I didn’t know half breeds were a thing, but it makes sense,” I say, and Nath walks through the door with a pile of clothes and is rubbing the side of his head where a cut is healing.

      “Your sister wasn’t happy about us coming over, and she threw a shoe at my head,” Nath explains, handing me the clothes as I try not to laugh.

      “The bathroom is down there, under the stairs,” Rick points and whacks Nath on the arm. I walk away but still hear Rick speaking quietly to Nath. “You got beat up by a tiny girl, seriously, man? Way to look cool.”

      I chuckle as I pull the bathroom door open and step inside, shutting the door and taking a deep breath as I make a mental plan. Get changed. Find out why they are working for hunters. If they are the bad guys…run.
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      “Thanks,” I say as Nath hands me a cup of tea, and Rick offers me a chocolate bar from the bags of shopping. I’ve already eaten Rick’s Oreos, which Nath seemed really surprised that Rick would share them with me. These last few days have just been insane, and I literally have no idea how to process it. Mum and dad aren’t my real parents. There is somewhere safe for shifters to live. Pixies are real, cute and crazy. I wasn’t born on Earth, and my neighbours are hunters. Safe to say, I need more than a cup of tea and chocolate to get my head around all of this. Being at university and studying history seems like years ago now.

      “Chocolate always makes things better,” Rick explains. I’m surprised that he knows that. Guys don’t usually seem to care.

      “Do you want some?” I ask as Nath sits next to Rick on the sofa.

      "My stepmum, Winter, loves chocolate too. We learnt very quickly that no one comes between a woman and her chocolate... not unless you want an angry, crazy person chasing you,” Rick says, and Nath nods his agreement, a look of fear crossing over their faces. “So, it’s all yours.” This Winter sounds awesome, and I can’t wait to meet her. I pop some more chocolate in my mouth, trying not to laugh.

      “Well, thanks…but I still need some real answers about the hunters,” I remark, putting the chocolate bar on the coffee table and wrapping my hands around the warm cup as I watch them for answers.

      “Ten years ago, Paris fell,” Nath starts off and pauses as I nod my head.

      “I know. Everyone knows that,” I reply.

      “Let me tell the story then, smartass,” Nath retorts, and I chuckle. “There was a big war between the supernaturals and demons. Demons were the creatures that destroyed Paris, not the supernaturals like the world has everyone believing.”

      “I didn’t know demons existed,” I reply. I can’t imagine they are nice things to be around.

      “Demons are from hell, and they can possess other people’s bodies, amongst other things. Queen Winter and her four mates won the war, sent the demons back to hell, and closed the only portal. After that, Earth knew of supernaturals and wanted revenge for the millions of people that died,” he tells me. When Paris was destroyed, mum and dad had moved us to Spain, and we hid well. Regardless, life changed for everyone overnight.

      “They wanted a way to make sure it never happened again, and the Hunter’s Organisation stepped up,” Rick carries on the story, “being the heroes everyone wanted by destroying the creatures and people they feared.”

      “The Hunter’s Organisation was once a private business that was small, and they hunted supernaturals in secret. After Paris, they got the backing of the governments all over the world and started to grow in mass numbers,” Nath fills in what I always suspected happened with them. About a year after Paris, adverts looking for people to hire for hunters appeared all over TV and the internet. There were also warnings, ways to look for people that were different and where to find them.

      “They attacked any supernatural. They took them, experimented on them and killed them. So, Winter and the kings attacked them back, destroying as many places as they could find and taking back our people in the beginning,” Rick tells me.

      “But that didn’t stop the hunters,” I finish his story.

      “No, it had the bad effect of making the hunters more popular. They got more money, they grew faster, and Winter was forced to back off because it was putting everyone at risk,” he explains.

      “So how are you guys involved now?” I ask.

      “Winter wasn’t stupid, she never has been, and she never gives up on her own people. She knew that the best way to take down any organisation is having spies and learning how to take them down from the inside rather than blindly attacking,” Rick answers.

      “That’s what you are?” I ask.

      “Kind of, but not exactly. Winter has spies in every organisation in the world now, except for the one in this village. The one here is the main base, with the most secrets and extreme tests to get hired. We have spent months getting in and getting close to Mr. Graves who leads everything. Yet, he doesn’t trust us, and we can’t figure out how to get him to,” Nath explains, seeming frustrated.

      “What is the plan then?” I ask.

      “There are ten floors to the base, and we need to evacuate every floor at the same time, and then blow the place up. Every spy is ready to do the same across the entire world, and put the hunters out of business for good,” Rick tells me. “This has been planned for a long time…we can’t mess it up. There are thousands of lives on the line.”

      “I don’t understand why you can’t just go ahead with the plan now,” I ask. They are already hunters, and they are already inside the base every day, it seems, for work. What are they waiting for? Surely every day is dangerous in case they get caught.

      “Only Mr. Graves’s closest hunters go to the last two floors. We can’t get the codes for them, not until he trusts us more than he does right now,” Nath replies to me. “If we make the plan, we need the codes, or we can’t rescue anyone, and the mission would be for nothing.”

      “Once you get the codes?” I ask.

      “We set a date and then boom, we finish our mission and go home to our people,” Rick says with a big smile that slowly drifts into a more serious frown as he looks at me. “The problem now is you.”

      “Me?” I whisper.

      “Mr. Graves invited you to work with him, and if we send you to the castle, and you just disappear…he isn’t going to take that well,” Rick practically growls, sounding extremely over protective and worried about me at the same time. Nath briefly glances at his friend with a confused look before blanking his expression. I don’t know what is up with Rick, but I don’t need some protective alpha right now. I’m sure he is just worried about the chance of me messing up their mission.

      “I can’t stay near a hunter base with my sister,” I remark. “We have to leave.”

      “I’m not suggesting Sophie stays,” Rick lightly tells me, and I pick up on his unspoken statement.

      “But you’re suggesting I do?” I ask.

      “Yes,” Rick answers. “Just for a month, and then you can say you miss home and want to go back. Make some excuse up, and you can then leave.”

      “That can’t be safe.”

      “I will never let anything happen to you, none of us will. Anytime you are there, we will be near you and keeping watch,” Rick firmly tells me, and I don’t doubt him, but the idea of going into a hunter base is terrifying.

      “I don’t have a choice, do I?” I whisper.

      “You do. If you want to go, you can go to the castle, and we will leave the mission. But it will cost a lot of innocent people’s lives. There are over fifty supernaturals kept in that base that we have seen go in, and god knows how many were in there before we got the job,” Rick replies. One look into his blue eyes, and I know he means it. If I don’t want to do this, I can just walk away, but that would be a coward’s actions. I’m no coward. If it was the other way around, and I was locked in a hunter base, I would want someone to save me. These guys are doing the right thing, and I can’t walk away, forcing them to give it up. I’d hate myself, and they would no doubt hate me too.

      “Then I will stay to help, but you have to promise me that you will protect me if something goes wrong,” I ask.

      “I will always protect you. I promise,” Rick says.

      “Same,” Nath answers, staring at me intently as I sip on my cup of tea, wishing the warm drink would somehow make me feel better about all of this.

      “Then I best go home and tell Sophie the news,” I eventually say.

      “Sophie will love the castle. My stepmum’s best friend has a daughter who’s nearly the same age as Sophie, and a total troublemaker. She will make friends, and it’s only going to be one month until you are back with her,” Rick tries to comfort me, but it’s hard not to worry.

      “Sophie has lost her parents, all her friends and her old home. Now I’m about to tell her she won’t see her sister for a while, and she has to leave…it isn’t going to go well, no matter what I say to her,” I reply.

      “Let’s hope she doesn’t throw anything at you,” Nath says, rubbing his head even though the bump has healed. I smile internally.

      “I’ll be sure to hide the shoes,” I can’t resist but say, and Nath glares at me. “After all, they are scary in the hands of a little girl.” Rick laughs, while Nath doesn’t look at all impressed. I finish drinking my tea before leaving the cup on the coffee table and standing up.

      “From now on, one of us will be at your house at all times. For safety reasons,” Rick informs me, and Nath nods in agreement. “No more risks.”

      “I will go over to stay tonight. Let me just grab the bracelets and the crystals to work on, and some pajamas,” Nath says and jogs to the stairs before I can even tell him no.

      “I didn’t even agree to letting him stay,” I protest. “Or any of you to stay for that matter.” Rick walks around the coffee table to me and places his hand on my shoulder. The little contact sends shivers all over me, and I can’t help but focus on how nice his hand feels.

      “Let us keep you safe. If anything happened to you, none of us would ever be able to forgive ourselves,” he urges, his voice gentle, and I stare into his blue eyes that are brighter than I thought they were.

      “Okay,” I find myself saying, and he slowly slides his hand down my arm, sending goose bumps and making me shiver all over again. If he knows the effect he is having on me, he doesn’t show it. I’m sure a guy that looks like him and is a prince, is used to this effect on women.

      “Thank you, Adie,” he grins, removing his hand and walking around me to the piles of shopping. “I will carry your shopping back for you. Let’s go home, Nath can catch up.” Why do I like him calling my house home?
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      “Sophie, come on. You know I’m right,” I plead with her, even though my reasoning isn’t getting through to her, despite how many times I’ve told her my explanation of why she has to leave and I have to stay.

      “NO! I hate you! You’re leaving me alone and sending me away! Why would you do this to me?!” she shouts through the locked bedroom door. I slide down the door, wrapping my arms around my legs and resting my head back against it.

      “You don’t hate me, or you wouldn’t be so upset about this,” I retort, hearing her cry and wishing she would open the door. I could break it down with one kick, but it’s not the point. She needs to let me in. And I also don’t want to fix a broken door as I have no clue how to do that.

      “I’m scared,” she whispers through sobs, my shifter hearing just barely picking up on it.

      “I know you are, and I am too. I’m scared that if I’m selfish and keep you here with me, you will be killed. I’m scared that you will really hate me for making you leave, even though it is the right thing to do,” I explain my feelings to her, hoping it will make her understand. “I’m most scared that I’m letting mum and dad down in some way by making the right choice and letting you go.”

      “I don’t hate you. I’m sorry I said that,” I hear her mumble, and it’s surprising how relieved I am to hear her say it.

      “I know you don’t hate me, sis. It’s only one month, and I will be back. Just one month. Mum and dad raised you to be strong, just like they raised me to be. I know you can do this,” I reply and hear her footsteps across the room as I pull myself to my feet. Sophie opens the door and flings herself into my arms, holding me tight as she cries.

      “Mum and dad went out, leaving me with a babysitter for a few days, and they promised they would come back…they didn’t come back. I don’t want you to not come back,” she whispers, but my sensitive hearing picks it up, and she knows I can hear her.

      “I am coming back, Sophie. I will be back, and you can show me all around the castle, and no doubt introduce me to the friends you will make there,” I tell her, and she lets me go, nodding rapidly before wiping her eyes.

      “Did you bring food back? I’m hungry,” she remarks, clearly wanting to change the subject, and I awkwardly laugh.

      “Yes, I just put it all away, and Nath is making sandwiches for us,” I say.

      “Who is Nath, and why is he here?” she asks, crossing her arms.

      “Nath is one of the neighbours, and different like us. He will be staying tonight for protection. One of them will be staying here every night,” I tell her, and she bites her nails, clearly thinking it over. “Why don’t you go down and ask if he needs help? I’m going to put some of the spare things in the attic before I come down.”

      “Okay. As long as he isn’t messy, can cook, and puts the toilet seat down, then he can stay,” she says.

      “Why don’t you tell him your demands as he makes you food? I’m sure he can comply with them,” I say, biting my lip, trying not to laugh at the thought of Sophie telling Nath what to do after she threw a shoe at him. She nods, clearly thinking that it’s a good idea, and walks past me to go down the stairs.

      I go to my room and pick up the box of spare things I want to put in the attic, knowing I’ve put off going up there long enough. The whole reason mum and dad left us this house was for whatever they hid up there. I walk back to the corridor and put the box on the floor before reaching up for the attic door. I pull the door down, revealing the ladder stairs, which easily slide down to the ground. After climbing up the steps, I look around the dark attic for any sign of a light. I reach into my pocket and pull my phone out, turning the flash on and using it to find a switch for the light. The switch isn’t far away; I reach over turning it on, and it lights up the massive room. I climb up the final steps and climb onto the floor which has carpet done. I stare around at the room which is full of old-looking boxes and one massive desk covered in books. I walk to the desk, first sitting down on the old chair which squeaks from the movement. Each of the books looks ancient, and I'm half scared to open them in case they fall apart.

      One of the books is open right in front of me, and I blow on it to get rid of the dust. I use my hand to smooth away some more of the dust and see the drawing of a woman stood in the middle of a field. The woman has long purple hair and matching purple wings. She has purple flowers tattooed all up her arms, matching the purple trees in the background. Just underneath the woman is the subscript ‘the Queen of the Spring court’. What the hell is a Spring court? I wipe the other side of the book down with the back of my cardigan sleeve and stare down at the words—well, symbols—which for a second don't seem to make any sense, when suddenly I can actually read them.

      

      
        
        The Frayan world was said to be the first of all the worlds created. At first, they say only gods, goddesses, and fates lived alone on the planet which was more beautiful than life itself. Eventually, they all got tired of living lives of luxury all alone. They began making animals for companions, and small creatures only they could speak to, but this didn’t keep them amused for long. The gods decided to make different worlds and leave. Four gods and goddesses remained with four fates as their mates. They made the courts of Frayan as they spilt the land in four sections to live out their lives. Each of them had a child born in a different season. One child was born in winter, one child was born in spring, one child was born in autumn, and finally, one child was born in summer. Each child became the heir to the court they were born in. This is the start of the Frayan courts. The gods made the Fray race so that their children could have further children and continue the courts, but only the royal blood line carried the blessing of the wings.

        This is how the Frayan race began and how it has always been for thousands of years, long after the fates and gods disappeared from all worlds.

      

      

      

      I go to turn the page when I hear someone shout my name and recognise it as Sophie. Frayan sounds like a beautiful place and like a fairy tale. Who knows if any of this is right or real? I stand up and look around all the boxes knowing that they must hold the history of the race I have just read about. The race which my mum says I came from. This must be the way she wanted me to learn my history, learn who my parents are maybe. Though looking at the dozens of boxes, it is going to take me a long time to go through them all and have any understanding of the Frayan world. I shake my head and climb back down the ladder, picking up the box and taking it up to the attic before turning the light off and closing it. Covered in dust, I pull my cardigan off and hang it over the banister. Then I shake my hair to get the dust out before running downstairs. I follow the sounds of talking to the kitchen, when the door is held open by a doorstop. Sophie and Nath are eating sandwiches on plates and quietly talking as I walk in.

      “For you,” Nath says, holding out a plate he slides off the side. The sandwich is thick with cheese, ham, and salad. It looks really nice.

      “Thanks. What were you guys talking about?” I ask, seeing Sophie’s smile.

      “Nath was telling me about the castle and about the war. He was explaining what his life was like there as a kid,” Sophie fills me in.

      “What about it?” I ask, before taking a bite of my sandwich, interested to know what a place is like with just supernaturals living in it.

      “I moved into the castle in the middle of war, and mother was rewarded a place on the council, which I inherited a few years back. The council runs the everyday issues that come up, but anything serious, the queen and kings will take over. They always have the final say in any situation, but after the war, there weren’t many serious things that came up. Most of us were thankful to be alive and respected the royals for fighting for us, therefore it got pretty boring for us as kids,” Nath says, grinning at me before taking a bite of his own sandwich.

      “Bored supernatural kids…that couldn’t have been easy to handle,” I say, looking at Sophie. One is bad enough. I couldn’t imagine a whole castle full of them.

      “Yeah, we got into a lot of trouble and always had our families chasing us. Practical jokes mixed with magic,” Nath winks at me, “well it was fun until we got caught.” I laugh with Sophie and Nath, enjoying seeing Sophie so interested in anything other than her iPad.

      “You said there is a school?” I ask.

      “The Royal School for All Supernaturals. I know, it’s a mouth full of a name. The castle has been transformed into a school as it is the safest place, and the surrounding lands have cabins for housing. The school has only recently opened as we had to relocate a lot of our people to the island,” Nath explains.

      “Island?” I ask.

      “Ever heard of Atlantis? It’s not just a story,” Nath says, grinning at Sophie’s shocked face.

      “Atlantis is real?” she asks in awe.

      “Yep. Once you are at the castle, you can go and visit it. There are portals in the castle that open on weekends for kids to go back home and see their families. Or just to go shopping on the island, go to the beaches, see the jewel trees and anything they want to do,” Nath says. “The island is something I can’t wait to show Adie. All women love it.”

      “How old are the kids that go to the school?” I ask, ignoring how he just suggested something like a date and his flirty tone.

      “Fifteen to twenty-one. That’s the time that most supernaturals need help with their new powers, and need to learn a bit of independence,” Nath explains. “It will also help promote interacting between races that used to be completely apart.”

      “How old are you?” Sophie asks.

      “I’m the baby of the group, only twenty-three,” he says. “The rest of the guys are all twenty-five or twenty-six,” he says, and puts his empty plate on the side.

      “I think I’m going to like this castle. Or at least try to,” Sophie says with a sigh. “Though I hate strict schools, but at least I won’t have to hide my wolf and be scared of what seems normal to me.”

      “I know what it is like to be alone and not around people that understand you. The castle will be full of people your age, looking for their own pack, their own family to fight for, to love and to protect. It’s our nature to search for that,” Nath gently replies, though his eyes stay on me as he says it. I feel like the message was for me, and I don’t really know how to respond to it. It makes me feel vulnerable and alone, which I don’t like.

      “He basically means you might make some friends,” I say, joking a bit with Sophie. “Friends other than your iPad, that is.”

      “Maybe,” Sophie says, trying to hide her little smile from me. “I’m going to eat in the lounge.” Nath doesn’t say anything as I finish my sandwich and Sophie leaves. I put the empty plate on top of his on the side.

      “Thanks for that. It was really nice. I didn’t realise how hungry I was,” I tell him.

      “Don’t worry about it. I grew up around shifters, I know we need more food than most,” he says as I look at the empty doorway for a second and look back at Nath who is watching me closely. “Sophie is a good kid and she will fit in well at the castle.”

      “Yeah, I hope so. My parents were amazing people, so I’m not surprised she grew up to be lovely and strong,” I tell him.

      “Much like her sister,” Nath muses, looking like he wants to say something before he blurts out, “Can I ask you something though?”

      “What?” I ask, going to the sink where I start washing the plates off.

      “I know you are half Fray…like me. I can sense my own kind, though you are a little different, but I bet that’s your wolf side interfering somehow,” he muses. “Do you know what being Fray is? What you are? Does Sophie know?”

      “That’s more than one question there, Nath,” I awkwardly chuckle, looking over my shoulder at him and seeing no judgement. I’m a little shocked he is half Fray…but considering today is full of shocks, I’m getting used to it. I hoped one of them would know something about Fray, and asking them was part of my plan. “No, Sophie doesn’t know, and I didn’t know until recently. I don’t even know what I am. What being Fray is.”

      “Fray are like fairies and they have weather magic and energy magic. That’s literally all I know. My mum won’t speak about my dad much. There are Fray who came here in the war, but they don’t speak about their past or Frayan,” he says. “They say it’s too painful as they miss their home. Earth apparently does not compare to Frayan.”

      “Then maybe there is something you can help me with. Maybe you can find answers too, if you want to,” I muse, leaving the plates and nodding my head towards the door, before walking out with Nath following me. Two pairs of eyes are always better than one.
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      “Are you going to murder me in the attic?” Nath says as he climbs up the ladder and has to duck his head a little from the slanted ceiling because he is built like a tree. “I saw a movie where that happened once.”

      “You just made me food, so you’re safe,” I joke, and he grins, before looking around the room with more interest now we are up here.

      “So why are we here?” he slowly asks, and I nod my head towards the desk.

      “Look at this,” I say, pointing at the book. Nath slides into the seat, and starts reading the passage, and I silently wait for him to finish.

      “I didn’t know any of this. Mum once said my dad was a guard of the Winter court,” Nath whispers quietly. “It never made any sense, and she didn’t know what a Winter court was, so we never had answers.”

      “My mum left me a note, telling me I was born on Frayan and that she wasn’t my mother. That my dad wasn’t my father. The note said I would find answers here…but there is a lot to go through,” I say, seeing the slightly sympathetic look Nath flashes me before I look at the boxes. “I don’t even know where to start or what to believe.”

      “I’m sorry they didn’t tell you who you are before they passed away,” Nath lightly whispers, but in the silent room, it sounds louder than it should. “I bet it would have been easier to hear them tell you the truth.”

      “Mum said she was blood bound to never tell me the truth,” I inform him because I don’t want anyone thinking badly of her, and a look of understanding flashes in his eyes. I don’t understand what blood bound means, but I’m sure Nath does.

      “I think we should tell my friends—” he starts off.

      “No. I’m trusting you because you are like me and want answers…they aren’t like us. I don’t want to risk Sophie hearing any of this, and I’m not ready to talk to anyone else,” I quickly tell him. “I don’t even know why I shared this with you, but here we are.”

      “You don’t have to say anymore, Adie. This can be our secret,” Nath says, being serious for a second, and I really appreciate it.

      “Thank you,” I lightly whisper back. “Don't you think it is strange how we trust each other so quickly?”

      “Not really. When I first met Rick, Mich, and Josh, we trusted each other from the get go. It is the same with you, maybe some part of us deep down knows that we can trust each other,” he muses. “Either way, I'm interested to see what's inside all these boxes.”

      “Me too. My mum wouldn’t have left all these boxes for me if there wasn’t something interesting in them,” I reply, and tuck a little bit of my hair behind my ear, catching a little strand of my hair in the bracelet on my wrist.

      “Ouch,” I say, slowly pulling my hair out of the bracelet, somehow getting it more stuck. I look up as Nath takes over, pulling the strand out effortlessly and letting it fall as he looks down at me. There is a moment where we both just stare, speechless, and in a trance of sorts. The small contact of his hand holding my arm feels like lightning is buzzing through my skin, and I really never noticed how seductive everything is about Nath. The way his tanned skin is the perfect shade, how his hair looks silky soft and the way his green eyes are so deep that anyone could get lost while they stared into them. It’s not just his attractive body that makes him seductive, it’s everything.

      “Where is this from?” Nath asks gently, rubbing a thumb over the bracelet and snapping me out of it. I look down at where his hand rests on the bracelet and at the three red crystals that almost shimmer under his touch.

      “My mum said it belonged to my biological father,” I say, “and I suspect it’s from Frayan. I have no idea what it is, but I think I need to keep it on.”

      “One of my powers is to control energy. It’s how I make the jewelry that makes us seem human. I also have an extremely high connection to crystals and the energy they produce. If you would let me, I could find out what kind of energy this crystal has,” he says. “Some crystals can talk and even hold messages.”

      “What energies do crystals usually have?” I ask. “And how do they keep messages?”

      “Protection. Healing. They can even hold element powers for attacking or defending yourself,” he explains to me. “I only need you to hold your arm out, and I can check if there is anything interesting in these crystals.”

      “What’s the worst that could happen?” I reply.

      “You shouldn’t say that. Every time anyone says that, something goes wrong,” he jokes, making me laugh as I hold my arm out and he steps back a little. I watch, silent, as he hovers his joined hands over the crystals. His hands start to glow, a light blue haze appearing around them, and it spreads down to cover the bracelet. The red crystals start to glow brightly, and I scream as shooting pain spreads up my arm, making me drop to the floor as the waves of pain continue to spread from it.

      “Adie!” Nath drops to my side, pulling me onto his lap, and the pain slowly fades as I focus on the sound of his heartbeat near my ear which is pressed against his warm chest. I take deep breaths as I try not to cry from the shock, and Sophie’s head pops into the attic from the ladder.

      “Are you okay?” she asks, lightly growling, and all I can do is nod.

      “A box fell on her foot, but her shifter healing is fixing it. Don’t worry,” Nath tells Sophie, smoothly lying, and I’m glad he did. Sophie wouldn’t understand.

      “You know how clumsy I can be,” I mutter, my voice cracking a little. “Honestly, we are good.”  I manage to say much calmer.

      “You are clumsy. Try not to drop something on yourself and scare me again, please,” she sarcastically says and goes back down the ladder. I realise that I’m sitting directly on Nath’s lap, and my head is rested on his chest, hearing his fast beating heart, and I swallow the nervous feeling which mixes in with how relaxed I am.

      “What happened then?” Nath quietly asks, placing a finger under my chin, and lifting it so our faces are inches away and he can see me as I answer.

      “Pain. It was like the time I got electrocuted by the toaster when I dropped a fork into it, but much worse,” I explain, and he looks back at the crystals. “At least say you got some kind of idea about what it is?”

      “I don't have a clue. The crystal was like nothing I’ve ever seen before, and it pushed away me when I tried to sense what it was,” Nath admits, flashing his eyes at the bracelet. “I almost saw the start of an image locked in there, but the crystals are so strong, they threw me out.”

      “I think it's best we just leave it alone then. I don't want to do that again,” I tell him.

      “Neither do I,” Nath mutters. “I am sorry I caused you any pain at all. I never knew that crystals could do that.”

      “It's not your fault,” I reply, and I freeze as he presses a gentle kiss on my forehead.

      “I’m not one to walk away from a puzzle. I will work out what it is, but not in a way that could hurt you. Don’t worry,” he whispers against my forehead, his warm breath is somewhat comforting.

      “Why do you care?” I manage to reply, though my voice is almost silent.

      “I don't think that is something even I know the answer to yet, beautiful…but I care, and I won’t be going anywhere,” he replies, and I gulp, staring at the insanely hot guy who just said he cares about me. “Now why don't we have a look around in these boxes and clean up some of these books?”

      “Sounds perfect,” I say with a nervous smile up at him, before climbing off his lap and getting to work.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      “That was a lot of work for pretty much nothing,” I say, glancing at all the opened boxes and the dozens of weapons littering the attic floor. Nath stands with his hands on his hips, looking around all of the different things on the other side of the room. We only found two books in all the boxes, and a lot of it was just bubble wrap. I don't know what my mum expected me to do with all these weapons, but this clearly isn’t giving me any answers.

      “If anyone attacks you, you have a massive choice of weapons to use. Maybe your parents thought you might be in danger and they thought you’d need all this?” Nath asks, rubbing the back of his neck, and I swiftly look away from him before he sees the worry on my face. He could be onto something. Mum did say Frayan held death for me, that people died for me to be here and that some “she” would find me if I went back. Yet, it makes no sense. If mum wanted me to use these weapons, wouldn’t she have trained me on how to use them at some point?

      “I don’t know how to use any of these things, so it is pointless. They are all made of crystals, and none of them look sharp enough to hurt anyone,” I say, pointing at a bunch of them.

      “It will take me a while to work out where these crystals come from and what we should do with them,” Nath says, picking up a purple sword off the floor. The sword is made of what looks like amethyst, and it is very heavy, by the looks of it. I glance back at the dozens of daggers, arrows, knives, swords and there is even a whip, before picking the two books up off the ground and grabbing the one off the desk.

      “I'm going to read all these and see if I can find anything useful in them,” I tell Nath. “Thank you for helping me unpack all of this. Even if it was pointless.”

      “It's no problem. I am very interested in everything,” he says, keeping his eyes on mine, and some part of me thinks he means me instead of the things in the room. I clear my throat and go to the ladder, knowing that falling for any of these guys would be dangerous. They are on a mission and pretending to be hunters. I am not in the right place to be thinking clearly about anything. I carefully climb down, balancing the books on each step above me before getting to the bottom and picking them off. I quickly run to my room and put them on the side, before going back into the corridor and watching as Nath pushes the ladder steps back and shuts the attic door.

      “Are you going to be okay sleeping on the sofa? I have spare blankets and a pillow but no spare bed,” I say. I would offer him my bed, but I’m a little selfish, and I just want to collapse into it tonight rather than the sofa.

      “The sofa is perfect for me. I used to sleep in a sleeping bag in a tent for most my childhood, a sofa is a step up,” he says, chuckling at my slightly shocked face, and he nods his head towards the stairs.

      “Why did you sleep in a tent?”

      “I’m a half breed, and until the war, we had to hide from not just humans but supernaturals. Mum did the best she could, but we moved a lot. Stayed in camping villages a lot,” he says, and I step closer, placing my hand on his arm as I feel the urge to comfort him.

      “I am sorry that was your upbringing. I mean, if you don’t mind there being pillows between us, you can sleep in my bed?” I suggest.

      “Are you suggesting we sleep together, Adie? I didn’t know how much of a bad girl you are,” Nath says, reaching closer and tucking a strand of my hair behind my ear as I try not to blush. “As much as sleeping next to you is appealing, I think a date first is a good idea. So, for now, it’s the sofa.”

      “Okay,” I say, squashing how disappointed I feel as I lower my hand away. Why the hell am I disappointed?

      “Is that a yes then?”

      “Yes, to what?” I ask, confused.

      “A date of course,” Nath asks. “I’m thinking I know the perfect place to take you.”

      “Okay,” I reply, trying not to stumble on my words as he smiles, looking pleased.

      “Good, I look forward to it,” he winks. “As for tonight, I’m going to cook us all dinner. Are paprika burgers okay? I love them and bought you all the stuff to make them at the shops,” he asks, changing the subject, but I just about hear what he says as I’m still focused on the fact one of the hottest guys I’ve ever met just asked me out on a date.

      “You made lunch, I should make dinner,” I reply.

      “Let me. I love to cook. We didn’t have much food growing up, and now I can have any food I like. I love to cook different things,” he tells me.

      “Then sure,” I say, smiling and biting down on my bottom lip. Nath follows the movement, his eyes locked on my lip until I let it go, and he clears his throat.

      “Before I start dinner, I want you and Sophie to put the bracelets on. I think they should be done now,” he says, seeming a little dazed by something.

      “Alright, where are they?” I ask.

      “In the lounge,” he tells me and nods his head towards the stairs. I follow him downstairs and into the lounge where there are two boxes on the coffee table, next to the bag Nath brought with him to the house. Nath sits on the sofa, right on the edge and opens the first box. A bright red light shines out of the box, making me look away until it dies down, and when I look back, Nath is floating a red gemstone bracelet in the air above his hand. There are six red stones, encased in a thin gold bracelet, and it looks like a normal piece of jewelry, a very stunning and expensive one.

      “Come here, beautiful,” Nath says, and I walk over, sitting on the sofa next to him. I hold my hands out, and he floats the bracelet into my open hands.

      “I chose right picking rubies yesterday when I made this. It will match your other bracelet.”

      “You made this?”

      “Yeah…it will go well with your ruby red hair,” he says, picking the bracelet up out of my hand, and I hold my wrist out for him to clip it on next to my other one. They almost complement each other.

      “Thank you doesn’t seem enough for such a lovely gift,” I tell him.

      “It’s nothing,” he says, picking the other box up off the table before getting up. “I made a yellow topaz one for Sophie. Yellow is a happy colour, and it might cheer her up.” Nath winks at me as I laugh, before walking out the room with the box in search for my sister. I rub my fingers over the new bracelet and smile to myself. I have a date with Nath the hottie.
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        The Frayan courts’ royals decided to meet every four years when the three suns and moons would meet in the sky, and this day was known as the royal equinox. The queens and kings would dance, drink and eat together to show that Frayan would always be united. This was the way for thousands of years until one of the equinoxes went horribly wrong. No one knows the reason for the fall out on that destructive night, but war was called between the courts. Tall walls were built over the next months, cutting off all the courts of Frayan from each other. Peace was lost, and the royals were locked away for their own safety in each of their courts. This caused many problems within each court, and many, many deaths.

        Queen Lilyanne of the Summer court was born two hundred years after the war started, and the prophecy was written…

      

      

      

      I pause, rubbing at the bottom of the page, but the ink is all smudged and unreadable. I sigh, closing the book and deciding it’s best I try to read more of it tonight. So far, it just seems like a fairy tale. I learnt that the courts all made different things and loved to trade all their special goods. That the Summer court is on the beaches, made of sand and waves. The Winter court is in the mountains, made of snow and harsh weather. The Spring court is in the woods, their homes made high in the trees. The Autumn court kept my attention the most. The book explains the Autumn court is ever changing, made of all weather types. The people’s homes are made in caves, inside what was described as a massive diamond crystal. The clear, shiny walls of the diamond reflect all the weather patterns and shine different lights onto the city throughout the year. I almost wish I could see that court, but I know that is impossible. I shake my head and grab my clothes, heading for the bathroom to get changed. I roughly pull my clothes on and start brushing my messy hair after pulling it out of the plait I had it in.

      “Adie, there is someone at the door for you!” Sophie shouts up the stairs as I finish brushing my hair in the bathroom. I quickly pull up my black skirt over my hips and tuck in my white shirt. I know one of the guys is taking me to the base today, and I thought I might as well dress the part of receptionist. I slide the black heels on and glance at myself in the mirror. My red hair is in curls over my shoulders, parted in the middle, and I have put a little makeup on that somehow makes my eyelashes seem really long. The white shirt has little heart-shaped black buttons, which I’ve left the top two undone, as it looks good. I can do this. It’s only a tour of the Hunter’s Organisation base. Likely the deadliest place in the world for someone like me. No big deal.

      “Adie!” Sophie shouts, before banging on the bathroom door. I grab my phone off the side cabinet and open the door, seeing my sister with her arms crossed. “The guy is downstairs with Nath, and I’m going to repack my stuff for the move to the castle.”

      “Alright, sis,” I say, shutting the bathroom door as she goes to her room. I walk down the stairs, following the deep voices to the lounge, and I go to open the door when I hear my name and pause.

      “What the fuck do you mean you are going on a date with Adie?” the man asks, and it takes me a few seconds to realise it’s that Mich guy.

      “What I just said. I’m not going to apologise for asking her or pull out of it. I like her,” Nath states, making me smile a little. “Since when do you give a shit who I date? Who anyone dates? You don’t date anyone, Mich, ever.”

      “I give a shit because we are on a fucking mission, and she is clearly becoming a big distraction,” Mich snaps, though I can scent a lie on his lips. I frown, wondering what his real problem is because he is lying to Nath right now.

      “I can do my job and date her,” Nath replies.

      “This is a mistake. Rick is seriously protective of her, there is no way he isn’t going to lose his shit with you when you tell him,” Mich snaps, and I frown. Why would Rick be protective of me?

      “Rick will understand, and no doubt ask Adie out himself. I’m not selfish enough to stop them when I see the connection too,” Nath retorts. My eyes widen when I realise he is talking about me dating both of them. Is that even a thing? Don’t guys get jealous, or have I missed something by not dating? Is this normal now? I shake my head. I don’t know a damn thing about guys. Maybe supernatural ones have different rules or something. I’m not sure I could even handle one guy, let alone two.

      “You guys have all lost your goddamn minds over the pretty red head,” Mich mutters, sounding more pissed off. I decide it might be a good time to walk in and stop this. I push the door open and walk in, seeing both the guys standing by the window, turning to look at me. Mich has a white shirt on, tucked into tight black trousers that showcase his small, toned waist that goes up to his large shoulders that the white shirt just about manages to keep in. Mich looks ready for work—and modeling for an office magazine. I have a sinking feeling I might be spending the day with him instead of Rick or Nath like I hoped. Nath’s eyes seem to eat up my appearance, running over my dress and all the way up until he gets to my eyes. I briefly notice Mich looking at me strangely for a second before his emotions are blanked, and he is back to an emotionless expression.

      “Hey, Mich,” I awkwardly say, and smile at Nath as I’ve already seen him this morning when I made him breakfast as a thank you for dinner.

      “Adelaide,” he responds coldly. “I am taking you into the base today. I’m the safest as I can simply move us out of there if anything is wrong. We don’t suspect Graves knows what you are, but it’s better to be safe in these kinds of instances.”

      “Right, makes sense,” I reply, and there’s an awkward silence as Nath and Mich stare at each other for a little while before Nath walks over to me, pulling me into a tight hug. I didn’t know we hugged now, but I don’t pull away as he smells amazing this close. Like lemon and honey, I think. Whatever it is, my wolf is basically wanting to roll in it, and I’m not disagreeing with her as I press my head into his neck.

      “Be safe today, and Mich isn’t always a dickhead like he is acting like right now. Control issues,” Nath whispers to me, but he purposely keeps his voice a little louder than he should do.

      “I’m not a dickhead, wanker,” Mich grumbles as Nath lets me go, winking at me before sliding around me to the door.

      “I will look after Sophie today, at least until you are home, and then Mich is staying for tonight’s watch,” Nath explains to me. “The sofa is pretty comfy to be honest.”

      “I’m sure it won’t be,” Mich grumbles behind me. Wow, this guy is moodier than I thought.

      “Oh, okay. Thank you for protecting me last night, and I’m glad the sofa wasn’t too bad,” I say to Nath.

      “Anything for you,” he says, flashing me a seductive smile that makes my knees feel weak. “I’ll literally do anything for you, or to you, my beautiful Adelaide.”

      “Enough of the flirty crap. Let’s go, we don’t have all day,” Mich says, making me jump as my cheeks burn red, and Nath walks out the room, chuckling low. Mich storms past me, and I quickly follow him out of my house and towards his driveway. Mich unlocks the black Jeep, which I’m not surprised is his car because it’s the most sensible. I’m getting the feeling Mich is the sensible one of the bunch. I quickly get into the passenger seat after struggling a little to climb in with the heels. I slide my phone into the side door as Mich turns the engine on and speeds out of the driveway. I struggle to clip my seatbelt in and notice Mich hasn’t put his on at all.

      “You should put your seatbelt on,” I inform him.

      “I can disappear anytime I want. If the car crashed, I would just leave. A seatbelt is pointless for someone like me,” he explains, making it sound like that was obvious and I’m stupid for not realising it. I really don’t like this guy.

      “Are you always a dickhead?” I blurt out. “I can see why you and Josh are friends.”

      “I’m not like Josh,” he replies sharply, looking at me for a second with his eyes narrowed. “You don’t know any of us to judge us this quickly, Adelaide.”

      “You sure do act like it, Mich,” I respond. “If you don’t want me to see you as a complete asshole, try being nicer.”

      “Why would I care what you see me as?” he asks, and I don’t answer him, choosing to look out the window instead. He is right, he doesn’t have to care what I think, and he clearly doesn’t. The man just frustrates me.

      “You worry me. I like to keep my pack in control. I’m the beta, the one that solves the problems and deals with anything that threatens us,” Mich randomly says, his voice quiet like he doesn’t want to tell me this, but some part of him feels like he needs to. He says he doesn’t care about my opinion, but here he is, telling me something to change it. Damn confusing man.

      “You think I threaten the guys?” I ask, assuming he is talking about me. I really don’t think I threaten them in any kind of way. They are all built like gods, and they can clearly protect themselves. How could I threaten them in any kind of way?

      “Simply, yes. Rick and Nath are going to argue over you because they are both falling fast. Josh is one stone’s throw away from losing his shit and doesn’t need any changes in this mission. Nath already won’t listen to my advice,” Mich says. “I could keep listing the shit that has changed in a week, but I think you get the gist.”

      “Maybe some changes are good?” I suggest lightly. “Maybe you don’t always need to be in complete control.”

      “Maybe not, and then maybe we all get killed protecting you, Adie,” Mich mutters, turning down a road that seems to appear out of nowhere in a row of trees. The road seems to stretch on forever, and in the silent car, it soon becomes uncomfortable.

      “I won’t get everyone killed,” I tell him. “I’m only here for a month, Mich.”

      “I owe Rick, Nath and Josh big time. I wouldn’t be the man I am without them, and this isn't just about control like you are thinking. They are my family, and I won’t let anyone break that,” he tells me, glancing at me for a second as his hands tighten on the wheel.

      “How do you think you owe them?” I ask, wondering if he will open up to me and hoping to distract him from thinking I’m the wolf in the pigs’ pen. I mean I am a wolf, but I’m not going to kill everyone.

      “When I was a kid, I lost my hearing when my pack was attacked and witches cut my ears off when I was in wolf form. I was lucky to survive when the rest of my pack was killed, but I was too scared to talk to anyone, and I couldn’t hear a thing for a long time. Another pack adopted me from the human social care system and brought me up. I had always been able to speak in people’s heads, because I’m half witch, and I decided to use that even though my hearing healed over time. I wasn’t brave enough to admit that I didn’t know how to speak and ask for help. Rick, Josh and Nath spent months teaching me in secret, so I wouldn’t be embarrassed,” he explains, glancing at me with those deep brown eyes of his.

      “That’s so sweet of them,” I say, seeing the guys in a different light. Especially Josh. I never thought in a million years a guy like him would do that for anyone.

      “They are my pack, and Rick is our alpha. I don’t know what it is about you, but you are different,” he tells me. “I just hope different doesn’t destroy us like I believe it would. I bet half the pack wouldn’t even fight being destroyed for you.”

      “What does that even mean?” I ask.

      “Doesn’t matter, Adie. Here we are,” Mich nods his head in front of us, and I follow his movement to see the massive electric fence gate we are driving up to. There are three gates, each one lined with men in dark suits, only the yellow dragon symbol of the Hunter’s Organisation on their uniforms. They have guns held at their sides. “Time to enter hell. You best smile.”
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      “You are clear to enter,” the hunter says through Mich’s window, and pats the side of the car before Mich drives us through the three gates as they slowly open one by one.

      “Don’t look so nervous,” Mich says, and I flash him a glare. “See, that’s a better expression.”

      “There I thought the dickhead side of you was gone for a bit,” I mutter, and he only laughs as he drives us down the gravel driveway. I’m surprised that the hunter base is such a small building, with five windows and only one level by the looks of it. There are dozens of cars parked outside in the parking lot so it takes Mich a few minutes to find an empty spot and park up.

      “It’s smaller than I thought it would be,” I admit, needing to speak as the nervous tension flittering through me is overwhelming.

      “You shouldn’t judge a book by its cover,” Mich warns, and then he gets out of the car. I undo my seatbelt and slide out, shutting the door before Mich locks it as he comes around the car to my side. We walk out of the cars to the main path and up to the building which has sliding glass doors that open automatically when we get close. The inside is one big room with a row of five elevators on the one wall. The walls are painted a gold fancy colour which matches the golden tiled floor in the room that shines under the bright lights. There is a big receptionist desk which is empty of anyone behind it, and there is a phone ringing out.  It is creepy how the entire room is empty. There are lovely flowers in large vases all around the room and on the desk, and paintings of beaches on the walls. You would never expect this place kills supernaturals for a living. You’d never expect this place is full of horrors.

      I swallow the nervous feeling in my throat as I look around and tell myself that Mich would get me out of here if there is an issue. I expected it to be full of guards, but when I look around more closely, I can see the cameras everywhere and the no doubt hidden security. Mich nods his head to the elevators, and we walk over, going to the one on the far right. Mich presses the button for the elevators, and we wait quietly for them to come down.  A few minutes later, it beeps and the doors open to reveal the empty, gold elevator with shiny gold coloured metal walls. We get inside, and there is only one button which says “BOSS” in bold white letters on a black background. Mich presses that button, which lights up red, and the doors close. There is a tense silence as we wait for the elevator to go down, neither one of us wanting to say anything, and I get more nervous by the second. I nearly jump when I hear Mich’s voice in my head, sounding like a whisper.

      I will keep you safe. Breathe, Adie. I look up at him, and he nods once at me, his strong, determined eyes making me realise I need to relax and let out the breath I am holding. It seems like forever before the elevator stops, and the doors slowly open again. Mich walks out first, and I follow, pausing to look around the new room we have come into. This room is just as nice as the reception room, but more personal and feels like a room in someone’s house with its dark red and brown painted walls and wooden floors. It’s almost homey. There are filing cabinets lining two walls, locked tight, and bookcases filled with old books on the one wall.  It seems a bit odd to have a room like this in a hunter’s base, but I am pretty sure this is an office as there is a desk in the middle. There are two laptops on top of the desk, new expensive looking ones, and a few jars filled with pink glitter looking stuff next to a desk lamp. I will have to ask the others what that stuff is later.

      One of the bookcases moves, opening up, and Mr. Graves walks in, clicking his walking stick against the wood floor as the door closes behind him. Even for an evil place, that is one cool door. Mr. Graves’s whole face lights up in a big smile when he sees Mich and me, and he walks over to us, his eyes drifting over my outfit in a way that feels creepy.

      “I am so happy to see you here, Adelaide,” he states. “Looking more beautiful than the last time we met.”

      If he keeps looking at you like his next meal, I’m going to break his face and screw this mission up. Mich whispers in my head, and I have to clear my throat, trying to pretend I didn’t just hear him say that to me. Since when was Mich protective?

      “I can’t wait to see around. It’s not every day you get invited into one of the legendary hunter’s bases,” I say, putting on the fakest happy voice I can and hiding how terrified I am in it. I’m not lying when I say they are legendary, but not in a good way. They are legendary because most people are scared of hunters and stay well out of their way.

      “Legendary you say? Well, I suppose we are. Everything we do is for the best of the human species! We will be remembered in history as legendary,” he says, sounding completely crazy. I suppose he would have to tell himself something so he could sleep at night.

      “I agree. That is why I have decided to accept your job proposal,” I say before he can say anything else. We might as well get this out of the way, so I can get the hell out of here for today.

      “Brilliant. Well, this day just keeps getting better and better,” Mr. Graves says, holding out a hand for me to shake. I shake his cold hand, feeling like I’ve just struck a deal with the devil, before dropping it as quickly as I can. I glance up at Mich, who doesn’t look impressed as he watches me with his arms crossed.

      “Why don’t I give Adie a tour, Graves?” Mich suggests. “I remember you saying you have meetings all day or I would suggest you come with us.”

      “Yes, that sounds like a brilliant idea. I only wish for Adie to visit the reception, this floor, and floor three. The others aren’t for her to see,” Mr. Graves says, walking away from us and going to sit on his desk, resting his walking stick against the desk.

      “Yes, sir,” Mich replies, nodding his head at the elevator for me to follow him.

      “Why not?” I blurt out to Mr. Graves.

      Adie, for god’s sake, don’t ask questions you don’t want to know the answers to. You know why he doesn’t want you to see the other floors. They torture our people on those floors. Mich whispers in my mind as I stare at Mr. Graves and keep my expression as natural as possible as I regret saying a word now. Of course, Mr. Graves wouldn’t want me to see those floors, they must scare anyone.

      “A creature as lovely as you doesn’t need to see the monsters we have to keep here. It is for your own good,” Mr. Graves smoothly answers.

      “Okay. I understand completely,” I whisper, not wanting to see that anyway. I know I would just want to break them all out, and knowing I couldn’t would haunt me. I have to remember that the end plan is to get them all out, and that’s what will happen if I just play the receptionist game well. That is what the guys are here for. They are the heroes, and I’m like their temporary sidekick.

      “Please start next Monday, and I will get your ID passes done in time,” Mr. Graves says, and I smile at him.

      “I can’t wait. Goodbye for now, Mr. Graves,” I reply with another fake smile and turn around with Mich, who presses the button for the elevator. We both get in, and Mr. Graves’s eyes stay locked on mine until the elevator doors close.

      “You did good,” Mich whispers, his voice almost silent, and I turn, looking up at him, and nod once. I’m almost thankful he used his real voice and didn’t speak in my mind. His voice is comforting. Mich quickly shows me around level three, which is filled with coffee machines, microwaves on counters and fridges. It is clearly the break room, and I can see why Mr. Graves wouldn’t mind me coming in here. When we have seen that, Mich leads me back to the car, and I quickly get inside, shutting the door and putting my seatbelt on as Mich starts the car.

      “One month,” I mutter to myself, needing to hear it out loud and forgetting that Mich is even there for a moment.

      “Yes. It seems like he only wants you for a pretty decoration piece in his reception. You literally have to smile with those pretty lips for a month, and then you can be free,” Mich says, placing his hand on my arm for a moment. The contact seems to calm me, because I find myself smiling at him.

      “Pretty lips, huh? Is that almost a compliment?” I ask and quickly glance at Mich as he laughs loudly, and I can’t help but laugh with him.

      “Yeah, maybe it was,” he says, and I rest my head back, still chuckling as I roll my eyes at him. Maybe Mich isn’t as bad as I thought.
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      “Thanks for today, Mich,” I say walking up my driveway next to his side, briefly sneaking glances at him. Mich glimpses down at me as he slides his keys into his pocket, a frown back on his face.

      “You did well. I’m impressed,” he mutters. “I was sure I would have to save your ass, but that didn’t happen.”

      “Adie!” I hear Rick shout before I can reply to Mich. I turn to see Rick walking out of his door and over to us. Mich and I wait for Rick to jog over to us, and he pulls me into a tight hug the moment he gets close. Do Nath and Rick like to hug all the time? When did I get so lucky? I don’t know if it is a shifter thing to hug when we see each other, but I do like it as I press my head into his chest and he holds me tighter. My wolf suddenly pushes into my mind, wanting me to shift, and I have to stop her, making her calm down so I can breathe in Rick’s musky peppermint scent. Hot wolf guys hugging you should be a shifter rule or something.

      “How was it?” Rick asks, pulling back from me, but keeping his warm hands on my shoulders, rubbing his thumbs in circles.

      “Good as it could have been. I start next week,” I tell him, trying to hide how nervous I am.

      “Adie has a good poker face, that’s for sure,” Mich says. “Is Nath still at hers?”

      “No, he is around ours with Sophie. They are playing some game on the PS4,” Rick replies, “and Sophie is apparently some kind of queen at those games and is beating him.”

      “Nath must be Sophie’s new best friend, she loves playing those games,” I reply, grinning up at Rick.

      “So does Nath,” Rick replies. “I actually wondered if you would come back to mine. Tay wants to say sorry for the crazy way she reacted when you met.”

      “Is the sorry going to be real, or she is going to throw things at me again?” I ask. “As I want to get something to defend myself with if she is going to do that.”

      “It’s real. Tay is just protective of us, and I really feel she is sorry. You might not have seen her, but she was flying around your house last night and kept checking in on you,” Rick explains to me.

      “Rick means she sees us all as her family, and you are a threat, and she wants to keep an eye on you,” Mich says with a chuckle as my eyes widen, and he heads towards the house.

      “Look, I won’t let her throw things at you. Just come over?” Rick asks, slowly lowering his hands down my arms. I nod with a sigh, and he grins before turning to walk towards his home. I follow him, praying the pixie isn’t going to throw anything else at me, and if she does, I’m hiding behind Rick. He can get hit by flying shit instead for guilt tripping me into coming over.

      “Where is Tay from?” I ask, curious about her.

      “The hunter base, actually. We rescued her on one of our first days, and everyone thinks she just escaped,” Rick says. “Tay was pretty sick for about a month, and we were lucky she made it.”

      “I’m sorry she was ill. Does she talk about where she was from before the base? I didn’t know pixies where even real,” I ask. “I’ve seen videos on the internet of little blue demon things that like to cause trouble. They like to steal drinks and shiny things, but they don’t look like Tay. Tay looks like a pink version of Tinkerbell, with a bigger attitude problem.”

      “Tay doesn’t talk, well, not any language we can understand. She just nods her head to say yes or no, or points at things. She can’t tell us where she is from,” Rick replies, and I think back to when I met her. She could definitely talk.

      “She does talk. I remember her very clearly telling me to ‘go’ when she was throwing things at me,” I tell him.

      “You can understand her? That language she speaks?” Rick asks, stopping in his tracks in shock for a moment before he keeps walking to the door which Mich has left open.

      “Yes…” I drawl.

      “That’s insane. How is it possible only you hear her?” he asks, and I shrug. I don’t have a clue. The only thing I can think of is that Tay might be from Frayan and that’s why I can understand her. But then why can’t Nath?

      “Maybe I could ask her where she is from?” I suggest, stepping in the house behind Rick, and shutting the door behind me. Rick watches me, running a hand through his hair as he thinks about it.

      “I don’t know…she doesn’t trust people, and even if you can talk to her, I doubt she will tell you anything. It took me all day to get her to agree to say sorry,” he says and sighs. “Though it wouldn’t hurt to ask. Maybe we might be able to find her real home and take her back somehow.”

      “I did get the feeling she doesn’t like me,” I chuckle, and Rick smirks.

      “I think everyone likes you, and you just don’t realise the reason why,” he cryptically replies. I hear Sophie’s laugh float over to us, and I walk further into the room to see Sophie sitting on the couch next to Nath, and she has her hands in the air.

      “You lose again, sucker!” she cheers for herself. She always was a sore winner.

      “You cheated!” Nath protests.

      “Hey, guys!” I interrupt, and they both wave at me before going back to their game.

      “Another game? And no goddamn cheating, kid!” Nath demands, and I shake my head as they start up a new game. Someone’s a little competitive.

      “Nath can’t stand to lose, so Sophie will have to let him win soon to be able to go home,” Rick whispers to me, and I laugh quietly. “Let’s go to my room, Tay is up there.”

      “Alright,” I reply, pulling my eyes away from Nath and Sophie. Rick offers me his hand when I face him, and I surprise myself by sliding my hand into his without a single pause. Rick leads me up the stairs and back to his room, pushing the door open and closing it behind me. Tay is sat on his pillow, her arms crossed in annoyance, and she downright glares at me. The pixie looks cuter than ever with her pink hair almost floating around her, and her little wings fluttering as she watches me. Though I now know cute means evil, so I keep myself just behind Rick.

      “Time to say sorry,” Rick demands, letting go of my hand and crossing his arms as he stares at Tay. When he tries to step closer, I move myself behind him and he looks back at me, shaking his head at my hiding. I don’t care though, that pixie is evil. “Adie is sticking around, so you need to behave and be nice to her.”

      “She must go,” Tay mutters in an overly sweet voice, locking her eyes with me. I feel like I’m her prey when she does that, and it’s seriously creepy. I know that little pixie is thinking of ways to kill me. I can see it in her damn spectacular pink eyes.

      “Did she say sorry?” Rick turns his head to look at me as he asks, and I shake my head.

      “Not exactly,” I dryly reply.

      “Tay…” Rick warns, raising his eyebrows at her, and they have a staring contest. How is he not scared of her? “Tay, I swear I will hide that pink pillow you like to sleep on, and I won’t buy you anymore pink bath bombs if you don’t say sorry.” I smile at Rick’s parent attitude and how Tay lets out a long sigh before flying up and coming straight towards me. I resist the urge to run away as she flies in the air right in front of me, sits on the edge of Rick’s shoulder and looks down at my hand on Rick’s arm. I get the impression she wants me to remove my hand, but I don’t, and she rolls her pretty eyes at me.

      “I am sorry for the throwing, but you must go home. To Frayan. Not here,” she says, and I frown. “The fates are calling you.”

      “Why do I need to go there?” I ask and lower my voice as Rick looks over his shoulder in confusion. “I can’t go there.”

      “Your people need you. All dead without you. You are selfish to stay here,” she mutters, judging me for something I have no clue what she is going on about.

      “My people?” I ask her, hoping she will explain whatever she clearly knows.

      “Fray…yours. Fate calls you,” she says, her tone suggesting that should make perfect sense to me.

      “You aren’t making much sense, little pixie,” I reply, letting go of Rick and putting my hands on my hips.

      “You are stupid. Why does fate pick a stupid girl like you?” she huffs and shakes her head at me.

      “Who the hell are you calling stupid?” I ask as Tay flies around me to the open window.

      “Next time, I will throw harder and hit your head. Then you might finally understand,” Tay grumbles before transforming into an owl and flying away out the window.

      “What did she say? What are your people and where does she think you need to go?” Rick rapidly asks, and I drop my hands from my hips, and I rub my face from the stress.

      “It’s complicated,” I mutter. “Though I didn’t get a chance to ask her where she is from, I think I have an idea.” The way Tay talked about Frayan, where fairies are meant to live, I believe she is from there. It would explain everything. I don’t have a clue what she is talking about with fate and all that.

      “Meaning you don’t want to tell me?” Rick asks, sounding a little hurt as I look up at him.

      “Rick, we have only just met. Why would I trust you with all my secrets?” I ask, feeling frustrated, and freeze when Rick stares down at me in a way I don’t really understand. Rick lifts a hand, drifting his fingers down my cheek and to my neck.

      “Don’t you feel it?” he asks, and I gulp as his hand goes to the back of my neck, and he steps closer, so our bodies are brushed against each other. “Can’t you feel what I might be to you?”

      “No,” I whisper.

      “Then maybe this will help you realise and trust me, because I’m not going anywhere,” he whispers before pulling me into a scorching kiss. It’s the kind of kiss that no one could ever forget, and every natural instinct in me tells me never to let him go. My hands slide into his soft hair as he pulls me closer, tilting my head to the side a little as he deepens the kiss. I feel completely in his control with every movement, and all I can do is submit to him as he steals my breath with the passionate kiss.

      “Rick! Come here!” Rick pulls away from me at the sound of someone shouting, resting his forehead against mine as we both breathe heavily. “Rick, man, get down here!” I recognise the voice as Mich, and the annoyance flashing across Rick’s face is cute as we stare at each other.

      “I will be right back,” Rick mutters. “I need to tell you something, and we never get a chance to be alone.”

      “Okay,” I shakily say, and he reluctantly pulls away from me, walking to the door and leaving it open as he walks out. I wait still and silently for a while before I get bored and decide to wander. I walk around Rick’s room and go to the dresser by the door, smiling at the strange collection of Harry Potter things on the side. There is everything from the DVD collection to a toy wand that looks way too real. Seems Rick likes Harry Potter, which is so damn cool. I run my finger over the wand and a deep voice from right behind me makes me jump.

      “You shouldn’t look through people’s shit that isn’t yours,” Josh grumbles, his voice deep and threatening.

      “Hello, Josh, lovely to see you too. Hasn’t anyone ever told you it’s rude to sneak up on someone?” I mutter, turning to face him with my arms crossed. “What do you want?”

      "I can't find any record of your parents, or you. Not even Sophie. I found your parents’ death records, but that's it.” He pauses. “Why are you so hidden, sweetheart?" he asks me.

      "I didn’t know I was," I reply, stepping back as he laughs, a sarcastic and cruel laugh.

      "You’re almost as much as a ghost as we all are," Josh growls as he steps closer, hunting me with every step. “Now tell me what I want to know. Being pretty isn’t going to win me over like it did my friends.”

      “I don’t know why my parents kept us hidden. I’ve already told you this, Josh. Why are you so determined to make me out to be the bad guy?” I ask. “Because that is what you have treated me as since I got here.”

      “No, hidden is one thing and understandable in this world, but you are a ghost. Sweetheart, there is no record of your birth, no record of your sister’s, and there is nothing. You said you went to university, but I can’t find any proof of that,” Josh growls. “So, something isn’t adding up, and I want to know what you are hiding.”

      “I had fake ID for university, for all my schools,” I tell him. “It was safer that way.”

      “And where the hell did your parents get that from? How did your parents, who by the looks of it were poor as fuck, manage to afford to make you all that shit?” Josh asks, stepping closer to me with every few words until he’s pressed right up to my chest. I stare up at him, holding his gaze and refusing to back down. I haven’t done anything wrong, and I’m goddamn tired of this guy hating me for no reason.

      "That's enough." I flinch at Rick’s protective growl from the door. “Get the fuck away from her if you’re going to be a dick.”

      “I’m not asking you to trust me, Josh. I don’t know all my parents’ secrets. They died before I got a chance to find out. If you don’t remember, I told you all that. I’ve been nothing but honest with you all, and yet there is so much you lot are keeping from me. I don’t even know what you are, Josh, so don’t you dare be a shithead to me for things I don’t know,” I angrily reply, poking my finger into his chest before pushing past him. I pass Rick by the door, and he gently grabs my arm, stopping me leaving.

      “I always find out everything,” Josh darkly responds just behind us, and Rick looks away from me, glaring at him.

      “Good luck with that, Josh,” I mutter, turning to look at Josh myself, smiling before walking out the door as Rick lets me go. Rick catches up to me in the corridor, gently grabbing my arm again, and this time turns me to look at him.

      “I’m sorry about Josh. Can we have that talk later? It can wait. I need to talk to him,” Rick says. “He is like a brother to me, and I need to explain some things.”

      “Sure,” I say, placing my hand over his for a second before he lets me go and walks back to his room, slamming the door behind him. As I walk down the stairs, I hear a big smash and the loud bangs of them likely fighting, and I wonder if I should help. Ah well, they are supernaturals and they will heal. I get to the bottom of the stairs and walk over to Nath and Sophie who don’t even pause their games at the noises. I sit right in the middle of them as they finish another racing game, and Sophie wins in her pink car.

      “You suck,” Sophie tells Nath, and there’s another loud smash upstairs, drawing her eyes to the ceiling as a little dust falls from it. “Shouldn’t someone go and check that out?”

      “Nope. Rick and Josh always fight. Don’t worry, we heal quickly, remember? Wanna play, Adie?” Nath asks and pulls a spare controller off the coffee table. He doesn’t even seem to react at all to his friends fighting. It really must be a normal thing for them.

      “Sure,” I shrug.

      “Now you’re going to lose to two girls,” Sophie grins and winks at me as Nath groans.

      “When did girls get so good at racing games?” he asks. “I’ve never met anyone that can beat me, and a damn fifteen-year-old did.”

      “Since forever. Games aren’t just for guys anymore,” I say with a laugh. Girls can do anything we want. It’s clear Nath is going to learn that as we beat his ass on this game.
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      “You will look after her, won’t you?” I ask the Scottish woman, Rick’s great-aunt Lucinda, before she reassured me, one more time. I’m sure she is getting annoyed with me at this point, but I can’t help but panic. Sophie is the last of my family, and she is so young. She is my responsibility, and if I make the wrong choice, she suffers, which I can’t let happen. Lucinda sighs, tilting her head to the side as her eyes run over me from head to toe. I briefly glance over at Sophie who is picking up her rucksack after the four wolves that came with this woman finished packing her boxes into their truck. Sophie hasn’t taken all her things, only what she thinks she will need for now, and I know we can come back for the other things eventually.

      “Lass, we will look after her like she is family. You need to be stronger than this and trust your pack. They need you brave,” she says, placing her hand on my arm in a comforting way and lowering her voice. “We know you are risking your life staying here for a month to help the boys. That debt will be repaid, and looking after your sister is a given, Adie. I didn’t miss the overprotective way Rick spoke of you, and he needs a strong mate.” My eyes widen at the suggestion of mating with Rick. That’s a big thing, and we are nowhere near that. I doubt he even likes me that much. Since our kiss last week, he has avoided me and made sure that he wasn’t the one staying over to protect us. I’ve been stuck three nights with grumpy Josh who wouldn’t talk to me as he stayed. I don’t know what happened between Josh and Rick, but they clearly made some agreement to avoid me. Mich and Nath are different though. Our nights are usually fun, and I enjoy learning about them and where they grew up.

      “Sophie has been through a lot. This isn’t about me being brave, it is about me not wanting to mess her up,” I quietly reply.

      “One thing I know how to deal with is kids that have had to grow up far more quickly than they should. I have this handled, lass,” she tells me, but I know I still look worried as she keeps talking. “Trust me, this is what is best for her.” I nod once, knowing she is right before she goes to the door, stopping next to Sophie.

      “We will wait in the truck for you. Say goodbye, Sophie,” she tells her kindly, and Sophie gives her a shaky nod. Sophie looks over at me with tear-streaked cheeks and nervous eyes.

      “Come here,” I say, opening my arms at the same time for Sophie, and she runs into them, squeezing her arms tight around my waist.

      “I don’t want to go,” she admits in a whisper that is meant for only me to hear. “I feel like I’m never going to see you again.”

      “You will, stop worrying. You are my sister, Sophie. You can do this,” I pull her out the hug and hold my hands on her shoulder, keeping my voice firm even though I feel like crying.

      “Will you be safe though?” she asks me. “If I lose you…”

      “Of course I will be. I have the guys to keep me safe. You’ve spent the week with them like I have, and you know they will keep me safe,” I remind her.

      “They feel like family,” she tells me quietly. “I think I’m going to miss them.”

      “Pack,” I whisper. “Family is pack. It’s something Nath said to me as he tried to explain what the others were to him.”

      “Family is pack. I like that saying,” she says and chuckles low. “I best go. They said it’s a long drive and we have to change cars a few times to make sure we aren’t followed before the witches can take us to the castle.”

      “Go. Be brave, sis, and I love you. Remember, one month,” I tell her, and she smiles at me as she pulls out of my arms.

      “One month,” she repeats, holding her head high and walking out of the house as I watch her go. I walk to stand by the door, watching as Sophie gets into the truck. She waves a hand at me before the door shuts, and the truck speeds out of the driveway. I silently watch the truck disappear into the shadows of the trees, hoping I did the right thing and knowing it’s done now. It’s not like I had much choice anyway. I have to keep her safe. I close the door and rest my head against it, knowing it will only be an hour until the guys get back from their mission tonight, and I won’t be alone again. The distraction to get Sophie out was planned well to make sure no one was watching the guys or me. I run up to my room and grab one of the Fray books, before sitting on my bed and opening it to the page I got to last time. I might as well read to distract myself.

      

      
        
        Prophecies are only made by gods or fates.

        This has been known for many years, as it is their curse to prophesy their family’s future when usually the prophecy is never good or kind. The fates and gods have unlimited power, therefore they had to be given a downfall, and only if the prophecy is fulfilled can a fate help their family. One of the original fates married a queen of Frayan after returning from his time on Earth. The queen of the Autumn court and the fate were blessed with happiness, and on their wedding day, Queen Lilyanne was born to the Summer court.

        The fate made the prophecy on that very night, which would in turn link his own child and Queen Lilyanne for a destructive war in the future. The words to the prophecy were told only to himself, the queen of the Autumn court and Queen Lilyanne when she was older, but there were many rumours of it foretelling a great war. Many years passed where nothing but peace graced Frayan, the rumours forgotten, and no child was born of the mating between the fate and the queen of the Autumn court.

        The day the fate announced a pregnancy, Queen Lilyanne was eighteen years old, and she killed her parents before declaring war on the entire Frayan world. One by one, the courts fell over the nine months, and Queen Lilyanne attacked the Autumn court, killing the fate, the queen of the Autumn court and her newborn child. The Frayan courts are no more, and Queen Lilyanne rules over all of Frayan.

        Some Fray whisper that the baby was hidden on another world, kept safe, but there is no proof in the five years since Frayan fell to Queen Lilyanne’s rule. If anyone is reading this book, I must have escaped and gotten this book somewhere safe. Someone must remember our history, even as Queen Lilyanne burns all knowledge and all books about it.

        The Frayan courts and their royals must be remembered.

        May one day they return for vengeance.

      

      

      

      I pause and turn the page over, seeing a note stuck to the blank page. The note is written on my mum’s flower paper, and I gently pull it off, before opening it up.

      

      The Fray man who gave me this book died of old age shortly after we met. I searched for many years for this, and there are answers in here. You need to understand. This is everything you are looking for, my Adelaide. -Mum.

      

      I shake my head and flip through the rest of the book, where there is nothing but blank pages. So, there was a prophecy, an evil queen and rumours of a hidden child? I don’t get the answers my mum is trying to tell me. I close the book and put my hands over the cover, the old brown leather which I think has little drops of blood all over it. Someone died to get this book to Earth safely. Why would the queen of Frayan want everything burnt? All the history gone? I shake my head, not having a single clue.

      “How the hell is this book answers to anything?” I say to myself, putting it on the bed in frustration and standing up off the bed. I walk to the window, crossing my arms and staring out at the full moon in the sky. If this was mum’s way of getting me answers, I am never going to know who I am.
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      “Ready for your first day?” Josh sarcastically asks as he answers the front door and walks back into his house. “You might as well just walk in rather than knocking at his point.”

      “Where are the others?” I ask him, ignoring his sarcastic statement as he picks his leather jacket up off the hook and puts it on.

      “There was an emergency mission last night, and they all got called in. Rick and Nath are still at work. Mich is in bed because he worked all day and night yesterday. So, I’m stuck with the awful job of taking you in today,” he explains, and I roll my eyes at him.

      “Are you always this dramatic?” I ask.

      “Always,” he grins, looking pleased with himself. I try to ignore how his messy black hair looks brushed today and ridiculously sexy. Everything about Josh screams sexy biker man. Which I may have gone through a phase of thinking it was the hottest thing ever.

      “Let’s just go,” I mutter, turning around and walking to the car. Josh unlocks the red sportscar this time, and I quickly get in. I don’t admit that the seats are extremely comfy or that this is the nicest car I have ever been in. I think it’s an Audi, but I never cared much for car names. Josh gets in the driver seat and does his seatbelt up at the same time I do, our hands brushing against each other, and he glares at me.

      “Do you think being mean and cruel is the best way to push everyone away?” I ask him, pulling my hand away and regretting saying it when he narrows his eyes at me before looking away and starting the car up. It starts to heavily rain as Josh pulls the car out of the driveway, and I’m almost thankful for the sound in the deadly silent car.

      “Why do you think I push people away?” he asks.

      “Because you’re scared you will hurt them. It’s easier to make them hate and be scared of you than to admit you are afraid you will lose control of yourself,” I blurt out. Ah well, I’ve said it now.

      “You don’t even know what I am, so what gives you the right to act like my therapist?” Josh snaps, and I turn in my seat, looking at him. He doesn’t scare me like he should do, but I can see past the defensive, frightening attitude he puts up.

      “I grew up with humans, and I pushed every one of them away that got close to me because I knew I could hurt them. I knew I wasn’t safe to be around, and it’s damn lonely to do it,” I tell him. “You get angry with Rick, Nath and Mich because it doesn’t work with them. They see past it, and you can’t push them away. I can see past it too, and that’s why you hate me.”

      “Sweetheart, you have no idea how dangerous and frightening I can be,” he growls, tightening his hands on the steering wheel so tight that it leaves indents. “But I don’t hate you.”

      “Yeah, I get that you can act like the big bad wolf, but I have a sneaking suspicion that you have no bite,” I say, and he laughs, smirking at me.

      “I have bite, sweetheart. I spend most of my every damn day keeping the side of me that would do more than bite under control,” he admits to me.

      “What are you? Other than dark angel?” I ask, curious.

      “Do you even know what a dark angel can do?” he asks.

      “Nope, why don’t you tell me?” I reply, and he smirks at me before pulling the car over at the side of the road. I flash him a confused look as he turns to face me, reaching for my hand which I let him pick up. I gasp as he runs a finger over my wrist, a stinging pain being left in the place of where he touches, and he lifts my wrist up, kissing the spot. A wave of pleasure spirals through me, mixed with the tad bit of pain he left before.

      “We can cause pain with our touch,” he whispers seductively, “but I like a little bit of pain mixed in with my pleasure anyway.”

      “What else can you do?” I ask as he lets my hand go, and I clear my throat. Josh only smirks, clearly confident in the effect he has on me. I have no doubt he knows his way around women.

      “I have some powers to see into people’s past, but I’ve never been good at controlling that one,” he remarks. I wonder for a second if he can get the answers to my past I need if the last two books my mum left me don’t. Josh might be able to see my past, at least when I was born, and the answers I want from that. I don’t know if he will help me, but it’s worth a shot to ask.

      “Josh—” I start to ask, but he cuts me off.

      “I am also a half demon, and that demon side of me isn’t under control yet,” he says, and I remember that demons destroyed Paris. Killed all those humans and supernaturals. He is half demon.

      “Demon?” I whisper, feeling frightened for only a second, and whatever Josh sees on my face makes him go cold. Josh turns away from me, but I know the damage has been done, he thinks I’m scared of him.

      “I’m not scared,” I tell him.

      “You should be. My demon powers make me drain other people, especially supernaturals. You might want to ask the others what happened at the castle before this mission and why I am not welcome back there,” he snaps. “Why you should be scared, Adelaide.”

      “Why don’t you just tell me?” I ask.

      “Because you are already scared of me…I don’t need to bother pushing you away, you already look ready to run, sweetheart,” he says and starts the car, making it clear this conversation is over. I silently sit back in my seat as he takes us to the hunter’s base, and Josh hands over both our IDs to the hunters at the gates. After they have checked them, they let us in, and Josh hands me one of the small plastic cards. I accept it off him and see my name and a scanner number on the bottom of the card. There isn’t anything else on it, but I doubt anyone can just walk into here. I am sure the cameras are checking the cars somehow.

      “Remember, I am always near you, and you are safe. Even if you can’t see me,” Josh says, and I almost think he is being sweet before I shake my head and remember that this is Josh. Josh doesn’t do sweet, but he does do confusing apparently. We both get out of the car, and Josh locks it before we walk up to the building. Mr. Graves is waiting for us in the reception room, and he smiles tightly when he sees us.

      “Adelaide! Are you ready for your first day?” he asks, and I nod. “Josh, the command needs you downstairs on level five. I will find you after I show Adelaide what to do up here.”

      “Yes, sir,” Josh nods, and he walks to the elevators. I almost panic for a second that he is leaving me alone in here when I remember his words in the car and see his dark eyes on me as the elevator doors shut. That look is full of confidence and protection. I can do this, and Josh will protect me if I can’t.

      “Come here,” Mr. Graves kindly asks, snapping me out of it, and I plaster a fake smile on my face as he leads me into the receptionist counter. Mr. Graves shows me how to answer the phone and direct the phone calls to the right area before showing me the massive pile of paperwork that he wants sorted into a filing cabinet under the counter.

      “Good luck, and if you need anything, hold the number one down on the phone, it will direct the phone call to me,” he explains.

      “Thank you.”

      “No, thank you. I hope I don’t have to remind you not to wander around. This place is full of very dangerous people, and remember, you are always being watched,” he says, nodding his head at one of the cameras in the corner of the room which is pointed at me.

      “I have no plans to go anywhere but this desk, your office if you call me, and the break room to get myself a coffee later.”

      “Brilliant. This week, I need you here through Wednesday, and the rest of the week you can have off on me,” he explains.

      “Thank you,” I reply with a smile.

      “I’m sure this is going to work out well for us all,” he says, patting my shoulder gently, and I pull my shoulder away without thinking. He doesn’t say anything, but I see the annoyance flash in his eyes before he walks to the elevator and gets in. I quickly look away as the phone rings, and I answer it, directing the phone call to the right department, and try to pretend that I’m working a normal job. It’s only one month, Adie. One month.
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      “Popcorn, chocolate, friends, wine and my choice of movie. This is a perfect reward for my first week at work,” I say to Nath who grins as I take the bowl of popcorn off him and put my wine on the side table next to my chocolate. Josh and Rick are sat on the floor, resting their backs on the sofa. I look over at Mich on the other sofa, laying down with his legs crossed, and Tay who is sitting on the coffee table with her own collection of food. Pack is family. I don’t know who suggested movie night, but somehow, we all ended up here, and they let me choose a movie. I chose the latest Marvel film because you can never go wrong with one of their movies. They are amazing. Mich presses play with the remote, and I rest my head on Nath’s shoulder as I watch the film. His hand somehow gets to resting on my knee, and Rick moves closer, until his shoulder is pressed against my leg. I’m so comfy that the next thing I’m aware of is someone’s light snoring. I blink my eyes open to see I’m lying on top of Rick in his bed, and when I glance to my side, Mich is lying right next to me on the bed too. I move myself slowly until I’m lying right in the middle of them both and freeze as Rick mutters something in his sleep. Then his arm wraps around my waist, and I can feel his heavy breathing near the top of my head. I rest my hand over Rick’s arm, surprising myself with how comfy it is to be in the middle of them both. Mich’s eyes slowly open as I look back at him, and he sees me staring.

      “We can leave if you want,” Mich whispers.

      “No, don’t,” I say, and he nods, closing his eyes, and I do the same, happily falling straight back to sleep.
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* * *

      I stretch my arms out the next morning, surprised when I open my eyes and see Rick’s bed is empty. I sit up, pushing the blanket off me and feeling that I’m still dressed in the clothes from last night which are now crumpled up. At least it is Thursday and no work today. I nearly jump out of my skin when Tay, in owl form, flies through the window, landing on the bed before turning back into her pixie self.

      “You are still here…why?” she asks, and I scoot back on the bed.

      “Because I’m their friend and live next door,” I drawl. “I don’t plan on going anywhere even if you want me to.”

      “Back to Frayan soon?” she asks, sounding hopeful.

      “Nope. I was told not to go back to Frayan. Are you from there?” I ask her, and she nods.

      “I am the last pixie of fate,” she tells me, her voice small and quiet like she doesn’t want to tell me that.

      “Pixie of fate? Is that what your race is called?” I ask her.

      “Yes. Your race made us to protect you, but you left, and we were killed over time for our magic,” she says, and I feel so sorry for her. She is all alone. I wonder what she means by my race making hers. Maybe she means the Fray made her or something, as I doubt my shifter side did.

      “Do you want to go back to Frayan?” I ask her, and she shakes her head.

      “Earth is safer for me. I find family,” she tells me, looking at the door. “Like you found family here too.”

      “I did,” I whisper, and she actually smiles at me. I go to ask her why she wants me to go back to Frayan when the door opens and Rick walks in, naked with only a small blue towel wrapped around his waist. I cough on thin air as I gape at him, and he seems amused.

      “I forgot to take clothes into the shower,” he tells me and looks at Tay. “Is everything okay?”

      “Yep,” I answer, and Rick looks surprised for a second.

      “Alright then. Anyway, Nath was making breakfast for you. You might want to go down before he goes to work and it gets cold,” he tells me.

      “Food?” Tay asks, and Rick only nods once before she quickly flies out of the room. That damn pixie is going to eat my food. I know it. Rick goes to his dresser, putting his back to me as he opens the drawer. I slide to sit on the end of the bed, looking at the tense muscles on his back, making myself be brave and blurt out the question I’ve wanted to ask for the last two weeks.

      “Was I that bad of a kisser that you are avoiding me now?” I ask, and he turns, holding some clothes as he gives me a confused look.

      “That kiss was fucking amazing, don’t say that again,” he tells me and sighs at whatever he sees on my face. Rick walks over and sits next to me on the bed, putting his clothes to the side as I look up at him.

      “Then why are you avoiding me?” I whisper the question.

      “You are going out on a date with Nath…Mich looks at you like he wants more than a friend, and Josh…well I don’t get Josh, but I wanted to give you space to decide what you want. I wasn’t ignoring or avoiding you,” he admits quietly, but I don’t sense any lie in his words.

      “It felt like you were,” I confess.

      “Adelaide, you are beautiful, smart and brave…I think you might be my mate,” he blurts out to me, and I stare at him in shock.

      “What?” I whisper.

      “My wolf is very protective of you, and seeing you around the others isn’t easy when we aren’t mated. I didn’t want to tell you what my wolf is thinking when all this is going on. I planned to see what happened when you are back at the castle and we could have more time together,” he tells me, again all true.

      “My wolf likes you too, but I don’t know if we are mates,” I tell him. I’ve heard that wolves can find their mates, but mum and dad never told me much about it.

      “We need to shift together to find out, and I know you aren’t ready for that. When you want to find out, I’m here,” he tells me.

      “And the date with Nath?” I lightly ask.

      “Go. It will be fun, and I want the next date,” he says. “I know there is some kind of bond between you two, and sharing lovers isn’t something rare in the supernatural world. Hell, my stepmum has four mates.”

      “That must be hard work, four mates,” I muse.

      “It might be fun. Now, I need to get dressed and work out before going into work. You are more than welcome to stay and watch, but I think you might want to get downstairs before Tay eats all your pancakes,” he says, and I quickly jump off the bed when he starts to undo his towel. I tell myself not to look back as I’m pulling the door shut behind me, but I can’t help it when I do and see Rick naked from behind. Oh my god, he has a nice ass.

      “Shut the door, Adelaide,” Rick suggests, and I giggle as I finish pulling the door shut. I walk to the stairs just as Nath runs up them, grinning when he sees me.

      “Your cheeks are very red. They almost match your hair,” he tells me. “Are you free Saturday?”

      “Why?” I ask.

      “Our date. I want to take you out at seven on Saturday. Unless you’ve changed your mind?” he asks me, looking a little worried.

      “Erm, nope. A date sounds perfect,” I reply, and he pulls me into a tight hug before putting me down.

      “Food is on the table downstairs,” he tells me, and I lean up, kissing his cheek.

      “Thank you!” I say before sliding around him and running down the stairs. I walk into the kitchen, surprised to see my pancakes all in one piece and Tay eating off her own plate. Maybe Tay and I will get along after all.
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      I finish pulling my black leggings on and throwing my off-shoulder grey shirt on before glancing at myself in the mirror. It’s one casual date. Don’t be nervous. I brush my hair so it falls in nice waves over my right shoulder, stopping just over my ribs before walking out my bedroom. I leave my phone on the side, knowing I don’t need it when I’m sure Nath has his. I walk down the stairs and slide my boots on before walking to the living room where Nath is waiting for me.

      “You look perfect,” he remarks, and I can’t help but think the same of him. Nath’s blond hair is trimmed a little, but somehow keeping that sexy messy feel to it. It makes you want to run your hands through his hair. He has a black leather jacket on, jeans and heavy looking boots that compliment his build.

      “You said casual,” I reply, feeling a little underdressed for a date.

      “Yeah, you can’t wear a dress with what I have planned,” he says with a smirk, standing up and handing me a leather jacket. “Put this on, you might get cold on the bike.”

      “Bike?” I ask, and he simply nods as I put the jacket on and zip it up. Nath slides his hand into mine and leads me out the house, where parked on the driveway behind my car is a dirt bike with giant wheels.

      “Where the hell did you get that?” I ask, and Nath laughs.

      “It’s a hobby of mine. I have a garage in the village and a few of them around,” he tells me. “I know most guys would take you out to a fancy meal or the cinema to watch a film, but those dates are forgettable. I don’t want you to forget this.”

      “I have a feeling I won’t,” I mumble, and he tugs on my hand, leading me to the bike. Nath hands me a helmet before putting on his own and then helping me with the strap under my chin. He gets on the bike, and I sit behind him, wrapping my arms around his waist and pressing my head against his back.

      “Ready?” Nath asks.

      “Yes!” I reply and squeeze him tight as he speeds us across the street and into the woods right behind it. There is a dirt road already mapped out, and I laugh as he drives us at full speed all around the woods. We go up and down the hills and fly around bumpy corners until we get to a big field next to a lake. Nath parks the bike, and I get off first, pulling my helmet off.

      “I brought us some food to eat,” he explains, taking my helmet from me.

      “A romantic picnic in the woods. I thought you didn’t want to do the stereotypical dates,” I tease him, and he laughs as he hooks our helmets on the bike handles and pulls the seat of the bike open, pulling out a bag.

      “It’s not that stereotypical,” he replies, chuckling, and I walk to his side, sliding my hand into his as we walk over to the edge of the lake. We sit down on the grass together, just before the lake, so we can look across it. I’m happy it isn’t raining today and it’s peaceful here. Nath opens the bag and offers me the food he brought and a drink. I smile down at the ham, cheese and salad sandwiches he always makes me and how he knows I love blackcurrant fruit juice.

      “Thank you,” I mutter as he his own food out before pulling out a packet of Oreos, making my grin even bigger.

      “I would never forget Oreos. Since you’ve been around, it’s all we buy so that you and Rick have them,” he says as he passes me the packet.

      “Want to share?” I ask, opening the Oreo’s.

      “Love to,” he replies with a small smile.

      “I thought you could shift and have a run around if you want,” Nath tells me, leaning back after finishing his food. “I know wolves get twitchy when they haven’t shifted in a while.”

      “Yeah, just shifting in the house isn’t good for my wolf. She gets testy,” I laugh and lie back on the grass. I stare up at the sky, feeling Nath lie down next to me and watch the sky with me.

      “Tell me something completely random about you,” Nath asks me after a while. His fingers brush against my hand, and I move my hand closer, linking my fingers with his.

      “I’m scared of the dark. Like the pitch black dark,” I tell him, and he squeezes my hand.

      “I’m sort of the opposite. I’m scared of the light of day, of people seeing me since I was brought up in the dark. I was hidden in it, and it is somewhat comforting that, even now, I can protect myself from the people in the daylight,” he says, and I turn my head, staring at him as he looks at me. I have a feeling he hasn’t taken his eyes off me for a while.

      “Nath…you don’t have to hide. None of us should ever have to hide because of what we are,” I whisper, and he rolls onto his side, resting on his arm and leaning over me, our faces inches away.

      “You’re right, beautiful. Maybe there will be a world where we don’t have to hide one day,” he whispers. “Everything we are doing now is getting us closer to that goal.”

      “Do you wonder about Frayan? About going there because it’s half of who we are?” I ask, because I can’t stop thinking about the place the more I read in the books my mum left. They describe a world full of beauty and wonder, and it speaks to me in a way. It makes me want to desperately see the world I was born in. I know I can’t ever go there, not after mum says someone is looking for me and it could mean death, but it doesn’t stop me dreaming of it.

      “Of course. The Fray are half my people, but it’s not that easy. The Fray that came over in the war said portals only open twice a year for only a second if there is no one on the other side pulling them in,” he explains to me.

      “Pulling them in?” I ask.

      “The Fray believe all people have connections that are hidden deep in their souls. That these connections are stronger than distance, than other worlds, than anything. Magic and souls are linked in Frayan, and it can be seen apparently,” he whispers, and we both pause, staring at each other in silence for a second as tension builds between us. I go to kiss him at the same time he leans down to kiss me, and the first touch of our lips is like heat blasting all over my skin, and then it is quickly replaced by overwhelming pleasure. Nath must feel it too as he slides his hand to my waist, pulling me on top of him and never breaking the kiss in the movement.

      “Adie,” Nath groans against my lips as I rock against the hard budge I can feel under his jeans. Nath’s hands slide into my hair, kissing me deeper.

      “Well…this is not what I expected to find two cousins doing…” Mr. Graves’s highly sarcastic voice drawls, and I break away from Nath in shock, looking up to see Mr. Graves stood with at least twenty hunter guards, their guns pointed in our direction. I don’t reply to him, looking down at Nath who utters one word.

      “Run.” Nath pushes me to the side and, in the blink of an eye, he is running straight towards the men, a blue shimmer spreading from his skin. I push myself to my feet, knowing I need to shift to help just as they start shooting at Nath with their guns. The dart bullets bounce off the shimmer surrounding Nath as he gets to the first two hunters, punching the one and sending him flying while the others run at him.

      “Don’t think about shifting or running. This will only hurt more if you do,” Mr. Graves states and clicks his fingers. I scream as something slams into my neck as I go to run away, and pain shoots through my body. I fall to the floor, seeing Mr. Graves standing still as a statue as the wind moves his coat around. I focus on the sound of Nath roaring my name just as everything goes black.
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      I gasp as I wake up, sitting up sharply and blinking my eyes at the bright white light in the room. I have to close my eyes and re-open them a few times to get used to how bright the room is. I remember everything in a rush and place my hand on my neck, feeling a metal collar strapped to my neck. It is quite thick, and I try to pull it away only to hear a quiet voice from the other side of the room.

      “Don’t pull it,” the woman warns me, and I turn on the small bed to see a woman sat in the corner of the room, dressed in white trousers and a white shirt. She has red hair a similar colour to mine, but her roots have gone grey and her hair is cut very short. I glance around at the white painted walls, the white tiles on the floor, and there is a massive glass mirror on the one wall. I don’t know what this place is, but I bet it is in the hunter base. I swallow the ball of fear in my throat that Nath isn’t here with me.

      “Why?” I ask her. Who is she and why am I with her?

      “It will burn your neck, and if you don’t stop pulling, it would kill you,” she tells me, her voice cracking a little, and as I look closer, I see her metal collar, with clear burn marks all around her neck.

      “Who are you?” I ask her. I spot flower tattoos crawling up the side of her neck, but her shirt hides the design from me. They look red though, so perhaps roses.

      “Asteria,” she replies, turning her head to the side, and staring at me. “What is your name?”

      “Adelaide,” I reply, and her eyes widen, before she harshly starts shaking her head.

      “No. No, you can’t be. Adelaide is safe. Adelaide is not here. This is just a game!” the woman shouts, pressing herself against the wall, closing her eyes as she continues to shake her head muttering the word “no”.

      “I don’t know who you think I am, but it doesn’t matter. Are we in the hunter’s base?” I ask her, but she ignores me, sinking to the floor to sit down and shaking her head continuously like she has lost her mind. I stare at the messy haired woman and wonder why they would put me in a room with her and why she cares what my name is. I walk to the door, feeling around the wall for any kind of handle or way to pull it, finding none. My wolf itches to get out when I step back and start to panic that I am trapped. When I put my hand to the collar, I know I can’t shift. This thing would strangle me. I step back and pace around the room, walking past the woman who freezes and reaches out, grabbing my hand. I try to pull away, but she holds on tight as she uses her other hand to touch the crystals.

      “You’re really her. Only one of his children could wear this and live,” she whispers, touching the crystals. “My Adelaide.”

      “Yours?” I ask her in surprise. What the heck is she going on about? I look down at her as she stares up at me with her bright green eyes that look awfully familiar. She goes to speak as the door opens, and I jump back as her hand falls away, watching as Mr. Graves walks in the room with two guards. The woman quickly stands up and places herself in front of me as one of the guards shuts the door.

      “Protecting your daughter. How sweet,” Mr. Graves taunts, and I place my hand on Asteria’s shoulder, walking to her side and looking at her.

      “Daughter?” I ask, hearing my heart pound in my ears as I look over her features and finally to her eyes. My eyes. We have the same colour eyes, the same colour hair, and I know Graves isn’t lying as I stare at her. She is my mother. The one who is meant to be dead. I don’t know how to process any of it as I stare at her in pure shock. Only the sound of my heart beating, my heavy breathing and the feeling of my sweat collecting on my forehead is all I can process. I shake my head after a while, knowing he might be lying as the woman doesn’t say anything. She could just be someone that looks like her.

      “Oh, did your mother not tell you who she is?” Mr. Graves laughs. “Maybe I should be kind and fill you in on the past.”

      “My mum died, and my biological parents are dead. I don’t want to hear your lies,” I snap, sticking with denial.

      “Adelaide,” Asteria whispers, turning to face me and placing her hand on my cheek. “I am your mother. I left you with Reni, your mum, all those years ago and closed the last portal to Frayan. I thought it would kill me before the poison in my body did, but this monster found me. He locked me away here, testing on me and trying to use my powers for his own use.” I stare in shock, the denial I was sticking to fading away because she couldn’t know all of that unless she was telling me the truth.

      “Until little Adelaide answered the door, I had almost given up on torturing Asteria to use her magic,” Mr. Graves says, but I feel frozen in place as I stare at the woman claiming to be my mother.

      “It can’t be true,” I croak out, shaking my head and feeling powerless as I start to realise she is telling me the truth.

      “It is, and you know why I brought her to you, Asteria. Get on with it or I will kill her, slowly, in front of you until you do it,” Graves demands.

      “I can’t. Adelaide is too young for that kind of power! I was over a hundred years old when I accepted my powers!” Asteria shouts, moving her hand away and protectively pushing me behind her. I just catch the subtle nod of Mr. Graves’s head to the guard on his right before the guard steps forward. He slams my mother out of the way, and she screams as she hits the floor. I step back until my back hits the wall and the brown haired guard steps right in front of me. He leers as he grabs me by my hair and pushes me to my knees in front of him, turning my head to face my mother. She frantically looks around for something, anything to help me as I bite my lip from the pain of the guard pulling my hair. Graves straightens his suit before walking over to Asteria’s side, picking out a remote from his pocket.

      “Right, you have five chances. I will press this five times, and on the fifth time, she will die from the burns as her throat splits open. Don’t make me keep pressing this, Asteria. Give her the power,” he warns and holds the remote towards me, pressing a button. I scream as the collar burns my throat, the smell of my flesh burning is the only thing I can recognise outside of the incredible pain. I cough as the burn stops, and I shout in more pain as the guard lifts my head by my hair.

      “Fine,” Asteria gives in, tears pouring down her face as she crawls to me. The guard drops my hair and lets me go, stepping around us, but I keep my eyes on Asteria.

      “The power of the royal Fray is passed from generation to generation. I hoped our family’s power would die with me, and I am so sorry for the burden you receive now. This human wants you to use the gift for his benefit, but fate will decide who it is meant for,” Asteria gently tells me, placing her hands on my shoulders.

      “Get it over with!” Mr. Graves growls, making Asteria jump. She moves closer, grabbing my hands and placing them together before covering them with her own.

      “When you get this gift, you will get all your powers. That includes the storm magic and your father’s powers,” she tells me, as our hands start to glow a deep red colour. “Make sure you kill them all, including me, then run.” Our hands begin to glow red, then a blinding light blasts out. I scream as a burning feeling like electricity travels all up my arms, spreading across my body as the light gets brighter and brighter until the world goes black once more; this time I welcome it.
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      “What the fuck happened to you on your date, man?” Josh jokes as I walk through the door, but the minute he looks at the blood covering all my clothes, mixed in with the dirt, and the fury on my face, he quickly turns serious. “Where is Adelaide?”

      “Taken by Graves. He had fuck knows how many hunters distract me while he took her. I thought he was there for both of us, but he only wanted her. I fucked up,” I admit, remembering the sight of Graves’s hunters picking up Adelaide’s passed out form and taking her away as I fought the hunters trying to kill me.

      “What did you just say?” Rick growls, storming down the stairs, and Mich appears in the room, right in the middle of Josh and me.

      “Adelaide is at the base and in trouble, we need to go. Now!” I demand, holding my hands in fists at my side.

      “We can’t raid the base alone. Not when he is expecting us to,” Rick growls. “Fuck! I hate to say this, but Mich, go and get the kings and my stepmum.” Mich nods and disappears, he doesn’t need to be told more than once.

      “Did they hurt her?” Rick demands, walking until he is right in front of me and placing his hands on my shoulders. “Are you hurt?”

      “Yes, they hurt her, and I’m fine. One of those shock collars knocked her out,” I tell him, remembering the heart-tearing scream that left her lips before she blacked out. I desperately tried to fight my way to her, but there were too many of them. By the time I killed the last of them, it was too late. They had taken her. I’m a fucking idiot.

      “I’m going to get the weapons. Think of a plan,” Josh tells us, and he walks straight up the stairs without looking back. The air next to us shimmers for a brief second before they appear. Queen Winter, King Atticus, King Dabriel, King Wyatt, King Jaxson and Mich all appear in a line together, looking downright terrifying even to me, and I’ve known them years.

      “Rick, what has happened? Where is Josh?” Queen Winter demands, rushing to Rick and pulling his tall frame into a tight hug. Queen Winter looks about our age, but she is about ten years older and pregnant. I’m shocked the kings let her come here, but from what I remember, Queen Winter always did what she wanted.

      “Josh is fine, just upstairs, and there is this girl—” Rick starts off and quickly gets cut off as Queen Winter’s eyebrows shoot up as she looks up at Rick.

      “What girl?” King Wyatt asks at the same time King Atticus asks. King Wyatt crosses his arms and glares at King Atticus, who only smirks. “Why have we not been told of any changes to this mission? This isn’t a game, boy.”

      “With Winter…” Rick starts off, and Queen Winter steps back, crossing her arms over her little bump that you can see under her blue vest top.

      “If you say because I’m pregnant—” she starts off and no doubt is going to tell him that her being pregnant isn’t a reason for us all to risk our lives, but Rick cuts her off.

      “Wait. Don’t get mad. We don’t have time for this,” Rick growls, shaking his head. “She could be my mate. In fact, I’m nearly certain she is, and Graves has her. I can’t let her die. I need your help…please.”

      “Mate?” King Jaxson mutters. “We need to have a long chat, Freds.”

      “Congrats, kid!” King Atticus says, holding a hand up for a high five, and everyone glares at him. “Not the time, alright I’ll save it for later.”

      “Atti, go back to the castle and get the royal army ready in ten minutes,” King Jaxson growls. “And bring me my sword.”

      “I’m coming with you as well,” King Dabriel says, and Atti places his hand on King Dabriel’s shoulder before they both disappear. Josh runs down the stairs, two bags of weapons in his hands, and he drops them on the floor.

      “Get in here, man,” King Atticus states, pulling Josh into a reluctant man hug just before Queen Winter gets to him, pulling Josh into an embrace as well. I look away when they start speaking quietly. I ignore them all, and grab one of the bags of weapons, picking it up and dropping it on the sofa in the lounge. I open it up and pull out my favourite swords, flipping them around in my hands. We are going to get her back, or I won’t ever stop until she is safe. I know he wants her for something, so he won’t kill her yet. If he kills her—

      “What happened exactly?” King Wyatt asks, stopping my train of thought and stepping to my side. I don’t answer him straight away as he starts going through the bag of weapons, pulling out the ones he doesn’t want and dropping them on the other side of the sofa.

      “I got distracted. They must have been waiting, and now she is gone,” I explain.

      “I didn’t mean tonight. What exactly has been going on with this girl, and why have you all kept her a secret from us?” he asks.

      “She just turned up and turned our lives upside down,” I admit. “Thinking straight hasn’t been a thing for us recently.”

      “Women tend to do that,” King Wyatt lightly chuckles, his eyes drifting to Queen Winter before coming back to me as he picks a heavy sword up. “Does Rick know you’re in love with his mate?”

      “No,” I admit.

      “Secrets cause problems, and sharing does work if you can all be honest. You have all grown up together, don’t lie and fall out because you won’t talk about how you feel,” King Wyatt tells me. “Make sure you tell your family the truth.” I don’t get a chance to reply to him as he walks away, and I look over to see Rick watching us closely. I’m well aware he could have heard our conversation from this distance, but he doesn’t react in any way, so I doubt he did listen in. Rescue Adie first and then deal with our feelings later.
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      I blink my eyes open, coughing on the dust that is somehow in my mouth and all around me, stinging my eyes. When the dust settles a little, I open my eyes to see a piece of wall in front of me, broken into pieces, and one of the larger pieces has an arm underneath it. I shake my head as I pull myself up, seeing the red flashing lights and hearing the blaring sound of an alarm in the distance. The room I’m in is destroyed, and I can’t see anything but dust, rock, broken walls and glass. I glance down, seeing the broken collar by my hand and my other hand goes to my slightly burnt neck, pulling away when it stings as I touch it. I think back to my Asteria holding my hands, and then the pain and what I think was screams. What happened? I look back at the arm, hoping it’s Asteria, and move to crawl across the floor to it. I pull the heavy bit of wall off the arm, and I’m relieved to see Asteria on the ground, covered in pieces of wall, but she is just waking up.

      “Asteria?” I mutter her name, sliding an arm beneath her back and pulling her so she sits up.

      “You remind me of your father,” she says, her voice croaky. “Just as magical.”

      “You must have hit your head. We need to escape here, and you can tell me all about him. You can tell me everything, Asteria,” I tell her, and she nods with a smile. I shakily stand myself up and hold a hand out for her. I manage to get her to stand up, but she nearly falls as she tries to put weight on her right leg, and I look down at all the blood pouring from it through her white trousers. “Put your arm around me.” Asteria does as I ask, and we slowly make our way through the open door and into a long corridor. The flashing red light doesn’t do much to show us where we need to go, but it does show me dozens of other doors down here.

      “Call me mum. Just once,” Asteria whispers to me.

      “When we get out of here, I will. We need to find some stairs or something,” I mutter, shifting Asteria’s weight a little and deciding to head in the direction of the siren noise. We hobble down the corridor, and I glance to my right, seeing all the doors again and knowing I need to open these before we escape, or the guys’ mission would be for nothing.

      “What did you do to me in there?” I ask Asteria as we carry on walking slowly. “What happened?”

      “You inherited your powers,” she tells me.

      “And then what caused the explosion or whatever happened to that room?” I ask. I seriously hope Graves and those hunters are dead under all the gravel and broken walls.

      “You did. You are far more powerful than I was when I got my powers, but then with who your father is, that is no surprise,” she muses, and I go to ask her who my father is when I see the flashing stairs sign. I hurry us towards it and pull the door open, stopping to stare at the emergency release button on the wall. I glance back down at the doors and wonder if it will open them. Only one way to find out. I lift the plastic covering and slam my hand onto the red button, and a blasting alarm sounds. The doors each start popping open one by one.

      “We have to go,” I remind myself and Asteria, knowing I’ve done my best to help them, and I need to get us out of here. The others can come back for the prisoners. I’m sure they are on their way to rescue us. I hope Nath has gotten out somehow, and I know I will go back for him if the others don’t rescue him first. I help Asteria up the stairs, pausing every few steps with her to get our breaths back. I freeze when I hear steps below us, and three guys, carrying small children in their arms, run past us like we aren’t even here. When I look down the staircase, there are more men, children and women slowly climbing the stairs behind us, all wearing those horrible white clothes. I have to pray Nath is with them. I slide my arm further around my mother’s waist with more determination, and we carry on up the stairs, knowing we need to leave this place.

      “Did you have a good childhood? Were you happy?” Asteria asks me, her voice breathless.

      “Yes,” I reply, trying not to break down emotionally right now. I can do that when I am somewhere safe and have some time to process this. Not right now.

      “That’s all I wanted. All we wanted for you. The throne is nothing without happiness,” she says. “Everyone forgot that in Frayan.”

      “What throne?” I ask her as we keep walking.

      “Yours. You are the heir to the Autumn court, Adelaide,” she tells me as we get to the top of the stairs and make our way to the doorway right in front of us.

      “That’s crazy. I’m no princess, and you really must have hit your head,” I tell her firmly.

      “Being the heir to the throne is only half of who you are. The other half is far more powerful, and if you don’t control it, embrace it, you will destroy everything like the prophecy said,” she warns me, coughing on her words. I think back to the book and the mention of a prophecy in that book mum left me.

      “Are you saying there is a prophecy about me?” I ask Asteria, and she nods.

      “Yes, and I did everything to save you from it. I fear it has already started now,” she says as we make our way across the reception room.

      “What did you do?” I ask her, confused, and she goes to answer when three loud gunshots bang in the room and Asteria screams out in pain, falling out of my arm to the floor. I fall with her, not even looking for who shot her, as I turn her over onto her back.

      “Adelaide. I never thought I’d get to see you one more time before death. This is a blessing, my sweet child…a blessing…” she whispers, her eyes fading, and then she starts to disappear. Her body slowly turns into red dust in my hands until there is nothing left but a pile of red dust that floats across the floor.

      “Mum…” I crackle out, staring at the red dust in pure shock.

      “She deserved to die. That bitch almost killed me. Now, Adelaide, be a smart girl and come here,” Graves beckons, sounding not far behind me. Anger fills my mind, and my hands start to crackle with blue lightning.

      “Adelaide, what are you doing?!” Mr. Graves’s panicked voice shouts from behind me, but I see nothing but blue light as the lightning crackles all over my skin, and I stand up.
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      My body twitches in slight pain as I move us all to just inside the Hunter’s Organisation base, and my hands fall to my knees once we appear as I bend over, getting my breath back. I’ve never moved this many people before.

      “Impressive. I can only move forty, but you managed to move forty-two,” King Atticus says, sounding as out of breath as I am. I glance at the competitive witch king and shake my head.

      “This isn’t a competition, guys,” Queen Winter huffs, walking over to us. King Jaxson slides an arm around her waist, stopping her from going any further.

      “You’re staying right by my side, lass,” he quietly tells her, but we all hear it. Josh rolls his eyes at the interaction and starts the walk towards the base, with Rick and Nath at his side.

      “Let’s go,” I suggest, nodding my head at the base. We run silently towards the building, walking between the cars to get to the entrance. The royal army floods around the building, running in all directions to make sure we have all exits covered. We trained with the kings’ royal army, and we know they move like one; they are as deadly as it gets. I pause next to Josh when he suddenly stops, and everyone does the same. I stare open-mouthed as all the hunters are running out of the building, not even glancing at us as they run. Mixed in between them are clearly prisoners, their white clothes are hard to miss. I gape in shock as Adelaide steps out of the building, every part of her body covered in blue energy, and blue lightning shoots out of the sky, hitting her body and making the blue energy grow larger. A hunter runs out the building, and she reaches a hand out, shooting blue lightning at him, turning him into dust in a second.

      “Please say that’s the girl,” King Jaxson mutters, “because I don’t fancy a fight against her, and I don’t think we need to rescue her.”

      “Adie!” Rick shouts, stepping closer, but Adie doesn’t even look his way as more blue lightning flashes across the sky, and she puts her hands up in the air. The lightning hits her hands, and she seems to just keep draining the lightning.

      “We need to snap her out of it,” I tell the others firmly.

      “How do you suggest any of us do that?” King Dabriel asks, staring at Adelaide. “She looks very familiar.”

      “I don’t care if she is familiar, we are moving back. Try to stop her or we will knock her out. You have a few minutes,” King Jaxson states, pulling Queen Winter, King Wyatt, King Atticus and King Dabriel with him as they move back to the trees with the royal army not far behind.

      “I can make a ward that covers me and get to her,” I say, ignoring King Dabriel and thinking about it.

      “She won’t listen to you. You guys don’t even get along,” Rick snaps.

      “And you don’t know fucking everything, prince Fredrick. I’m the only one that can get close to her,” I say, feeling like we need to do something before she takes in too much power. I think she is getting new powers and going through a change like we have at sixteen. This is what happens sometimes, and someone needs to stop her. People do change from the change, and I won’t let Adie die for something like that.

      “She could kill you,” Rick warns. “That isn’t Adie. Something has changed about her, and she is out of control.”

      “Then she kills me, or she kills us all. I have a feeling she is going to kill everyone near her soon,” I say, knowing all that energy has to go somewhere.

      “I have a better idea,” Josh interrupts, “one that doesn’t get any of us hurt.”

      “What?” I ask, shocked that Josh wants to help at all.

      “Hold my coat, and stop me if I can’t pull it back,” Josh says, pulling his coat off and chucking it at me. I catch it and frown as I realise what he is going to do.

      “Fucking hell, you’re going to try and drain her with your demon powers?” Rick asks in shock. It’s a terrible idea, but it might work.

      “She seems like the type of girl I want to save and be the good guy for. So sure,” Josh says, shocking us all and winking at Rick who goes to protest when Josh’s eyes flash blue. I grab Rick’s arm, making him step back when I know we can’t stop Josh now. Josh is our best chance, and it’s too late to stop the idiot anyway.
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      “Sweetheart,” Josh’s soothing voice whispers to me, but I hold my hands in the air, seeing and feeling nothing but the lightning flashing through my body and blocking out the intense pain in my chest and the tears that I want to let fall. I can’t fight my body, I can’t fight the power controlling me, and I don’t want to.

      “You aren’t here,” I cry out.

      “I am,” he whispers, and I gasp as I feel like Josh is so close to me, but I’m too scared to open my eyes to look. I gasp again as I feel some of the power leaving me, feeling like it is drifting from my body.

      “Why would you come for me? You don’t even like me,” I ask, knowing this is just my imagination.

      “I want to save you,” Josh tells me.

      “Why?” I cry out, the words feeling painful to say. “I’m not worth saving.”

      “Because you are worth saving, Adelaide. You are worth fighting to save, and I am here for you,” he tells me, his words feeling soothing.

      “I’m scared to let go of the power. I’m scared to open my eyes and you won’t really be there,” I whisper, my voice cracking. “My parents are dead, my mother is dead, and everything is so wrong. I am alone.”

      “No. You have a pack. You have us and Sophie. We need you, now let go. I will catch you,” Josh whispers, his voice is so seductive that I open my eyes. Blue energy bounces everywhere, making it hard to see, and the lightning is crackling around all of my skin. Josh doesn’t let that scare him as he stalks through the storm like there is nothing there. Like there is nothing that would stop him from getting to me. My power doesn’t touch him, letting him walk to me with his glowing blue eyes. Josh holds a hand out to me.

      “I thought you didn’t like me, yet you’re really here,” I gasp, seeing his blue eyes, and the blue veins crawling from his eyes. He is using his demon powers.

      “Take my hand and let the power go,” Josh demands. “I like you, Adie, and I’m here.”

      I stare up at the lightning flashing from the skies before meeting Josh’s eyes again, and I lower my hands slowly, staring at the crackling electric sparks covering them before moving my hand and sliding it into Josh’s. The moment our hands touch, a massive boom sends everything around us flying away in a whirlwind of blue energy, and we are left holding hands, staring at each other as Josh’s eyes fade back to their normal blue. I’m smiling when suddenly, my knees give out, but Josh sweeps me into his arms before I can fall.

      “Thank you,” I whisper, wrapping my arms around his neck.

      Josh wordlessly carries me over to the others, gently putting me on my feet, and Rick wraps his arms around me first in a tight embrace.

      “Are you okay?” he asks, and I nod, still feeling dizzy as I try to stand on my own. Nath’s eyes meet mine over Rick’s shoulder, and he smiles at me, looking relieved, but there is guilt in his eyes that I don’t understand. I look up in shock as an owl flies out of the trees, landing on my shoulder, and I stare into its pink eyes, recognising the owl as Tay. Was she worried about me?

      “Maybe I should have a look at her?” a male voice says behind us, and I turn to see an angel walking over to us, a woman holding his hand. The man is a light angel I suspect, with his white hair, purple eyes and white wings. The woman is a little shorter than me, with long dark brown hair and a kind smile as she holds her hand out to me.

      “I’m Winter, nice to meet you,” the woman says. I step away from Rick and to Josh’s side as I reach for her hand as I introduce myself.

      “I’m Adelaide,” I say, sliding my hand into hers. Her eyes widen in shock, and she falls to the floor, holding her hand as she screams in pain. The angel looks at me in horror, falling to the woman’s side, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. Dozens of people start running out from the trees towards us, and I step closer to Josh, feeling confused. Did I hurt her?

      “Run!” Winter screams just as a blurry blue wave of light appears in front of us. I go to run when the light seems to pull me into it, and I can do nothing but let it. The last thing I see is Josh grabbing my hand before the light burns so bright that everything real is lost as we start falling, and a voice whispers to me:

      

      The true prophesied queen of the Fray comes home…with death as her shadow.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      I rub my wrist, tears streaming down my face as I stare into the heartbroken eyes of Freddy who stares at the spot where Adelaide, the strange owl, and Josh just were. They are gone. The promise is paired.

      “What did you do, Winter?” Freddy demands in shock. “What the hell did you do? Where are they?”

      Dabriel helps me stand up, holding me close as the others get to us.

      “I made a promise in the war to a Fray queen. I was told I would meet a half Fray…a royal of their kind, and that I would send her back,” I tell them all honestly. “I was tricked, and Queen Lilyanne is a monster.”

      “How could you do that to a person you don’t even know?” Freddy asks in disgust, and it breaks my heart to see him looking at me like this. Mich and Nath haven’t even moved, they look confused and destroyed. They all love her…and this is my fault.

      “It wasn’t her choice. The war had to be won, and Winter couldn’t have known she would be your mate, Freddy,” Jax says, stepping to my side just as the others get closer. “Are you okay? The baby okay?”

      “I’m fine,” I whisper.

      “We have to go to Frayan. Now,” Mich demands, placing his hand on Freddy’s shoulder. “We have to save Adie and Josh.”

      “I know a way. Over the years, I researched a way to rescue the girl I had to send. I never planned to just send anyone to the monster I made the promise to,” I say, thinking back to the Fray in my castle. There is one way to get there, but it is a one-way trip.

      “Then send us there,” Nath demands. “We have to find them both.”

      “We will find her and save her,” Freddy firmly replies, sounding like his uncle and father. Sounding like a king.

      “I didn’t know,” I whisper, still in shock.

      “It doesn’t matter now. Adelaide needs us,” Freddy says, but he won’t look at me.

      “The key is at the castle,” I say, staring at them all. I just hope they can forgive me if anything happens to her. I know I couldn’t forgive myself.

      “It’s not your fault,” Jax whispers, sliding an arm around my waist as I stare at Nath, Mich and Freddy as they talk between themselves.

      “If she dies, it will be my fault.”
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      Thank you so much for reading Adelaide’s Fate!! A big thank you to Helayna, Taylor, Meg, Mads, Erin and everyone that supported me with this book! Including my wonderful Pack Leaders <3

      A special shout out the to lovely designer, Christian!!

      Book two, Adelaide’s Trust, will be released soon but there is no date yet. Join my Facebook group, Bailey’s Pack, for updates.

      Please keep reading for an excerpt from other books of mine, and links on where to find me for updates and teasers!

      Thank you and if you have a second, a review would be amazing! They are everything to authors, even if it’s just a quick “I like this book.”

      Thank you for your continued support! You’re all amazing!
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      Evie

      “Are you sure you want to do this?” I ask, trying not to yawn from boredom as I hold my sword at my side, resting on it while I stare at the Protector. He isn’t the typical type that comes after me, that’s for sure. Usually Protectors are all posh assholes in shiny suits, but this guy looks like a fake-leather store threw up on him.

      “You must die, and I will be the one that finally–” his boring, predictable speech is interrupted when my phone starts ringing. I sigh in relief, not wanting to hear that same old speech again. I pull out my phone and see Hali’s name flashing. I answer and place it on loudspeaker, resting it on the dumpster near me.

      “Yeah?” I answer, looking back at the protector as he runs towards me, his sword raised.

      “Evie, when are you coming home? I’m starving, and you promised me Chinese tonight. The good stuff from Chingwa, not from the crappy one you like,” she says as I hit my sword against the protector’s, and swipe my leg under his, knocking him over. I kick his sword away from him, wondering why they even bothered sending this man after me. He is a worthless fighter.

      “Yep, I won’t be long, and I’ll get that damn Chinese for you. Anything else?” I ask as the protector grabs my leg and calls on his fire rune, trying to burn me. I laugh, lean down, and remove his hand from my leg. I jump on him, and place my sword under his neck.

      “Evie . . . what are you doing right now?” Hali asks, suspiciously.

      “Err, nothing,” I reply, kneeing the protector between his legs when he tries to knock me off him. He whines, before coughing out in pain.

      “I don’t believe that, but I want my Chinese, so I’m going to stay quiet. Later,” Hali laughs, and then the sound of beeping lets me know she put the phone down. Good, no fifteen-year-old should have to hear this.

      “I might let you go, but only if you tell me who sent you,” I say, already knowing his answer before he opens his mouth. They always say the same thing.

      “Never. I would never betray my people. Protectors never betray their blood, and we always protect,” he spits out.

      “I’m your people, you idiot,” I try to reason with him, giving him one more chance.

      “You are not,” he spits out, his voice rife with condescension.

      “I’m a protector. I really don’t want to do this, but you won’t give up, will you?” I sigh deeply and then lift my sword, shoving it through his heart before he can reply. His mouth widens in shock as I pull my sword out and stand up.

      “Death will find you. We will never stop hunting you,” he breathes out, just before his soul light leaves his body, floating up into the sky. I remember the first time I had to kill a protector, and I saw the light of his soul leave his body. It scared me, but then I saw it as what it truly is, beautiful. Beautiful that even an evil protector has light in his soul. That no matter how many of my own people I am forced to kill to survive, there might be a little bit of light remaining in my own soul. At least I can hope there is.

      “If only things could be different,” I say, disappointed in yet another one of my kind. Pulling the pen and little notebook from my pocket that I carry everywhere with me now, I flip it open and rip out a page. I quickly jot down the same thing I do every time I am forced to kill those that come after me . . . my rune name. It is the very reason I am hunted, the thing that many people now fear, and yet, I have no idea what it actually says. I leave the note on his stomach and pick my phone up before walking out of the alleyway, down the empty street.

      “Crappy Chinese, here I come,” I mutter, wishing Hali didn’t love that place. They don’t do the bacon fried rice that I love, or anything with bacon in it. The place sucks. I keep my eyes down as I walk down the empty streets of the small Scottish town where I live. The people here don’t come out after dark, too scared of the possibility that demons are around. Little do they know that demons wouldn’t be interested in a small town like this. It’s why I chose to live here. The flashing lights of the Chinese place come into view, and I walk across the road, pulling the door open and hearing the ringing of the little bell. The middle-aged Chinese woman looks up, rolls her eyes at me, and looks back down.

      “Hello to you, too,” I mutter, but the woman doesn’t reply to me. I grab a Chinese menu off the side, flipping through it before looking back at the woman.

      “I’m ready to order,” I say, trying to get her attention.

      “Your child called and placed your order already, Evie.”

      “She isn’t my child, more like a pain in my ass. I’ll just wait then,” I grumble, putting the menu back in its place.

      “A young girl like you shouldn’t be out on the streets at night,” the woman says, stopping me from walking away.

      “Thank you for your concern, but I’m not afraid of demons.”

      “No, your kind is never afraid of what they hunt,” she chuckles, as the bell rings behind her. She walks over to get my bag of food before I can reply to her. Not many beings can sense what I am, and I’m quite surprised a human had the ability. She hands the bag over the counter to me.

      “How did you know?” I ask.

      “My family have always been able to sense things. You should be careful at night, Miss Evie. Demons are not what you should fear.” With those cryptic words she walks away, leaving me standing in the shop alone and wondering if she is mad, or possibly, telling me the truth.
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      Evie

      “Awesome, you’re finally back,” Hali says, coming out of the kitchen, and running over to me. She doesn’t look at me with any kind of care or worry, nope her eyes are just on the Chinese. A girl after my own heart, right there.

      “I have to feed the teenager I look after, don’t I?” I say, and she smiles, taking the bag off me. I glance over at Hali, wondering when she started to look so much older. She doesn’t look like a child anymore, which to be honest with myself, freaks me out a little. She turned fifteen yesterday, but I still think of her as the eight-year-old she was when she started living with me, after her mother died. Hali is beautiful, with black, long African hair which she braids, and it matches her deep-brown skin. She has stunning pale-grey eyes, that all witches have, and nearly all lights reflect off them. I turn around, pulling my coat off and hanging it on the hook by the front door.  I put my sword underneath it, using my coat to hide the blood on it from Hali. I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror behind the door, almost cringing at how much of a mess I am. My dark-blue, waist length hair is messy today, and my blue eyes look tired. I don’t look like my twenty-five-year-old age, no, I look about fifty from all the stress. I swear if I find a grey hair, I’m going to lose it.

      “Did you finally kill the Protector following you?” Hali asks, shocking me as she sits on the sofa and pulls Chinese boxes out of the bag like she didn’t just ask something important.

      “How did you even know we had one following?” I ask, curious. She never has noticed before, and she is basically a human until she turns eighteen, so it couldn’t be magic she used to find out.

      “You look tired, exhausted really, and it’s because you don’t sleep when one follows us. Plus, you have blood on your boots,” she says, and I look down, seeing that she is right. Damn, I hope that comes off, these are new boots. I reach over, picking up a box and grabbing a plastic fork out of the bag.

      “Good work, detective,” I say, making her laugh, but it dies off quickly as her pale, serious eyes meet mine.

      “Do you think they will ever stop coming after you? What did you do anyway?” she asks, and I go to change the subject because she is too young to deal with the truth, when she interrupts me.

      “Don’t lie to me. I’m not a kid anymore, and don’t you think I have a right to know?” she asks, locking her eyes with mine, so I can’t really look away. I know she isn’t a child, sort of, but I still want to protect her. She is like a little sister to me, and the only person in the world I’m close with. I don’t want her to understand the evil in this world until she really has to. This world is full of demons, protectors, witches, angels, and even the occasional reaper. It was, apparently, better a hundred years ago when all supes used to hide from humans. Now everyone knows about supes, and supes rule the very world humans pretend they still have control over.

      “They don’t come for you, so no, not really,” I say, shoving food into my mouth, hoping she will just drop this. I almost gag on the taste of the sweet and sour chicken, it’s crap. I miss bacon already.

      “Evie . . . protectors don’t come after me now, but you know I will be hunted when I’m older. It’s why you teach me how to fight, and it’s why we live in the middle of Scotland. I want to know why they come after you, as you already know why they will surely come after me,” she says, seeming much older than she should. I’ve always known why they will come after Hali one day, but I won’t let anyone touch her.

      “I don’t know why they come after me, Hali, but I know they can find me because of my rune name. Protectors can always find one another if they know their rune name,” I explain to her the little I actually do know. I don’t even want to think about my asshole ex who is the only reason I know this much about my own kind.

      “Like a tracker?” she asks, thinking about it. “Why don’t you just remove the rune name off your skin? It doesn’t give you powers like your others.”

      “The problem is, I don’t even know what my rune name says, and have no clue how anyone else could know it. I won’t remove it, not until I know. I was born with it, and whether it’s a curse or not, it’s mine. It's the only potential answer I have to my past, and one day I will find out what it says,” I explain to her, and her eyes cloud over in sadness. I often forget what she was born with herself, and how she lost everything because of it.

      “Could it be your family that knows? That send their people to kill you?” she asks.

      “I don’t have any family, not other than you,” I reply quickly.

      “I mean blood family. You had to have had a mother and father, and it would make sense they would know your rune name,” she says.

      “I don’t get why the person hunting me doesn’t just come after me themself, but that’s not your problem,” I say. “Now let’s change the subject to something less depressing.”

      “Like watching the new Catfish episodes?” she says, thankfully agreeing to the subject change, despite the sadness I still see in her eyes. I smile at the big, fake grin on her face. She is hooked on these shows, and I can’t say I don’t find them funny and addictive as well.

      “Go on, then,” I say, smiling at her overly excited face as she grabs the remote.

      

      Link to Runes of Truth on Amazon (Only 0.99 or free on kindle unlimited)
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      Everything inside me screams as I run through the doors of the castle, seeing the dead dragons lining the floors, the view making me sick to my stomach. I try not to look at the spears in their stomachs, the dragonglass that is rare in this world. Where did they get it? The more and more bodies I pass, who are both dragon and guards, the less hope I have that my father is okay. No, I can’t be too late, I can’t lose him too. The once grand doors to the throne room are smashed into pieces of stone, in a pile on the floor, and only the hinges to the door still hang on the walls. I run straight over, climbing over the rocks and broken stone. The sight in front of me makes me stop, not believing what I’m seeing but I know it’s true.

      “Father…” I plead quietly, knowing he won’t reply to me. My father is sat on his throne, a sword through his stomach, and a wide mouthed expression on his face. His blood drips down onto the gold floors of the throne room, and snow falls from the broken ceiling onto his face. There’s no ice in here, no sign he even tried to fight before he was killed. He must have never saw this coming; he trusted whoever killed him.

      “No,” is all I can think to say as I fall to my knees, bending my head and looking down at the ground instead of the body of my father. I couldn’t stop this, even after he warned me and risked everything. I hear footsteps in front of me as I watch my tears drip onto the ground, but I don’t look up. I know who it is. I know from the way they smell, my dragon whispers to me their name, but I can’t even think it.

      “Why?” I ask, even as everything clicks into place. I should have known; I should have never had trusted him.

      “Because the curse has to end. Because he was no good for Dragca. Our city needs a true heir, me. I’m the heir of fire and ice, the one the prophecy speaks of, and it’s finally time I took what is mine,” he says and every word seems to cut straight through my heart. I trusted him.

      “The curse hasn’t ended, I’m still here,” I whisper to the dragon in front of me, but I know he could hear my words, as if I had just spoke them into his ear.

      “Not for long, not even for a moment longer actually. Your dragon guard will only thank me when you are gone. I didn’t want to do this to you, not in the end, but you are too powerful. You are of no use to me anymore, not unless you’re gone,” he says. I look down at the ground as his words run around my head, and I don’t know what to do. I feel lost, powerless and broken in every way possible. There’s a piece of the door in front of me that catches my attention, a part with the royal crest on it. The dragon in a circle, a proud, strong dragon. My father’s words come back to me, and I know they are all I need to say.

      “There’s a reason ice dragons hold the throne and have for centuries. There is a reason the royal name Dragice is feared,” I say and stand up slowly, wiping my tears away.

      “We don’t give up and we bow to no one. I’m Isola Dragice, and you will pay for what you have done,” I tell him as finally meet his now cruel eyes, before calling my dragon and feeling her take over.
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      “Isola!” I hear shouted from the stairs, but I keep my headphones on as I stare at my laptop, and pretend I didn’t hear her shout my name for the tenth time. The music blasts around my head as I try to focus on the history paper that is due in tomorrow.

      “Isola, will you take those things out and listen to me?” Jules shouts at me again, and I pop one of my headphones out as I look up at her. She stands at the end of my bed, her hands on her hips and her glasses branched on the end of her nose. Her long grey hair is up in a tight bun, and she has an old styled dress that looks like flowers threw up on. Jules is my house sitter, or babysitter as I like to call her. I don't think I need a baby sitter at seventeen, not when I'm eighteen in two days anyway, and can look after myself.

      "Both headphones out, I want them both out while you listen to me," she says. I knew this was coming. I pull the headphones out and pause the music on my phone.

      "I did try to clean up after the party, I swear," I say and she raises her eyebrows.

      "How many teenagers did you have in here? Ten? A hundred?" she says and I shrug my shoulders as I sit up on the bed and cross my legs.

      "I don't know, it’s all a little fuzzy," I reply honestly. My head is still pounding; it was probably the wine, or maybe the tequila shots. Who knows?  I look up again as she shakes her head at me, speaking a sentence in Spanish that she knows I can't understand, but I doubt it’s nice. I don’t think I want to hear what she has to say about the party I threw last night anyway. I look around my simple room, seeing the dressing table, the wardrobe, the bed I’m sitting on. There isn’t much in here that is personal, no photos or anything that means anything to me.

      "Miss Jules, looking as beautiful as always," Jace says, in an overly sweet tone as he walks into my bedroom. He walks straight over to Jules and kisses her cheek, making her giggle. Jace is that typical hot guy, with his white blonde hair and crystal blue eyes. Even my sixty year old house sitter can't be mad at him for long, he can charm just about anyone.

      "Don’t start with that pouty cute face," she tuts at him and he widens his arms, pretending to be shocked.

      "What face? I always look like this," he says and she laughs, any anger she had disappearing.

      "I’m going to clean up this state of a house and you should leave, you're going to be late for school. I don't want to have to tell your father that as well, when I tell him about the party," she says, pointing a finger at me, and I have to hold in the urge to laugh. She emails my father all the time about everything I do, but he never responds. He just pays her to keep the house running, and to make sure I don't get into too much trouble. If he hasn’t had the time to talk to me in the last ten years, I doubt he’s going to have the time to email a human he hired. Jules walks out of the room and Jace leans against the wall, tucking his hands into his pockets. I run my eyes over his tight jeans, his white shirt that has ridden up a little to show his toned stomach and finally to his handsome face that is smirking at me. He knows exactly what he does to me.

      "You look too sexy when you do that," I comment and he grins.

      "Isn't that the point? Now come and give your boyfriend a kiss," he teases, and I fake a sigh before getting up and walking over to him. I lean up, brushing my lips against his cold ones and he smiles, kissing me back just as gently.

      "We should go, but I was wondering if you wanted to go to the mountains this weekend and try some flying?" he asks. I blank my expression before walking away from him and towards the mirror hanging on the wall near the door. I smooth my wavy, shoulder length blonde hair down and it just bounces back up, ignoring me. My blue eyes stare back at me, bright and crystal clear. Jace says it’s like looking into a mirror when he looks into my eyes, they are so clear. I check out my jeans and tank top, and grab my leather coat from where it hangs on the back of the door before answering Jace.

      "I’ve got a lot of homework to do-" I say and he shakes his head as he cuts me off.

      "-Issy, when was the last time you let her out? It’s been, what, months?" he asks and I turn away, walking out my bedroom door and hearing him sigh behind me.

      "Issy, we can't avoid this forever. Not when we have to go back in two weeks," he reminds me and I stop, leaning my head back against the plain white walls of the corridor.

      "I know we have to go back. We have to train to rule a race we know nothing about, just because of who our parents are. Don’t you ever want to run away, hide in the human world we have been left in all these years?" I ask, feeling a grumble of anger from my dragon inside my mind. I quickly slam down the barrier between me and my dragon in my head, stopping her from contacting me, no matter how much it hurts me to do so. I can’t let her control me.

      “Issy, we were left here so we would be safe. We are the last ice dragons, and our parents had no choice. Plus… being a dragon around humans is a nightmare, you know that,” he says, stepping closer to me.

      “I don’t want to rule; I don’t want anything to do with Dragca,” I say, looking away.

      "I guess it’s lucky we have each other, ruling on our own would have been a disaster," he says, stepping in front of me so I can’t move and gently kissing my forehead.

      "I know. I just don't want to go back, to see my father and everything that has to come with it," I say, and he steps back to tilt my head up to look at him.

      "You're the heir to the throne of the dragons. You’re the princess of Dragca. Your life was never meant to be lived here, with the humans," he says and I move away from him, not replying because I know he sees it differently than I do. He is the ice prince, and his parents call him every week. I haven't spoken to any of my family in ten years and I have never stepped back into Dragca since then. It’s the only thing we disagree on, our future.

      "Issy, let’s just have a good day and then maybe I could get you that peanut bacon sandwich you love from the deli?" he suggests, running to catch up with me on the stairs.

      "Now you're talking," I grin at him as he hooks an arm around my waist, and leans down to whisper in my ear,

      “And maybe later, I could do that thing with my tongue that you–“ he gets cut off when Jules opens the door in front of us, clearing her throat and ushering us out as we laugh.
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