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 Prologue 
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    The blue sided human, will choose a side. 
 
    When four princes are born, on the same day, they will rule true. 
 
    Her saviour will die, when the choice is made. 
 
    If she chooses wrong, she will fall. 
 
    If she chooses right, then she will rule. 
 
     Only her mates can stop her from the destruction of all. 
 
    If the fates allow, no one need fall. 
 
    For the true kings only hold her fate and they will be her mates. 
 
      
 
    “The prophecy has come true. I found out that the vampire, angel and witches royal sons were born yesterday.” My sister says to me, a look of worry on her faultless face as I hold my little baby closer to me. 
 
    I look down at the sweet little boy, the new shifter prince, my son. His green eyes are glowing as he looks up at me like he holds the entire earth in his sweet eyes. 
 
    “Then it’s true. The goddess planned this all.” I say in a whisper. 
 
    “We must make sure they are close. Despite our wars and disagreements, the children should grow up together.” She tells me. 
 
    “We have a lot of planning to do sister. You are right, if they have any chance of winning the human’s heart. They must be united.” I reply staring down at my little boy. 
 
    “Yes, my queen.” My sister bows her head at me and leaves the room. If only I could protect my child from the responsibility he now has on his tiny shoulders. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
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    "So class, please start by reading page thirty-two of your books." The professor at my university goes on, as my class starts. The professor looks as ancient as the old room we are all sat in, with his brown hair and beard, and very dated clothes that look like he hasn’t washed them in a while. I push my out of control, wavy brown hair over my shoulder, wishing I had tied it up this morning. It’s a hot day and the room is stuffy because of the lack of opened windows. I glance over at my best friend Alex, who has her head on an old desk, lightly snoring. I chuckle before kicking her leg and waking her up. She moves her waist length straight red hair off her face to glare at me.  
 
    "I was resting Win," she mutters hiding her eyes with her arm and huffing at me. 
 
    "The professor is here." I giggle, trying to whisper at her as she nearly falls off the side of the desk, while half asleep. 
 
    "Oh, what page?" She yawns, looking like she is going to drop off asleep already. I sigh remembering how she actually has a boyfriend to keep her up all night. I, on the other hand, can't find a good one. The last time I had a boyfriend was over a year ago and I found out he had a bad habit of sleeping around at parties.  The unfortunate way I found out was when I walked into his bedroom at his party, to find him in bed with two other girls. Let just say he has put me off men for life, or at least for a while. 
 
    "Thirty-two," I say rolling my eyes at her grin. 
 
    "I might nap instead, I had a long night." she winks. 
 
    "Don't rub it in." I groan. 
 
    "Well, you’re coming to Drake’s party this weekend and no you don't have a choice. I brought you a dress and I found you a date." She grins. I don’t know which one was worse about that sentence. The fact she has brought me a dress, which I know will be way too slutty for my style, or the unlucky guy she has found for me. I decide to go the second problem first. 
 
    "A date? You know I don't date." I hiss while she smiles. 
 
    "Hey, you can't judge every man because of one. This guy is nice, a friend of Drake’s." She smiles doing that annoying face she knows I can't say no to since we were eight. I will never forget when I first met Alex; my mum had taken me to get an ice cream from the local ice cream van. Alex had just got hers in front of me and I decided to get the same because her ice cream looked good. When the truck left, Alex tripped over and dropped hers. My mum and I rushed over as she cried her eyes out over her ice cream. I offered to share mine and then we were inseparable when I saw her at school the next day. 
 
    "Fine, but if this doesn't go well I'm blaming you." I laugh. 
 
    "Winter Masters, is there something wrong." My professor asks, causing the whole class to look at me. I can hear Alex's snort as I answer. 
 
    "No, sir. We were just discussing the work." I say with red cheeks. The professor raises his bushy eyebrows at me, I know he doesn’t believe me, damn I wouldn’t believe me. I’m a terrible liar. 
 
    "Well, discuss it more quietly next time; I'm sure the whole class doesn't want to know about your dating life." I hold in the urge to hide under the table at his blunt reply. 
 
    A boy about my age puts his hand up at the front, drawing the whole room’s attention to him. The boy has messy brown hair that’s covered up with a backwards cap. He is quite muscular under his top and shorts from what I can see. I’ve heard a few comments about how attractive he is, which he defiantly is. 
 
    "I would like to know sir." He says loudly before winking at me over his shoulder. I know I’m redder than a tomato now and one glance at Alex shows how funny she thinks this is. I’m leaving her to sleep throughout the class next time. 
 
    "That's enough, Harris. All of you get back to work. I am running tests on this next week.” He picks up a large pile of papers, most likely the tests he made us do last week, and hasn’t bothered to mark them yet. I watch as he goes to his desk and pulls out his phone. I’m sure he is playing some game by the way he is typing but he defiantly isn’t marking the tests. 
 
    “Also, while I remember, you need to find work experience in the next week or you'll be helping me sort out the university lost and found, for four weeks," I swear the old professor even smirked. I bet they would be getting him more coffees than they would be doing anything else. 
 
    "Have you heard back from the local vets yet?" Alex asks opening her book, as everyone starts reading quietly. 
 
    "Yes, they called yesterday and I'm all sorted." I grin remembering jumping up down in happiness after the call. I had applied months ago and no one from our course was accepted, but I held hope as I hadn't been rejected. My back up was to work at a local farm, with half our class. Studying to become a vet is hard work and there isn't much available work experience.  This class is an English class and we have to pass it to stay at the university. That’s why Alex, who is a music student, is taking this class with me. 
 
    "That's great." she smiles widely, making a few guys next to us look at her. Alex is that very pretty girl you always wanted to be. She is tall with boobs and hips that are perfect, no matter what she eats. I look at a McDonald’s and my ass gets bigger. While as I’ve been told I'm pretty, I like my food too much, so I have curves, unlike my skinny ass best friend. My best quality is my shiny brown hair and blue eyes, which I have to admit suit my golden complexion.  
 
    We don't say anymore and get on with our work. At the end of class, I hand in my permission forms for the work experience, before finding Alex with her boyfriend, Drake, outside class. 
 
    "Hey, do you still need a lift?" I ask when I get close to them. 
 
    "Nope, thanks honey, I'm going to Drake’s but I will see you tomorrow to get ready for the party." she winks leaning against Drake. Drake is a good-looking guy but is strange-looking; honestly, he looks like a typical scary ass man. He has dark, nearly black eyes and black hair that’s cut in a buzz cut but he makes it work. I always thought that he must spend a lot of time in a gym or something because he is all muscles wearing expensive jeans. Alex has told me he is well off but I knew that anyway from the car he drives and designer clothes he wears. It's not just the looks and money; it's more how old he acts when he must be around twenty like us. Alex doesn't answer many questions about him but they have dated a while, so I'm guessing she really likes him.  
 
    "My friend is looking forward to your date," Drake says coldly in a slight Russian accent, yes he must be Russian but Alex says he not actually from there, his parents were apparently. 
 
    "Me too." I lie and frown at Alex's chuckle. 
 
    "I love you Win, never change," she says to me, as she gives me a hug before we wave goodbye. Drake doesn't say anything else but that's normal.  
 
    I click my old red Rover open before sliding in. My mum brought it for me as a going away present and I love the old car, maybe not the unusual stain on the driver seat I can’t get rid of, I think its red pen.  Well, I’m hoping it is anyway. We never had a lot of money growing up, as it was just me and mum. As I drive home, I try to think about ways to get out of this date but eventually come to the conclusion that it couldn't go that bad, right?  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
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    "You’re joking, right? I can't wear this." I gesture to the tight red dress I'm wearing. My hair is up in a messy bun with a few wavy strands around my face. My makeup is perfectly done, thanks to Alex and I have to admit I don’t look anything like myself. 
 
    "You look hot Win," she says, pretending to cool herself down by waving her hand. I look back to the mirror and glance down at the dress. It stops around mid-thigh and has a slit all down the middle of the dress at the front, just stopping before my underwear, and making it impossible to wear a bra. Not that I'm worried because I’m not big chested enough to really have an issue. 
 
    "He is going to think I'm easy if I’m wearing this," I say sighing and turning around with my arms around my waist. 
 
    "No, he is going to think he is a lucky fucker," she laughs before straightening her own dress. Alex is wearing her little black dress, which is a bit too little but looks nice.  
 
    "Alright but again I'm blaming you if anything goes wrong." I laugh to myself, knowing this could only go wrong. I shut the door to my bedroom before leaving our apartment. Alex and I have a two bedroom apartment near university, which we rent together. It's cheap enough and the area isn't too bad but we still make sure we lock up.  
 
    "So what's my date’s name?" I ask as we wait outside for Drake to turn up. We are lucky the weather has been so good recently, Welsh weather is known for its constant rain and our town is right in the middle of the mountains. Calroh is a small town but has a great university and that’s why we chose it, also the cheap apartments to rent helped. It’s right in the middle of two large mountains and surrounded by a large forest. There’s only one road out-of-town but the town is well stocked to look after itself with many large superstores. 
 
    "Wyatt. I haven't met him but Drake speaks nicely of him." she winks at me. 
 
    I think of his name for a second trying to imagine the guy.  
 
    "So is it getting serious between you and Drake?" I ask gently, knowing Alex doesn't like to speak about relationships. Well not her own. 
 
    "I don't know. He is so secretive that I," she stops talking as Drakes car pulls in front us. I glance her and I am wondering what the end of that sentence was but she shakes her head, smiling before opening her door. I do the same sliding into the back.  
 
    "Hey, Drake," I say as I get in and Alex pulls back from kissing Drake hello. 
 
    "I thought Wyatt was coming with us?" Alex asks noticing the empty seat by me. I smile widely, hoping he is ill or isn't coming. 
 
    "He is meeting us there," Drake says bluntly before driving off.  
 
    There goes my dream of taking off this dress and changing into my PJ’s with a bottle of wine. 
 
    I don't say anything, getting a little nervous the nearer we get to Drake’s apartment.  
 
    As we pull into the expensive apartment building, you can see the party has started. The music is loud and there are cars everywhere. I mentally tell myself that going to a party at twenty years old is normal and I should smile, before getting out of the car. I walk next to Alex as Drake puts his arm around her shoulders. Just as we walk in and the loud music fills my ears, I see a blonde man leaning against the wall next to Drakes apartment. I can't help but stare a little at his muscular frame or his strong-looking face that I have to admit is a little scary. He seems to notice me staring and looks right at me. I first notice his eyes are that nearly black colour or maybe just a dark brown like Drake’s. I look around quickly noticing that nearly every girl nearby is watching the breath-taking guy like I am. My eyes drawback to his, noticing how powerful he looks. He can’t be more than twenty-five but looks like he owns the very street he is standing on. The guy eyes never leave mine as I look him over and I shiver from the anger I feel in his eyes. How can someone look so serious and cold at our age? I continue walking with Alex until we stop in front of the guy and I want to get to know him or hear him speak. My mind and body feel drawn to him and I don’t like it. 
 
    "Drake, this must be my date," the man says in a dark underwear dropping voice, nodding at Drake before looking back at me. I feel myself blush as his gaze takes all of me slowly. I do the same noticing for the first time that he is wearing a black jumper with black jeans, which look like they were custom-made for him, they possibly were. 
 
    "Wyatt, it’s nice to meet you Winter," he offers his hand. I take his cold hand and he shocks me by bringing it up to his mouth and placing a kiss. His lips feel cold on my hand but I feel a strange shock when his lips met my skin. It takes everything in me not to pull my hand away and run in the other direction like my body is screaming for me to do. For some reason, I don’t feel safe with him. 
 
    "Nice to meet you too," I mutter a slight lie, pulling back my hand. Wyatt just flashes me a knowing look before saying to Drake. 
 
    "There was a problem tonight, they are getting braver," his deep voice gets stronger about whatever they are discussing. It almost like his voice draws you in and demands that you listen. 
 
    "Just a few newbies chasing a pup, it's being dealt with," Drake smiles with a cold look in my direction. 
 
    "Good. Now, can I get you a drink?" Wyatt asks looking back at me. It's strange to see how Wyatt spoke to Drake then. It was like a boss ordering around an employee and worse, I had no idea what they were speaking about. What's a pup? Maybe it's a kind of business talk; I doubt they mean a puppy. 
 
    "Sure," I say taking his open arm and letting him guide me through the house. I can feel how cold he is even through his jacket. I look back to see Alex, who has disappeared with Drake. Knowing Alex, they might have already left, thinking Wyatt seems nice. While I don’t feel that he is at all, he seems too haunted to be described as nice. Seeing how he spoke to Drake just then, makes me more distrusting of him.  
 
    "Are you cold?" I ask noticing that's it's a hot summer day in May. I’m even warm, in a little dress and he is cold in a jumper.  
 
    "Just cold-blooded," he winks at me. I can't help but blush a little but who wouldn't when a very hot guy flirts with you. I know I need to act normal for a bit, before making an excuse and leave. We weave through the hallways of the building and up two floors in the elevator, which is filled with couples making out. I watch as the odd group of people who stop and stare at Wyatt like he is a god and ignore me completely. It’s all odd. 
 
    "So tell me, what do you study?" He asks as we enter the kitchen. It’s a modern kitchen with many cabinets that don’t look used and there’s even a bar on the one side next to an impressive window. There are a few people around but it's quiet enough in here to not have to talk too loudly. Where ever the loud music is coming from, it’s not too near. 
 
    "I'm studying to become a vet. What about you?" I reply as I look over the view of the nearby forest and mountains as he hands me an opened beer. I don't like beer, but I'm not telling him that, so I pretend to drink it.  
 
    "The family business." He says still looking at me, he moves closer, so I have to lift my head up to look at him. Being so short can be really an annoying at times, I think to myself. This guy has at least a foot on me and I feel small around him. Now that he is closer, I can see that his eyes are defiantly black with little silver sparks in them. I’ve never seen eyes like his and they are really stunning. 
 
    I clear my throat before saying. 
 
    "Have you known Drake long?" I ask. 
 
    "Yes, it feels like I've known Drake forever sometimes," he grins at me like I'm missing a joke.  
 
    "I feel like that with Alex sometimes," I say, looking away because his eyes are so stunning that they draw you in. The other door in the room opens as a drunken man stumbles in; he quickly leaves again when he sees Wyatt but leaves the door open.  I can see the living room; well it’s more a dance room now because it’s packed with people dancing. Their bodies pushed so closely together that you can’t see their faces. The music is beating hard and fast compared to the slow-moving young people swaying around. I turn back to see Wyatt watching me closely. 
 
    "Dance with me?" He asks. I lift my head to stare into his eyes and I feel the need to dance with him, to do anything he wants. I stare at his eyes as he smirks moving closer to me, I could have sworn his eyes has silver sparks, nothing like the empty black pits I’m staring into now. I shake my head stepping back. 
 
    "No thanks, I don't dance," I say to Wyatt’s cold gaze. This time, his face converts into confusion and he steps closer to me than before, we are almost touching with how close he is. 
 
    "Dance with me Winter," he says looking into my eyes again, his eyes glowing far brighter than they should and I yelp when he grabs my arm roughly, I take a step away. His grip is strong but I realise he isn’t trying to hurt me. I don’t dare look away from him as the black glowing eyes stare into me, into my soul. 
 
    "No, let go Wyatt," I say firmly, challenging his grip by struggling away. I don’t know what changes but he lets me go with utterly confused and shocked look marking his handsome face. 
 
    "How is that possible?" He mutters to himself, running his hands through his hair, stepping away from me. I take the chance he gives me to run out the door, not caring who is looking. I have a feeling challenging a scary man like that is not a good idea, I don’t think running from him is a good idea either but hey it’s all I have right now. I couldn’t have seen glowing eyes, right? I mean that doesn’t even make sense to me and it must have been a trick of the light or something. I eventually make my way outside. I can’t believe my luck when I spot the guy from class, Harris, opening his car for a young girl to get in. I’m glad I remembered his name now. 
 
    "Wait, Harris," I shout from the door and he turns to me, looking a little shocked, but more worried than anything else. 
 
    "Are you alright?" He asks none too gently as he grabs my shoulders, pulling me closer, and looking me up and down. 
 
    "Yes, but I could use a lift home," I say gently as I pull away from him a little, enough that he drops his warm hands. 
 
    "Sure, I was just taking my sister home. My parents are going to kill her for sneaking out tonight. So I'm sure she needs some extra time to come up with a decent excuse," he laughs opening the back door for me. As I get in, I look behind me to see Wyatt watching me from the door. I swear I'll never forget the look he has on his face as watches me get into the car. He is looking at me like I’m a meal and he is a starving man. I gasp before slamming the door shut and closing my eyes for a second, resting my head against the cold leather. 
 
    "So, what's your name?" A girl in the front asks the minute I get in, I smile as I hear her draw out the sentence. I open my eyes to see a pair of light blue ones sparkling at me. 
 
    "I’m Winter, you are?" I asked putting on my seat belt as Harris gets in.  
 
    "I'm Katy. How do you know my brother?" she smiles but it looks cheeky. 
 
    "You should be thinking of excuses to help yourself now, and not asking questions," Harris answers her question as he looks at me in the rear view mirror. I smirk at him when I see he is trying not to laugh and he winks at me. 
 
    "They are going to ground me for life anyway. So do you have a boyfriend?" She asks with a huff, clearly not concerned about her parents and I look over at her now. She has the same light brown hair as Harris and matching blue eyes that are lighter than most peoples. I would guess she is around sixteen, which would make her way too young to be here. She is wearing a purple dress that is as short as mine but makes her look a hell of a lot older than she is. I can see why Harris parents are going to go mad. I’m guessing the amount of makeup she has on isn’t going to help her case. She doesn’t need it though because I can see she is very pretty. 
 
    "No. I'm escaping a bad date actually," I mutter as she laughs. 
 
    "Harris should ask you out, he wouldn't be a bad date," she winks and I see Harris blush. 
 
    "I'm not dating anymore but if I was, Harris would be a good choice," I say gently letting them both down. 
 
    "You should change your mind. You’re really pretty." She sighs finally turning around. Harris asks for the address, so I give it him before opening my phone. I'm surprised not to see any messages from Alex; I send her a quick one. 
 
    Me: date was awful, shame the hot ones are always crazy. I got a lift home. I will see you tomorrow. Love you xx 
 
    I missed out the start of the argument, as I was texting, but from Harris’s angry face he isn’t happy. 
 
    “There are loads of them around right now Katy. I don’t want to find you sneaking out again.” He shouts in a hushed whisper, leaving me to wonder what he is talking about. Katy is looking tense in her seat at whatever he is talking about. 
 
    “I know. But I never get to leave the pack,” she says looking away out the window with a long sigh and I’m sure that I see tears in her eyes as she picks her nails, looking worried. 
 
    “It won’t always be like this but please, for me, don’t leave again without one of us.” he stares at her through the mirror and I see her lower her gaze quickly. 
 
    “I promise,” Katy says with a frown and Harris nods, looking back at the empty road. I watch as he turns to look at me and a grin lights up his face when he sees what I’m wearing. Typical guy, but at least he has the common sense to look back at the road after a second, not voicing his opinion. 
 
    “What’s a pack?” I ask clearing my throat and hopefully my red cheeks from Harris’s stare. I remember reading about packs of wolves in my class at university but I don’t think they are talking about that. Maybe it’s some kind of gang or a name of a house; I don’t want to guess because I’m sure I’m going to come up with something worse than what it actually is. I glance at Harris who isn’t answering my question so I repeat myself. 
 
    “Oh, it’s nothing important,” Harris says quickly, all the while he is glaring at Katy like a parent whose kid just told someone a big secret of theirs. I glance back at Katy, who looks very guilty, as she shrugs at me, and avoiding looking at Harris at all. This night is proving to be all kinds of confusing and I’m pretty sure forgetting it is the easier way. No one says anything else while we drive home and a tense silence descends on the car. 
 
    "Are you going to be ok to walk in? I don't think I can get in the car park with the gate down.” Harris says looking at me, as he stops on the road outside my building. The whole building is so close to the university, so it has to be on lock down after a certain time and you can only walk in, past a locked gate. I’m lucky the gate’s broken, so you don’t need a key to get in. Well unlucky in certain ways because it means anyone can get in. 
 
    "Yeah, I'll walk in. The gate is open.” I say to Harris and he nods, watching me closely like he wants to say something but I get out the car before he can. 
 
    "Bye Katy and good luck with your parents," I say through the open window and I laugh, hearing her grumble before I move away from the car. I wave them both off before opening the broken gate to the locked car park; the door is slightly open anyway from our neighbours. The car park is almost as big as the building in length and you have to walk across the whole thing to get to my building. My building has three flats, on three levels and we have the bottom one. The car park is empty, besides my car and one other. I walk slowly, only the dim lights of the street lamps near the building are lighting the car park showing me where I’m going. In the distance I notice a big, dark shape lying next to my car, near the door to my building. I run over quickly, my footsteps being the only noise in the dark night. I’m hoping the person is ok and pulling my phone out my bag as I run, to call an ambulance but as I get closer I see it’s a wolf. 
 
    Could my night get any weirder? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
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    I slowly move forward, to take a closer look, as I slip my phone back in my bag. I’m a little relieved to see it’s not a big wolf. The wolf is the size of a small child and has light brown fur or it could be black as I can’t tell in the dim light. The light catches against the large dagger, stuck in its back leg. I hear him whine as he looks up at me with dark eyes, I don’t feel like he could attack me if he tried, so I carefully move closer. I know how dangerous it is and Alex would kill me for this but there’s a reason I wanted to be a vet. I love helping animals, I’ve been helping injured animals since I was a little girl and I brought home a cat that had been run over. So there’s no way I can leave this wolf now, no matter how foolish I might seem. 
 
    "Hey you, look I’m a vet,” I say in a calm soothing voice and then think to myself that I should leave out the in training part. 
 
    “I can help you but you can't hurt me or I will have to leave you alone, alright?" I say gently, hoping my calming tone of my voice soothes him enough that he will trust me. The wolf must be smart because I swear he is listening to every word and hasn’t growled at me once yet. He might be someone’s pet, as he doesn’t seem to be scared of me like most wild animals are of humans. I don’t know why I’m suddenly calling this wolf he; it might be a girl for all I know. 
 
    The wolf whines at me, so I take that as a yes. I know I can't take him to a vet or they might put him down. Even if he is tame, most vets won’t help him. The wolf is a wild animal that is usually hunted in other countries but I can't just do nothing. My mom would be going mad right now, like the time I brought home another injured cat, that was a local stray, and it chased me around the house when it woke up trying to bite me. That cat was not thankful for my help. 
 
    I crouch down on my knees, carefully turning my phone light on to look closer. The wolf is nearly all black, as I run a hand over his fur and pull it back because he is mostly covered in blood. I know I need to pull this dagger out and then get him inside to stitch it up. I’m lucky I have some stuff in my emergency medical box that I can use. 
 
    "Alright handsome wolf, I'm going to pull this out and then get you inside to my apartment. I can stitch this up for you.” I say to him, I swear that he actually blinks at me in as an answer. 
 
    “Please don't hurt me for this," I mutter and quickly pull it out with a shaky hand and he yelps loudly. I’m surprised when he doesn’t growl at me but I could swear little tears are coming out his eyes as he crashes to the ground. 
 
    "Shush, I'm so sorry little wolf," I say gently as I stroke his neck. He passes out after a few minutes, which is likely from all the blood loss. I’m hoping he is strong enough to make it through this because I have no idea how much blood he could have lost getting here. I stand up, looking down at the wolf and think about my options quickly. I know with him unconscious, I think I can get him back to mine without him making too much noise or distress for this poor creature. I look at the knife in my hand, its heavy and I think its real silver as it shines in the moonlight, the blood dripping off it looking unnatural and scary. It has unusual drawings all over it, that I don’t recognise but they look very much like crowns. I put it in my handbag with my phone, shutting off the light. I'm lucky I'm a little strong because half carrying the large wolf the short walk to my ground floor apartment nearly killed me. I eventually get to my door, opening it before carrying the wolf into my lounge.                                                                                                               I lean against the wall, getting my breath back and look down at my red dress, covered in blood and stuck to me in sweat. I put the lights on and walk out to grab the first aid box off out the kitchen. When I come back In, I scream. 
 
    I must be going crazy because where I left the wolf, there is now a young boy around eight curled up in a ball, with a mop of black hair with blonde tips covering his face and he’s naked. I rush over to him, seeing how pale he is and looking around for the wolf in my small lounge. The front door is shut, so I know he didn’t get out but as soon as I'm close the boy, his body shakes before he shifts into the black wolf. 
 
    I scream again, dropping the box on the floor and just stare at the still passed out little wolf.      
 
    What the hell? I know I’m having a really bad night but I really didn’t think I had gone completely mad. I slide to the floor staring at the wolf and I remember some weird things. Like all the books I read as a teenager about werewolves, and now there is a real one in my living room. Who knew they were actually real, and I should be running out the room screaming. The image of the small boy appears in my mind as I look at the wolf, and I realise that I don’t care what he is, he needs my help. 
 
    I eventually calm myself down; knowing that the wolf is only a child and needs my help no matter what he is, helps me do that. I go closer to see the stab wound, and I’m surprised it is looking better, as it’s nearly all sealed up. I decide to grab a blanket from my room and cover the wolf up to the neck, just in case he turns again. I’m guessing the fast healing must be a wolf thing. I do eventually think of the downside of having a supernatural creature in my house, What if others like him, come looking for the child and think I hurt him? I should run but I don’t because I can’t leave a child, without knowing for certain he is ok. 
 
    I've always been the type to do a massive cleaning when I'm stressed and Alex is the kind that cooks everything like my mum does, but Alex doesn’t make anything edible or without a high risk of food poisoning. I get some bleach and water then start scrubbing the floor up to the door, where there is blood and outside my door too before locking it.  
 
    I check on the wolf and I'm not that surprised to see it’s the boy again but still looks like he is sleeping. I go to my room, taking off the now blood covered dress and putting on some casual clothes. I avoid looking at myself in the mirror because that would make this night way to real for me and I want some answers from the boy before I do that. 
 
    I get a wash cloth out my bathroom, getting it a little wet before going to the boy.  
 
    "Hey, I'm just going to clean you up a little," I say to him, even if he isn't awake, I’m hoping he can hear me. I can still hear his yelp when I pulled that dagger out, who would hurt a little child like that? 
 
    I clean his face and then his shoulders. I lift the blanket to look at the dagger wound on his lower leg. It's nearly all healed, so I clean it up carefully and put a bandage on it before covering his leg up again. 
 
    I sit down on the couch, looking at the boy, wondering what the hell to do. It's not like I can call a doctor to explain I have a wolf that changes in to a boy sometimes. I eventually lie down on my couch and drift off to sleep.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    Wyatt 
 
    [image: ] 
 
     “Atti, I know it’s her, for fuck’s sake.” I mutter down the phone. Atti is a witch and general pain in the ass but I need him to know about this. 
 
    “Hold on a sec,” he says to someone else and puts the phone down on me. I’m the prince of the fucking vampires and he puts the phone down on me like he couldn’t give two shits.  
 
    “I’ve cleared the apartment; now tell me what’s going on?” Drake says, coming into the living room. 
 
    “Its Winter, the girl we have all been waiting for, has been your mate’s best friend all this time.” I tell him harshly and he tries to hide his shock. 
 
    “I can’t believe it.” He eventually mutters. Drake paces by the door and I just watch as he processes this. Drake has been my protector since I was born; I think he is around hundred years old and never took a mate. When he told me he was mating with a human girl he had met, I was a little taken back. Drake basically brought me up and yet is never nice to anyone other than me. 
 
    “Baby, are you in here?” Alex’s voice comes from the other side of the door. Drake opens the door and takes her hand gently.  
 
    “We will discuss this another time,” he tells me and I nod at him. 
 
    “Wait. How did your date go?” Alex asks pushing around drake. Alex has known about us for over a year. She met him in a local pub and she let drake feed on her. From the first time he saw her, he told me he didn’t want to leave her and had to know her. I have no idea why she thought setting her best friend up on a date with a vampire was a good idea but she did. 
 
    “I may have messed it up a little.” I say to her. 
 
    “If you upset her, I swear I'll find a way to stake your ass.” She says with a glare, trying to move towards me but Drake lifts her over his shoulder. 
 
    “Winter may have left the date after an argument.” I say. 
 
    “Drake put me down and help me find a stake!” she tells him, loudly. 
 
    “Stakes don’t work Alex and I didn’t upset her too much.” I tell her, as Drake whispers something to her, I could listen in but I don’t. 
 
    “Fine, we can talk about this in the morning and I know stakes don’t work. But I bet it would hurt.” She grins at me and I hear Drake’s chuckle as he walks her out. 
 
    A few minutes later, as I walk aimlessly around my apartment, Atti appears in the room. Witches can travel wherever they have been before, using their power. Atti is their soon-to-be leader, their prince and is the most powerful witch around. 
 
    “You are sure? Like completely, not fucking around with me right now?” He asks, in my mind. Another annoying habit of his, forgetting to actually talk out loud when he knows it gives me a headache. 
 
    “Yes, I tried to make her dance with me and she resisted like it was nothing. No one has ever been able to stop me other than my father and some witches. It’s also how drawn I was to her, like I could see nothing else.” I tell him out loud. I sit in my chair by my fireplace, thinking about Winter. 
 
    “Don’t forget me, D and Jax. Your powers never work on us, it does make me laugh though,” He laughs out loud, and I fold in my fists. I really know how much Atti likes to fuck with me. 
 
     “Tell me about her.” Atti asks, thankfully out loud, as he takes the seat opposite me. 
 
    “She has long brown hair, light blue eyes, a body that could outdo an angel’s and from little I spoke to her, she seemed good.” I tell him. 
 
    “Of course she is good. Man, I love brunettes.” Atti sighs, rubbing his tired face. 
 
    “I have to tell Dabriel.” I tell him. 
 
    “And Jax.” Atti tell me, a stern look on his face.  
 
    “No, he made it clear that he didn’t want anything to do with us after what happened. We haven’t seen him in seven years.” I remind Atti. It’s difficult to even talk about him; he was like a brother to me. 
“That was in the past and nothing to with Winter,” Atti says. A sad look on his face, as I know he feels sorry for me. I have to remind myself not to punch him because he is like a brother to me and I don’t want to destroy my apartment by fighting with him. 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. He would kill her first and ask questions later.” I tell him. 
 
    “Fine. Just for now, until we tell Winter who she is, but you know D likely knows about her by now.” Atti says. Dabriel is an angel also a prince. Angels have the power to tell the future, among other things. 
 
    “He doesn’t see everything and his council won’t let him go near her anyway.” I remind Atti again about all the stupid fucking rules. 
 
    “The prophecy says,” Atti starts, but I cut him off. 
 
    “It says a hell of a lot but no one believes it anymore. Our births were deemed as miracles and not the work of the goddess. We are on our own and it’s best we keep this a secret. I don’t want my father finding out about Winter.” I tell him and he nods. 
 
    “It’s best my coven doesn’t find out yet, they are still planning this stupid marriage between me and the leader of the dark witches,” Atti says his face looking like his is sucking lemons. 
 
    “Then we are in agreement. I'll get to know her and eventually introduce you.” I tell him. I may have to get Alex to help me. I think I was a bit rude and maybe scary tonight. It just took me by surprise to see her there. I expected a pretty girl for the night and instead, this stunning girl walks up to me, looking perfect and smelling like sin. I just wanted to taste her right then; I had to drink four bags of blood tonight to stop me chasing after her. 
“I can’t see her for a few weeks, there’s a meeting between our kind and I have to be there constantly. The amount of stupid fights I'll have to break up in two weeks is bloody stupid.” Atti grumbles.  
 
    “That’s what happens when all your council are women and you’re the only male allowed in.” I tell him. I don’t want to swap places with him when he has to deal with their cat fights. Atti once told me that he had to put to sleep ten women when a fight broke out over him. Every woman in his coven would die for a chance to mate with him. He is lucky his mother still protects him and as queen, most of them are terrified of her. They should be, she is very powerful. 
 
    “I had to be the first royal male witch born alive in thousands of years.” Atti grumbles. 
 
    “Yes you unlucky fucker, hordes of hot witches throwing themselves at you.” I smirk at him. 
 
    “Well I’m going to be without a bed mate for a long time, now we have found her.” He tells me. 
 
    “Aren’t we all, honestly after seeing her, I couldn’t touch anyone else.” I tell him. 
 
    “She must be something.” Atti says before standing. I don’t want to admit how much of a something she is. She is the first girl I’ve felt anything for since I lost Demi. Demi was my childhood friend and we only had a year together romantically, before she was killed. I thought I’d never get over her but I always knew she wasn’t meant to be my mate. I knew since I was a child that another was destined for me but I was young and stubborn. I never tried to mate with her and she never asked me too. She knew I was meant for another but she said she wanted what little time she could have. I try to ignore the sharp pain of guilt in my heart at the fact I’m moving on. 
 
    “I can’t stay. A word of warning for a friend, your father has met with my mother, he wants her help for something but she won’t tell me what it is. Do you think he knows where the pack is?” Atti asks. 
 
    “No, I keep them safe. That’s why I still stay around this small town.” I say, not meaning to sound as hostile as it comes out. Atti ignores or is used to my curt tone, because he doesn’t show any response. 
 
    “Something is changing. The witches are feeling it, be careful brother.” Atti pats my shoulder as he passes.  
 
    “I will.” I reply, watching the fireplace. 
 
    “Keep her safe and no sleeping with her. Not yet.” Atti tells me. 
 
    “No promises. She is going to be my mate after all.” I tell him, trying to keep the grin from my face. 
 
    “Mine too.” Atti says before he disappears. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    "Hey lady, wake up." A voice says as I groan mentally, I open my eyes to see the boy from last night kneeling in front of the sofa with his face close to mine. With his eyes open I can see they are a very bright shade of brown and I quickly sit up as he leans back holding that blanket tight around his waist. 
 
    "Hi." I say feeling awkward and I look him over. I was right thinking he can’t be more than eight as he has a young face, with messy black hair that looks like he dyed the tips blonde and a skinny frame. 
 
    "Thanks for helping me. I would be dead now if you didn't.” He tells me looking down at the floor and I just stare in silence. 
 
    “I'm guessing you know I'm a shifter. My uncle J is going to go ape when he finds me with a human." The boy drops his head down into his one hand and I hear a few sobs as he wipes away his tears. 
 
    "Hey, don't get upset. Look what's your name?" He looks up at me in confusion and I can see how truly upset he is. I have no idea if he has rules about telling humans, I mean me, about shifters. 
 
    "It's Freddy. You?" he says carefully, like I’m going to start screaming or attacking him like a crazy person. I guess a normal person might have that reaction to a shifter but honestly I don’t know why I’m not that shocked that’s there’s more than humans on earth. 
 
    "Winter. Right wolf boy or not, you need some clothes and food." I say as I get up, moving around him to my room while he watches me. I grab my old boyfriend’s shorts and top, I was going to throw out. I know they are going to be too big for him but the shorts have strings that he can tie up. 
 
    "Here, change into these while I cook. Is bacon and eggs alright?" I ask coming back into the room and handing him the clothes as he watches me carefully. 
 
    "Yes." He mutters, blushing a little, which makes me smile.  
 
    "How's the leg by the way? It looked almost fully healed last night." I comment waving a hand towards the boy’s leg. 
 
    "It's all healed look." He says showing me his leg quickly. I watch in mild curiosity as he pulls the bandage off and shows me his unharmed leg. My mouth must have dropped open because Freddy laughs. 
 
    "I can tell you some cool stuff about wolves, if you want, like healing. I’m a little different because I can heal quicker than most wolves and I am immune to silver, so I won’t get ill.” He tells me, looking very proud of that fact. I can’t help the little smile I give him. I have to admit the kid is cute and I bet he is used to being spoilt.  
 
    "Why would you have died, if you can heal like that?" I ask a little confused about last night. 
 
    "Silver is poisonous to us and I would be dead if I didn’t have the immunity, the longer we are in contact with it, the more in poisons us. When the dagger was inside my leg, I would have just bleed out. My wolf wouldn't let me shift back when I'm in danger and I couldn’t run home." He comments with a pained look. 
 
    "Right, that's interesting, and a lot to take in so I’m going to cook, then we can call someone to come and get you." I tell him, feeling tired. The clock in the room says it’s only four in the morning so I didn’t get much sleep. 
 
    "My pack will find me soon anyway, don't worry." He grins back at me, as he carry’s the blanket and clothes into my room. I must stand staring at the closed bedroom door for a few minutes, as I think about what he said. What will his pack think when they find him here with me? I don’t get the impression they will hurt me for knowing about shifters because Freddy seems so relaxed. I mentally sigh to myself, as I go into the kitchen and start pulling out food from the fridge. 
 
    I’m half-way through cooking when my front door is banged loudly three times, followed by a man’s voice, with a slight Scottish accent shouting, 
 
    "I know you’re in there lad and you have some explaining to do." The voice sounds gruff and deep, enough for me to know it’s an older man. 
 
    I turn off the cooker with slightly shaking hands, before opening the door to a younger man than I expected from his voice. The only thought that comes to mind is how good-looking he is. I look down at his leather boots, black jeans, leather jacket that's stretched across his impressive chest and finally to his frowning face. He has a freshly shaven face with dark brown hair cut short on the sides and bits of it fall on his forehead at the top. His bright green eyes, as bright as Freddy’s brown ones, are glaring at me. He maybe be attractive but clearly not friendly. I just smile back and that seems to confuse him. 
 
    "Where's my nephew and why the hell can I smell his blood lass? Don't make me hurt you to find out." He says in a growling voice, which makes me shiver, and want to tell him anything he wants out of fear. I shiver a little, as he moves closer and looks at me. I don’t lose eye contact, as we both stare at each other. I don’t say anything because I can’t back down and I try to ignore the fact he smells amazing this close. The man looks like he wants to kill me and I’m focusing on what he smells like and not telling him his nephew is fine, what is wrong with me?  
 
    "Don't you dare hurt her; I owe her my life uncle Jaxson." Freddie's voice comes from right behind me. I feel his hand press onto my shoulder in comfort, and that finally makes me look away from Jaxson, who is now growling at me with glowing green eyes. The man looks close to killing me but he seems annoyed that he can’t. So his name is Jaxson, it kind of suits him. 
 
    "Why don't you come in and less of the growling." I tut at him in a nervous voice and walk past Freddy, who follow’s me into the kitchen. I can hear Jaxson’s loud boots as he walks in and the slam of the door tells me he isn’t happy. 
 
    "Now you go and sit back down. Your uncle won't hurt me and I will finish your food while I explain last night to him." I tell Freddy and I lay a hand on his shoulder. He looks so worried that I want to protect him, even from his uncle. I don’t care who the hot guy is, Freddy has had a rough night and needs to rest. Wolf boy or not. 
 
    "No, Freddy will explain it to me, not some human." he says with a disgusted look at my hand on Freddy’s shoulder. What bugs me more is how he talks like it’s a fact; no discussion is going to be had. He has another thing coming if he thinks I’m going to be spoken to like that, before I’ve even had a coffee this morning. 
 
    "No he won't. He is a child and has had a long night. I don’t care who you are wolfman but Freddy needs to rest. So shut it." I tell him and I try to ignore the loud growling that I hear him do. I turn to look at Freddy, who is looking at us both, smiling like he has won a prize. 
 
    "Go and sit." I say waving towards the lounge and he nods walking off.  I don’t bother to turn and look at Jaxson as I go back to my cooking. I finish off the bacon and eggs and then putting them on a plate in the weird silence of the kitchen. He may not say anything but I can feel his hot gaze on me as I move around the kitchen. After I make myself a coffee and don’t bother offering him one. I turn to him. 
 
    "Come on wolfman, let’s have a long chat.” I tell him. I hear him mutter something under his breath but I can’t hear what he said. 
 
    “Fair warning, if you try to hurt me you will regret it." I turn to glare at him and he smirks at me as he crosses his arms and nods. I know what he could shift into, I’m guessing a wolf like Freddy, but I won't go down quietly. My mom always taught me how to look after myself and made me go to self-defence lessons for years. Jaxson hasn’t moved from the middle of the kitchen and has been silent, watching me cook until he comes to stand in front of me, way to close, and blocking me in between the counter and him. Jaxson is much taller than me and causes me to look way up, just so I can see him, I watch as his eyes lower to my neck before moving up to my eyes. 
 
    "Aye lass, now how will you do that? If you hurt my nephew you will pay for it." He whispers the end part in my ear, before sniffing my hair I think.  
 
    "Back off." I shout at him with a shove to his shoulders and his eyebrows rise, before he backs away with a smirk.  
 
    He is clearly a class A jerk. 
 
    "I have a call to make to my pack, feed him." He points at the lounge where Freddy is. I have every urge to throw the food in his face but I take deep breath and swallow back the need to. No point poking the beast. 
 
    "Fine." I say through gritted teeth and walk past the annoying man. 
 
    I walk into my lounge to see Freddy in the oversized clothes, the shirt arms are rolled up and the shirt is tucked into the shorts that aren’t too big on him. I smile a little inside at the fact that he has covered the blood stain on the floor up with a spare blanket. The little gesture makes me want to hug him. 
 
    "Here you go." I pass him the plate and sit next to him with my coffee. I take a deep drink before putting in on the small wooden table next to sofa. 
 
    "Thanks, this looks awesome." He smiles happily as he digs in to the food. The wolfman walks back in a few minutes later and sits on the edge of my coffee table, right in front of me. What is with this guy and personal space? To be honest with myself, I feel like drooling over him and most girls would die to be close to a hot guy like him. What’s worse is that I like him being close because what girl wouldn’t.  But then he opens his mouth, ruining my good thoughts about him.  
 
    "So, what the fuck happened last night?" He glares at me, crossing his muscular arms across his large chest.  
 
    "I found Freddy in the car park, with a dagger in his lower leg. He was a wolf at the start and I couldn’t leave him. Once I got him inside, he turned into the boy next to me and back again. I have the dagger in my bag, if you want it." I tell him calmly, noticing how his face tightens and goes a little pale as he releases a breath. 
 
    "Freddy what happened?" He asks, clearly trying to stay calm as he tightens his fists. I can see how tense he is from how he looks like he wants to kill something. I’m glad he isn’t looking at me now. 
 
    "A group of young vamps hunted me when I went to the shops. I ran but there were around five and they were fast. Someone stopped them from following me but not before the dagger got me. I'm sorry, I know I shouldn't have been out late but I wanted to get away for a bit." He says as he stops eating, putting the plate to the side. Jax releases a long growl and I watch as Freddy does a weird turn with his head, showing his uncle his neck before looking down.  
 
    "We will talk about how you’re going to fix this later but I’m glad you’re alive.” He tells Freddy who nods, looking sad. 
 
    “You do realise your wolf owes this women its life and as your guardian, I have to take the responsibility. I'll have to tell the alpha and she will have to be looked after." Jax says getting up to pace near my window.  I can tell he isn’t happy by the idea of owing me anything by the way he spits out the sentence. 
 
    "I'm sorry Jax. I like her; she won't tell anyone and didn't freak out. It's not like she is going to get herself in a life or death situation anytime soon." Freddy rolls his eyes at me and I can't help but smile at the cheeky lad. 
 
    "Don't encourage him." I hear the growl of the words from Jaxson by the window. 
 
    "What's your name?" he asks in a rude snapping voice, I ignore my need to give him a sarcastic answer; I just decide not to answer instead because I might shout at him. 
 
    "Well I’m Jaxson, what is yours lass?" He says in a tired but more polite voice as he comes to stand next to the sofa and looks down at Freddy. 
 
    "Winter, its nice meeting you both of you. Well maybe not you wolfman.” I point at him and he smirks back, it’s not even funny that I seem to be amusing him. 
 
     “I want to get some sleep, so you should leave." I say as I wave my hand to the door of the lounge. 
 
    I jump when Freddie turns into his wolf, ripping all the clothes, and then trots happily over to me nudging my hand with his wet nose. I don’t know what to do other than back away a little but he just follows, nudging my hand again. 
 
    "Alright, one stroke." I mutter, stroking his head.  
 
    "Freddy’s wolf doesn't want to leave you because he thinks you’re in some kind of danger and he thinks you are part of his pack now.” Jaxson growls and shakes his head at Freddy, who is pushed closely to my side. 
 
    “His wolf won't leave you in any potential danger and I won’t make him, I’m not his alpha. You're going to have to come back to the pack with me." He groans, looking like it’s the worst thing that could happen. Freddy nods his head up and down in happiness. 
 
    “I’m not happy with you Fred, the pack won’t like having a human in it.” Jax says to Freddy gently. 
 
    "There is no way I am going with you. I had a bad night and then came home to carry a heavy wolf in my apartment. I got maybe, two hours sleep.” I tell Jax who watches me as I carry on talking and move to stand in front of him. 
 
    “I'm tired so you can leave, Freddy is welcome. You are not." I say poking my finger into his hard chest. 
 
    "You are one annoying female lass," he says. 
 
    "My name is Winter, W-I-N-T-E-R, not lass." I nearly shout, poking him again.  
 
    "Winter, you’re coming back to my pack with us. I don't care if you want to but it's safer for Freddy." He says as he tries to guilt trip me.  
 
    “No,” I tell him firmly and cross my arms as I glare up at him. 
 
    “Fine, you can have a wolf follow you everywhere you go. It will save me feeding him.” Jaxson smirks and I have a strange urge to hit him. 
 
    "Fine but I'm having a shower and then we can go." I say stomping off to my room hearing his chuckle as I go. Freddie's wolf sits outside my room as guard, which makes me smile. I take deep breath in the shower as the reality hits me; I’m going to meet a lot of wolves soon. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Six 
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    I run my fingers through Freddy’s black fur as I sit in the back of Jaxson large jeep. To say Jaxson isn’t a good driver, would be an understatement, I’m hoping the drive doesn’t last too much longer. At least I can let go of my seat now we are out-of-town and there aren’t that many turns.  Jaxson drives us straight towards the large mountain to the left of the town and into the massive forest that lies before it. We hit the start of the trees and then the roads all look the same for around half an hour. So far it’s taken at least an hour to get to this point. 
 
    "Why do I need to come back to your house?" I ask the now silent wolfman, who is driving slowly down the empty road. There are tall trees lining the sides of the road and they hang above us, enough that it could be mistaken for the night instead of early morning. I don’t think he will reply but he does in a gruff voice, 
 
    "The alpha can make you a pack member and then Freddy will chill out. Freddy is blood bound to him, so he will feel connected to you then.” He tells me. 
 
    "What's an alpha? And blood bound means what?" I ask a little nervous as my palms start sweating, I’m hoping they don’t mean the literal sense of using blood to bind people.  
 
    He sighs like I'm wasting his time before answering, 
 
    "The alpha is the leader of our pack, lass. He is one of the strongest wolves, so he became alpha when it was needed.” He says. 
 
    "Right, so why are you the guardian of Freddy?" I ask wondering because he looks around twenty-five and that's young to be looking after an eight-year-old. 
 
    "When my sister died, she made me promise to keep him safe. So I do." He mutters, showing the pain on his face before he turns away from me. Freddy whines slowly next to me and I see Jaxson look back with a look of pure sorrow for his lost sister. I couldn’t imagine losing Alex, she is like a sister to me and I would be lost. 
 
    "I'm sorry for your loss." I stroke Freddy’s head, when he whines gently again and puts his head on my lap. Jaxson watches with Freddy with a strange expression before commenting, 
 
    "I can't believe his wolf lets you so near. Wolves hate human’s, even ones they are protecting." He looks back at me in the mirror, trying to find a reason.  
 
    "Animals become calm around me, they always have. That’s one of the reasons why I want to be a vet." I tell him before looking away at the passing trees; I swear I see a few glimpses of animals watching us as we pass. We don't say anything more but I’m aware every time Jaxson watches me in his mirror like he is trying to work something out about me. We take too many turns for me to remember until we come to a line of trees.  
 
    “It will feel weird for you to pass but hold onto Freddy and don’t let go,” Jaxson warns me, I go to reply but stop as Jaxson drives through the trees, that part for him as he gets close. A warm sensation covers my body and my grip on Freddy tightens as I fight a wave of sickness. When I finally open my eyes, I see we are driving up on a long road with many cabins on each side. There are several people walking around and I see around twenty cabins but there are small dirt roads leading off the main one to other cabins in the distance. We eventually pull up to one of the larger cabins that stand out from the rest due to its size. It looks around three stories, with old style wooden windows. The cabin itself has a wraparound porch on the lower level and many potted plants line the ground near the house. There’s a large garage at the side with enough room for at least five cars and there’s a few parked outside. I look back at the large wooden door that has two large wolves facing each carved into the wood, I can’t miss it even from the car. I also notice the two real large wolves’ standing by the front door, one is a cream colour with brown patches and the other is a light brown. I'm guessing this is the alpha house.  
 
    I climb out the car, with Freddy following close behind me.  
 
    Jaxson doesn't wait for us and barges passed the wolves, not even looking at them, before opening the large front door like it’s made of paper and not solid wood. The wolves growls at me as I walk past but Freddie growls louder and they both stop. I stop in fear as the one wolf moves closer to me, blocking the door. 
 
    "Let the lass past Joe, unless you want to try that shit with me." Jaxson’s voice comes from inside the house, and as if a button is pressed, the wolf called Joe backs away. They both go back to staring behind me at the road like I’m not here and a nudge from Freddy on my back legs reminds me to keep moving. 
 
    I walk in the cabin, straight into a massive open planned living room. It has hardwood floors that match the wooden walls giving the place a cosy feel. In the centre of the room is a square fireplace that goes up through the ceiling with a middle part that’s open with surrounding glass. There’s a fire going on in it and it lights the room up as well as the open windows. There are four brown leather sofas around the fireplace and a bar on the one wall. There are a few pictures on the walls but mainly of seaside’s and I'm guessing some family but I don’t move closer to have a look. 
 
    "Take a seat," Jaxson says while he leans against the wall by the door, I try not to jump at his voice but I fail and he chuckles. I huff at him and take a seat on one of the sofa’s, with Freddy sitting by feet.  
 
    "Someone's got a lot to explain to me. Including why there is a human here." A deep voice, much like Jaxson’s says from right behind me. I turn on the sofa to see an impressive guy walking in the room. I would guess he is in his early twenty’s but something about him makes me think he could older than me. The man looks like Jaxson, with the same dark nearly black hair but his is longer, tied in a band at the back of his head. His dark brown eyes pierce through me and I look away before I start a staring contest like I did with Jaxson. The one thing that is clear is that this man is powerful, and even I can sense that. Dressed in only denim jeans with no shirt, he is showing off a large muscled chest that would make any girl swoon, surprisingly my eyes flutter back to Jaxson, I bet his chest is nicer. The stares at me for second before shifting his gaze to Freddy with a massive frown. 
 
    "Shift back pup," he shouts at Freddy, his tone down right scares me but the change is almost instant for Freddy. I look away as he grabs a blanket off the sofa wrapping it around himself. 
 
    "Explain Jax," The man asks, never taking his eyes off me as he sits on the edge of another sofa. 
 
    "This is Winter, and Winter this is my brother, Fergus," Jaxson says as he leans against the wall. 
 
    "I didn't mean names," Fergus says with a dirty look in Jaxson’s direction. I notice he doesn't have a Scottish accent like Jaxson but they are brothers. I can see there are a lot of differences between them, including the fact Jaxson has bright green eyes and Fergus doesn’t.  
 
    Jaxson goes on to explain everything that happens while Freddy goes to get some clothes on. The whole time Fergus watches me as Jaxson talks and I can see he seems shocked by everything. 
 
    “That boy is going to be in training every day, before and after school, for a month for this. He is lucky he is my nephew or it would be worse for punishment.” Fergus growls out loudly and I know it’s so Freddy can hear, I’m guessing the wolves have sensitive hearing. 
 
    "Right, well, I guess I owe you a thank you for saving one of my wolves’ lives," Fergus says to me without a hint of a smile. I have a feeling he doesn't like me. 
 
    "No need to thank me but I should be leaving," I say, getting to my feet. 
 
    “Hold on, I’m taking you into the pack. It’s an old law but one that cannot be ignored. Not many humans would save an animal these days, so the likelihood of this happening is rare.” Fergus tells me and Jaxson nods his agreement. 
 
    “Humans aren’t all bad, I know several people who would have tried to help,” I tell him; well maybe they would have called a vet instead. 
 
    “I doubt it; humans have hunted us many times over the years. We now have to keep our pack hidden from your kind, but enough about that.” Fergus cuts off my argument and turns to Jaxson. 
 
    “You will bind her to you and I will bind her to the pack, she is your responsibility when she is away from the pack.” He tells Jaxson, his firm and strong. 
“No, I’m not doing that with her,” Jaxson growls. 
“I’m not asking Jax, you wanted custody of Freddy and I let you have him so this is our problem. I would do it myself or make one of my beta’s do it but I can’t leave to help her. None of my beta’s would take her seriously because they hate humans more than you.” He says. 
 
    Jaxson stares at me for a second before he nods, 
 
    “Good, Winter, being brought into the pack is simple. Usually, we would share blood and you would feel a link to us but as your human, you only have to link to one wolf in the pack to feel the link. Jaxson will be the best option for you. Jaxson is the only wolf who works outside the pack and therefore can check up on you.” Fergus tells me, getting my attention. 
 
    “Right, what if I don’t want this?” I ask. 
 
    “Then Freddy will keep coming to you. Being part of this pack is just for protection purposes, we could teach how to protect yourself from our kind who have gone rogue, and other supernatural beings that could be a danger to you.” He tells me firmly. I don’t want to even know in this moment what other kinds of beings there are but I don’t want Freddy to suffer because of some link between us. 
 
    “Why would they be a danger to me?” I finally say after thinking quietly for a while 
 
    “The whole town is full of them, you don’t have to learn, just an offer,” Fergus says like he couldn’t give a damn if I do or don’t. 
 
    “She wouldn’t be able to protect herself, even if I taught her myself,” Jaxson scoffs. 
 
    “You’re a real asshole, you know that?” I tell him and he just shrugs. 
 
    “Jax, you’ll need to check on her often anyway, so why don’t you teach her?” Fergus says with a small smile. I have a feeling he is testing Jaxson in some way and I have no idea why. 
 
    “Fine, let’s get this done” Jaxson growls out and stomps over to me. I watch as Jaxson slides out a silver dagger from his boot. The dagger is small but looks like one of those throwing daggers I’ve seen in movies.  
 
    “Your finger.” He holds out his hand and I slide my hand into his. I watch as he carefully hands the knife to Fergus with a nod. Jaxson holds my finger up to Fergus who makes a small cut and I hold back a squeak of pain. I watch as Fergus cuts Jaxson’s finger, and then pushes it into mine. For a second all I see is Jaxson’s green eyes as they glow, looking straight through me before he pulls away and walks back to the wall where he was standing. 
 
    “All done, welcome to the pack,” Fergus says and I hold my finger with my other hand to stop the bleeding. I don’t feel any different but I feel a warm sensation on the back of my neck.  
 
    “I should go; I’ve had a long night,” I tell Fergus who nods and Jaxson turns to me, from his spot near the wall. 
 
    "You’re under my protection now lass, so you'll have to come here sometimes to please my wolf," he tells me, I can’t make out his expression but I’m sure it’s not happy. 
 
    "Who says I want to please you?" I glare at him.  
 
    "You sure you don't?" He winks at me, making me blush a bright shade of red and look away at the fireplace. 
 
    "Jaxy, I heard all about Freddy, I'm glad he is ok," says a very pretty dark-haired girl, about my age, as she comes into the room. She stops at Jaxson’s side taking his hand and he doesn’t even respond to her as he watches me. I can't help but notice how she looks like a supermodel with long legs, perfect figure, a baby face and shiny hair.  
 
    "Aye, he is fine now Esta." Jaxson finally responds, breaking the tense silence. I notice he looks at me for second before turning away from Esta and me, to stare out a window.  
 
    "I would say it’s nice to meet you but you’re a human, I’m Esta." The girl says smiling at me in a tone that suggests she feels sorry for me.  
 
    "What’s wrong with being human, you know what I don’t care what your answer is,” I tell Esta before turning to face Jaxson 
 
    “Can you take me home now?" I ask again and he doesn’t reply. I grit my teeth together just as Esta goes to talk, Fergus says, 
 
    "Take the girl home Jax but I want a word first, alone."  
 
    Jaxson nods leaving the room. Esta looks me up and down before coming to stand in front of me.  
 
    "Keep those dirty human eyes and hands to yourself, little human. Jaxson is mine," she growls at me. I raise one eyebrow. I don’t know what comes over me but I move closer, we are nearly the same height and for some reason, I can’t back down. 
 
    "I don't like being threatened," I say calmly and then back away when her dark green eyes start flowing.  
 
    "He is my mate." she says but it comes out more of a growl. 
 
    "No my uncle isn't yet. Just because your parent set the mating up, doesn’t mean he is yours, Esta. Winter Is under Jaxson’s protection, I don’t think he would take it well if you tried to hurt her.” Freddy says coming into the room. I smirk at the Harry Potter top he is wearing and I want to tell him I have one just like it at home. 
 
    "Back off Freddy," Esta growls but it’s lost its dangerous tone. So much for caring if Freddy is ok, she could have asked him by now. It’s clear she is only interested in Jaxson and for some reason I’m finding myself protective of them both. 
 
    "Make me," Freddy growls seeming more than the sweet eight-year old I have gotten to know. I really feel the wave of power he admits before Esta whines, I watch as she shows Freddy her neck, and then she stomps out the room. 
 
    "Sorry, it's a wolf thing," he mutters with a grin. 
 
    "Freddy, where have you been? You’re a giant pain in the ass but I want to see you’re ok," A voice I recognise comes from the doorway a minute before Katy appears. She looks at Freddy with a big grin before seeing me and running over to give me a hug.  
 
    "What are you doing here Winter?" She smiles and pulls away. Katy looks much better tonight in casual clothes and no intense makeup. 
 
    "How do you know each other?" Jaxson says walking back in the room, his voice dripping with suspicion.  
 
    "She's my brother’s girlfriend," Katy says with a grin at my shocked face. I go to respond but Jaxson beats me to it. 
 
    "What?" Jaxson growls and Katy looks as confused as I am at his anger.  
 
    "Girl- friend as in a girl he knows from uni," she says as she rolls her eyes and I notice Jaxson seems to relax. I narrow my eyes at him, which seems to have the effect of making him smirk.  
 
    "Right lass, I’ll take you home but a few days a week, your here for an hour, to please my wolf and we will be doing self-defence classes, so I can put up with you." He mutters the end part to himself but doesn’t make his voice quiet enough that I don’t hear. I kind of think that’s the point. 
 
    "We, as in both of us?" I laugh at the idea of him needing self-defence. I have a feeling he doesn’t need to learn anything about fighting from anyone else. 
 
    "Yes, I will be teaching you. It will help please me, and my wolf, to know you can defend yourself." He tells me and Katy’s jaw drops open as she stares between us. 
 
    "Hold on, can someone tell me what's going on?" Katy finally asks with a small voice. 
 
    "Freddy, find Anna to escort Katy back to her cabin.” He tells Freddy. 
 
    “Why can’t I take her?” he asks crossing his arms and standing taller. 
 
    “Don’t you think you’re going to be busy? I know Fergus has some training for you, I’m sure I can persuade Anna to find something for you to clean as well if you have the time.” Jaxson says and Freddy deflates with a grumble. 
 
    “Katy, I believe you’re grounded and your parents aren’t going to be happy your here. Tell Harris to come and see me." Jaxson tells her and she rolls her eyes at him. 
 
    "Why?" she responds. 
 
    "Just do it, Katy." Jaxson exhales, looking beyond frustrated at all the questions. 
 
    "Well, I will see you soon." Katy hugs me once more, before dragging a waving Freddy out the door.  
 
    "She is a little nut’s," I mumble, which makes Jaxson smile at me. It takes my breath away how handsome he is when he smiles, that I nearly do the whole swoon thing that I’ve heard girls do. I’ve never been that kind of girl who was overly interested in guys, I mean I had boyfriends but they were all average and quite boring guys. Jaxson is not the type of guy I would have even looked at before today, he is beyond hot and his voice sends shivers through me. No, I would have run in the opposite direction because a guy like Jaxson could break me. 
 
    "My cousin is like that," he laughs, snapping me out of my thoughts. 
 
    "Oh, so do all your all close family live in this pack?"  I ask trying to get an understanding of what it’s like around here. 
 
    "Not exactly but this pack is family to us and you have our protection lass," He says not looking happy about it.  
 
    "Oh well thanks and I already know a lot of self-defence. My mum made me go to a local class two times a week for years, until I left for uni," I tell him crossing my arms.  
 
    "Great, at least you know the basics. Let's go," he smirks at me before walking out. 
 
    "Doesn't anyone say ladies first anymore?" I shout at his back and I hear his laugh. Freddy comes through the door that Jaxson opens and leaves to shut behind him. 
 
    "Jackass," I mutter to myself. 
 
    "I guess I will see you around Freddy." I smile at the boy who looks worried, as he runs up to me in the lounge. 
 
    "This is my entire fault, and I'm sorry I got you into this." He says looking down and I walk over to him, and I put my hand on his shoulder. 
 
    "I wouldn't change a thing. Well, maybe you getting hurt in the first place.” I say and he finally looks up at me. 
 
    “You’re ok and that's all that matters," I tell him, holding eye contact and I know I mean that. I may not be happy with being stuck with a grumpy wolf as a guardian and learning all about werewolf’s/shifters but I am happy that Freddy is safe. Honestly, I'm surprised I'm not more freaked out right now, but I know there isn’t much point in freaking out. 
 
    "Hurry up Winter, or he will only get worse," Freddy laughs as he smiles at me before walking off.  
 
    I hear the horn beeped from the car three times before I walk out, huffing to myself. I walk past the wolves, who don't growl at me this time, but I still move quickly back to Jaxson’s car just in case.  
 
    "You took your time." He grumbles at me the minute I get in. I don’t even want to tell him I know that he could have heard my conversation with Freddy, so he knows why I was delayed. 
 
    "I'm sorry but have I done something to piss you off? I get the feeling you don't like me." I ask him as I pull my seatbelt on. 
 
    Jaxson looks at me for a while and I get the feeling he is trying to come up with an answer but he shakes his head and just starts driving.  
 
    "Right, no answer," I murmur under my breath but I know he heard me by the twitch of his lips.  
 
    "I can pick you up on Monday at four, give me your phone," he asks holding out his hand. 
 
    "No," I say. 
 
    "No?" He questions with a quick glare at me before looking back at the road.  
 
    "You do know what no means right? You’re not having my number unless you ask nicely because so far all you have done is demand stuff." I tell him and cross my arms staring him down as he drives. 
 
    "You are unbelievable lass. I don't ask anything nicely but fine." he groans before saying tensely. 
 
    "Please may I have your number?" He asks with his hands clenching the steering wheel so tight I’m afraid he might break it. I can't help but laugh my head off at how tense he sounds, which even makes him smile then eventually laugh with me.  
 
    "Sure," I say wiping my tears away and smiling back at him.  
 
    "You should smile more lass; you look lovely when you do." I blush under his gaze before turning to look at the window.  I watch as he puts his number on my phone while still driving like a crazy person down thankfully empty roads. We don’t talk for the rest of the drive and I find myself drifting off to sleep as we pass lots of trees. 
 
    "We're here." Jaxson’s voice drifts through my mind and a large hand is shaking me gently by my shoulder to wake me up, I open my eyes to see his close to mine. He has really bright eyes that draw you in; I find it hard to look away as I wake up.  
 
    "I don't have to go over the whole 'you can't tell anyone about us' thing right?" He says with a small grin at me as he hands my phone. I notice how it really suits him, looking less angry and happier for once. 
 
    "Yeah I get it, plus anyone would think I'm mad." I laugh and hop out the car before I shut the door I say, 
 
    "You look nice when you smile too Jaxson."  
 
    I see his shocked face before I turn and walk back to my apartment that seems really empty without that annoying wolf around.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Jaxson 
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    “Another one.” I hold up my empty beer glass and the bartender, a very hot blond human woman, winks at me as she goes to fill it up. The pub is full tonight of unsuspecting humans, humans I don’t usually like to be around but I don’t have a choice now. Fucking Dabriel. Angels are all the same. Dabriel used to my friend but he isn’t now if things were different then, 
 
    My phone rings stopping that thought, I pull my gaze from the bartender as I answer. 
 
    “Uncle J, when you coming home? Anna is being annoying.” Freddy’s voice fills my phone and I hold back a grin. I hate the uncle J nickname but I love Freddy. I have to admit taking on a young child wasn’t easy but we made it work with the help of my brother’s mate. 
 
    “Why? What is she doing?” I ask. 
 
    “Just making me clean my room, it’s not that bad as she is making it out to be. I think she said it looked like mini demons had trashed the place and had an after party.” He mutters. I can hear the annoyance in his voice. I try not to laugh at my sister in-laws use of words but she isn’t far from the truth. Mini demons are pests you don’t want in your home and they love to make a mess, I mean huge fucking messes that take days to clean. We had them once, and thankfully they left after they had fun. 
 
    “How about I bring you a pizza back? You know that hot one from Pizza Hut?” I say, knowing it’s his favourite and I feel bad for him. The last few days he has had more training than he has ever had but he needs it. My chest still feels tight at the thought of how close I had come to losing him. When I came back from my job to find he wasn’t home, I alerted the pack and we searched everywhere. I finally tracked his scent into town and thankfully found him alive. I took the dagger out of Winters kitchen and I plan to return it into the fucking vampire’s chests that hurt my nephew. I feel the hard silver dagger in my boot now and the thought makes me relax a tad. 
 
    “With a bottle of Coke and brownies?” He finally replies after thinking about it. 
 
    “Yes but the second boxes of brownies are mine. No trying to eat them like last time.” I tell him and I hear his chuckle. 
 
    “Deal,” Freddy says and I can hear the smile this time. 
 
    “Make sure the room is tidy, Anna is right, the room looked like a bomb went off the last time I was in there,” I tell him and I hear his groan. 
 
    “Fine, you’re getting old and boring uncle J. You won’t get a girl like Winter if you act old.” He tells me like I need dating advice from an eight year old. Not that I would ever touch Winter, she is a human. 
 
    “I’m not old, and Winter isn’t my type. I prefer blondes.” I tell him, only slightly lying. The blonde bartender is my type and I could easily take her home tonight but something is stopping me. A beautiful brown haired girl with sparkling blue eyes is the cause of my issues tonight. 
 
    “Whatever, you were following her around like a puppy. She is pretty, shame I’m not older. Hey did she mention any sisters?” He asks. When did he start liking girls, I swear it was only five minutes ago that he was playing with action figures. 
 
    “No sisters, I’ve got to go. I'll be back in an hour.” I tell him. 
 
    “Cool, I'll get the Harry Potter movies out for us. Also, I saw this new Harry Potter mug that when you add hot water, the Marauder’s map appears. Totally cool.” He mumbles on excitedly. 
“Why do I need to watch those again? And why did I need to hear about the mug?” I ask, mentally thinking of a way to get out of film night. I don’t enjoy these films but I’ve watched them ten times now over the years. Thank god the last one finally came out, I’d hoped he would move on from film series by now but he hasn’t. 
 
    “You like them Uncle J, although they got witches wrong. There are no wands, but it would be so cool if they did have one.” He tells me and I try not think about Atti. I haven’t seen him or any of my friends in years. I’m about to see Dabriel for the first time in seven years, and not for a good reason. 
 
    “Oh, and it’s my birthday soon. Just dropping some hints.” He laughs and I’ll have to remember to order that mug now. 
 
    “Fine. Later Fred's,” I say to him. 
 
    “Later uncle J.” he says and puts the phone down. 
 
    “Getting drunk? Doesn’t suit you Jax.” Dabriel takes a seat next to me. A few people turn to stare at him, he ignores them but he would stand out anywhere. His white long hair and massive build kind of attract attention. 
 
    “I want to know,” I tell him, cutting straight to the point. 
 
    “You already know, I’ve seen it. I’ve seen you and her.” He smirks, leaning back on the bar. The bartender hands me my drink but I don’t find it the slight bit interesting. 
 
    “Why the fuck didn’t you warn me? Keep her the fuck away from me? I came close to killing her.” I shout at him and just smiles back at me. My wolf growls in my mind that he is challenging me and that I should bite him. I don’t listen to him; thankfully, despite the fact that my wolf isn’t trying to kill him is annoying me. My wolf loves him like a brother and despite everything, I still think of him as one. 
 
    “This was always going to happen. Don’t pretend you didn’t feel it. I haven’t met her but I’m watching.” He tells me. 
 
    “Yeah, but you can’t get involved right?” I smirk at him when he tenses. 
 
    “I would have stopped her death, if I could. No matter what I did, the ending didn’t change.” He says calmly and I lose it. I grab him by the neck and throw him across the bar. The bottles smash into pieces as people scream, scrambling to get out. I jump over the bar and walk over to him, as he gets up. His cuts on his face healing straight away. 
 
    “Don’t fucking pretend you couldn’t have saved my sister. I don’t want anything to do with the prophecy and no human girl is going to change my mind.” I warn him. I try to ignore my wolf inter whine at the thought of Winter. I’ve been with girls, countless one night stands but Winter calls to my wolf more than anyone else ever has. I’ve tried to listen to the witches and mate with Esta but my wolf is just as turned off by her as I am. Winter has the perfect fucking body, a body that I could spend hours with but her sassy mouth was what turned me on the most. She didn’t seem to give two fucks about how I spoke to her, my general dislike for her. I can’t even walk away from her now, I feel her in my blood and my wolf thinks she is pack. 
 
    “I would have saved her, Wyatt would have too.” He says holding up his hands, the runes of angel language appearing on his skin. They are for protection, among different things and the more an angel has, the more powerful they are. When Dabriel is showing his, entire not an inch of his body doesn’t have them. Not that I’ve checked but the fucker likes to brag. 
 
    “Like fuck, you would have, we were friends all our lives and you were my pack. I don’t want anything to with this or her.” I slam my hand on the bar, trying to control my anger but it’s not working. 
 
    “Isn’t it too late? She is yours to protect now and I know she will need it soon.” Dabriel tells me, taking a step closer. 
 
    “Are you going to let her die too?” I mutter and he punches me. I don’t lose my footing but its close; he can fire a heavy blow when he wants. 
 
    “You don’t deserve her Jax,” Dabriel says and jumps over the bar. I watch him leave as I grab a bottle of whisky off the floor. I leave a wad of cash on the side of the bar before I leave, taking a deep drink. I need to find a way to get rid of Winter and I need to do it fast. I can’t let her close because I can’t be who she needs. I’m too fucked up, I’m too broken and I need to be alone.  Pulling the dagger out my boot and leaving the bottle of whisky on a chair, I grin. I know a perfect way to get rid of some anger. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    The only thought that happens when I know I'm dreaming is how real these dreams are. They don't happen very often but they scare me all the same. I open my eyes to see the same girl sitting on the floor with her legs crossed. We are in the middle of some woods I don't recognise, and she is wearing the same white simple dress she always is. It’s the middle of the night and the only light is the fire burning in front of her, the moon and stars shining high in the sky. 
 
    "There will be a time, a time you will understand," she says in a whisper to the raging fire in front of her, her voice sounds like heaven and makes me feel safe. The girl who looks around my age stands, turning towards me, her blue glowing eyes staring out at me. It always has shocked me how beautiful she is, how innocent. I always feel safe and scared of her at the same time. I try to move away but I can't, I never can move as she walks over to stand right in front of me, her very bright shining eyes locked with mine. 
 
    The girl’s long black hair flows with the wind, as she says in a deep whisper that fills my head instead of her lips moving. 
 
    "There will be a time, a time you will understand." her hand reaches for me, as I feel the darkness creeping in. 
 
      
 
    "Sexy cake, where are you?" Alex shouts through the apartment as I hear the door slam shut. I groan to myself at her happy tone, after a long day and night of little sleep, I’m feeling tired. I keep running over everything that happened with the wolves in my head, the dream is the last thing I need now. The one person I couldn't get out of my thoughts was Jaxson, and then when I did fall asleep I had one of those weird dreams again. My thoughts flutter back to Jaxson again, as I remember everything about him that draws me in, and at the same time, I want to run away from him. My door is slammed open by a pale looking Alex, who is wearing a tight green maxi dress with her long red hair up in a high ponytail.  
 
    "Was it a long night again?" I ask seeing my kindle on my pillow and I shut it off. I must fallen asleep reading and it is annoying as I was getting to a good part in a romance story, which had me only thinking of Jaxson’s hard body and not the characters.  
 
    "Something like that, but we are going out for dinner. There's this new place called Ladino that’s opened in town and we have to go," she smirks leaning against the doorway. I have a feeling like I'm falling into one of her traps but I relent saying, 
 
    "Sure but you can pay. You owe me for that horrible date." I tell her with a slight glare, as I get out of bed and start stretching. 
 
    Alex raises her perfect eyebrows at me, 
 
    "What happened? Wyatt said he had a good night with you but he is an idiot apparently," she replies as she jumps on my bed and gets comfy. I shake my head at her and how relaxed she is. 
 
    "He is weird and scared me Alex. I'm not seeing him again," I tell her and go through my clothes for something to wear. 
 
    "He isn't that bad, maybe you just got off on the wrong foot. Drake said he is having a hard time with his father at the moment," she says. 
 
    I want to listen but all I can remember is how he demanded I dance with him. I know when I'm around him, I feel wrong and scared. No matter how hot someone is, you can’t ignore feelings like that. 
 
    "I don't think so. No more blind dates." I wag a finger at her and she laughs. 
 
    "You have to admit that he is hot and if he is anything like Drake in bed, then wow," she winks at me with a laugh and I can't help but laugh a little with her.  
 
    "Give me an hour to shower and dress," I say getting up and Alex nods, shutting my door on her way out. My phone rings as I'm choosing my jeans and a purple hater top.  
 
    "Hey mum," I answer, actually looking forward to hearing her voice. It reminds me that things can be normal in my life.  
 
    "Hey, honey. How is everything going?" She asks in her usual bright and cheery voice. You wouldn't ever guess that Daniella is my mum, with her white blonde dyed hair and sparkling brown eyes. She always told me I look more like my dad but I have a little of her personality. My mum is like a ray of sunshine constantly and is worse than I am at helping everyone she meets. My mum runs a local food bank and helps out at many charities in her spare time, Alex and me have always agreed that you couldn’t find some better than her for a mum. 
 
    "It's all good but I miss you and you’re cooking,” I smile when I hear her laughter. 
 
    “You are eating ok, right? I can send more money if you need it,” she says in her worried mum tone. 
 
    “Yes we are eating fine but nothing beats your home cooking mum,” I say with a big smile. 
 
    “Ok I'll leave you be so any plans for tonight?” she asks. 
 
    “Me and Alex are going out for dinner tonight," I tell her and she laughs again. 
 
    "Well honey, I did try and teach you how to cook before you left for university. You'll be home in two months right?" She asks referring to the summer holidays coming up. 
 
    "Yes and I honestly can't wait," I tell her, I need the normality of waking up to my mum’s cooking, and Alex is hoping for a hot summer’s day to sunbathe on the local beach.  My mum lives in Cornwall and the beaches are lovely if you can find the ones without all the tourists around. 
 
    "Well have fun tonight honey; I just wanted to check on you." She says. 
 
    "I will," I say twisting my wavy brown hair around my finger, wishing I did inherit her blonde hair, mine is such a dull brown colour and I don’t want to dye it. She used to dye her hair brown, she told me once, when she was in college but now she just adds highlights to her natural blonde. 
 
    "I love you and tell Alex I love her too, and to answer her phone." she chuckles. 
 
    "She has a new boyfriend, so I’ll remind her to when I see her." I chuckle back. My mum loves Alex as much as me, Alex doesn’t have good parents and was always around ours for a cooked meal. Her own parents were too busy getting drunk to notice she was even missing. 
 
    "Ah that explains it, talk to you next week honey, bye," she says and hanging up after I say bye. I leave my things on my bed and walk into my en suite. It's the typical whitewash wet room, I make quick work of showering and drying my hair. I plait it tightly down my back, leaving a few curls to shape my face before getting changed. I know I won't need a coat, it’s warm enough not to need one.  
 
    "Hey, you ready Win?" Alex asks sitting on the couch and looking at my outfit, as I find my purse and phone, putting them in a small bag. I watch as she nods her head at what I’m wearing, she should like it considering she bought me it.  She quickly does something on her phone before getting up. We were lucky that my father left me a large amount of money for college. My mum refused to use it so I used it to pay for mine and Alex’s college. We have enough left over for rent and bills for the next few years. Alex swears she is paying me back but I wouldn’t let her. 
 
    "Sure," I say following her out. We take Alex's red Volvo to the restaurant, chatting about the university on the way, and I ask what I really want to know. 
 
    "How serious are you and Drake? I mean I've never seen you date anyone this long before." I ask watching how her face lights up at his name. 
 
    "I love him Win," she sighs with her cheeks blushing. 
 
    "Wow, that's great Alex," I say honestly. I have never seen Alex this happy before, even if he seems quiet and strange, he makes her smile. That’s all I could want for her, I ignore the slight jealously of her having someone when I don’t. My best friend being in love is something to be happy about not envy. 
 
    "He told me he loves me too, I can't get enough of him and I don't mean just sex. I love talking to him and," she stops mumbling and blushing more when I smile at her. She turns back to the road, tapping her fingers on the wheel. 
 
    "I get it," I say softly, causing us both to start laughing.  
 
    "I didn't plan on a serious relationship, while I am still at uni, but I feel like he's the one, you know?" she asks me. My thoughts go to Jaxson for a second, before I mentally shake myself and answering her. 
 
    "I don't but I'm really happy for you," I say and she reaches over to squeeze my hand.  
 
    “It will happen for you, one day you will just know and there will be no going back.” She says. 
 
    “It won’t. I have bad luck with guys and I just don’t want anything now.” I say, ignoring how my thoughts betray me by thinking of Jaxson and Wyatt. 
 
    We don't talk much more on the way and about twenty minutes later we pull up at the restaurant. It's really cute, with the outside looking like an old English pub but it’s been redone so it gives a more rustic theme, there’s a large glowing sign with the name on above the door. We walk in and I don't hear what Alex says, as the man asks if we need a table, because my eyes are drawn to Drake and Wyatt sitting at a table in the corner. My eyes don't leave Wyatt’s as he turns, somehow noticing me come in. We enter a silent staring contest, while my anger rises, with neither one of us giving in. His lips pull up into a smile as Alex pulls me away, linking my arm with hers and whispering, 
 
    "One more chance, please don't be mad at me."  
 
    I all but snarled at her in response but I let her lead to me the table. I now know why she wanted to drive tonight; I should have seen this coming. Alex isn’t going to give up the idea of us dating best friends together easily. Drake gets up, kissing Alex on the cheek and Wyatt smiles at me as he stands to hold out an open chair in front of him. I keep my best 'I'm not impressed’ look, as my eyes take him In. Wyatt is wearing a tight black suit, his jacket is off and his white shirt rolled up. A blue tie is loose around his neck and one glance at Drake in the same kind of suit, makes me think they must have come from work. I can't help but gaze at his wavy blonde hair that is styled to show his dark eyes, which look over me with far too much interest.  
 
    "You look beautiful Winter," he says in the dark seductive voice, I’d somehow forgotten how enticing it is. I have to admit it’s actually nice to hear when he isn’t angry or being a dick. I take the seat he offers and he sits down next to me, close enough that his arm brushes mine. 
 
    "Thanks," I mutter, pulling my menu out and holding in front of my face like a weapon. Alex glances at me in the middle of her conversation with Drake, and the little shit is trying not to laugh at my flustered face. I put the menu down as the waitress comes over.  
 
    "What can I get you, handsome boys?" She asks while adjusting her top. Well, more pulling it down and leaning over the table so the 'boys' can have a good view. What a slut. I don’t care if she gets Wyatt’s attention, well I keep telling myself that.  
 
    "The lobster and a beer," Drake says while Wyatt’s eyes never leave mine as he orders, as does Alex. I ask for the half roast chicken and a glass of wine, as I'm going to need it.  
 
    "If you need anything, just call," she says while running her fingers over Wyatt’s shoulder. He doesn't even glance her way as his gaze never leaves mine. I have to admit it’s nice that he doesn’t look at her; he seems to think he has won something because he smiles. It highlights the high cheekbones of his face and his dark eyelashes, under the dim lights of the restaurant; the effect is sexy as sin. 
 
    "How was your day?" I ask Wyatt, trying to be polite.  
 
    "Better now I'm on a date with you." He tells me honestly. I have to admit I’m not that shocked he has found a way to get a date with me, the way he stared at me as I left him at the party still strong in my mind. 
 
    "This isn't a date, I never agreed to it," I say glaring at him.  
 
    Wyatt leans back with a frown, as Drake surprises me by laughing. Alex grins in my direction. 
 
    "That's the first time anyone has actually said they didn't want a date with him. You’re going to hurt his ego." Drake says calming himself down from laughing. Drake smiles at my shocked face, I’m not shocked that Wyatt isn’t turned down very often but I am that Drake actually smiles at me. 
 
    "I'm sure he will survive," I say dryly. Alex nudges me with her leg under the table, and I just lean back in my chair looking out the window. Our drinks arrive with the flirty waitress, who again tries to get Wyatt’s attention, but he looks like he is trying to solve a puzzle while staring at me.  
 
    "I'm using the bathroom," Alex says getting up.  
 
    "Me too," Drake says watching her and I hear their giggles as they walk away. I can't help the smile that appears on my face at my best friend being happy. 
 
    "I like it when you smile," Wyatt says and I look back to him seeing him resting his head on his joint hands.  
 
    "You've not seen much of it. Not that you've given me a reason to around you." I state crossing my arms. 
 
    "I'm sorry my approach to you was rude. Drake was right; I've never had to do much. You were a welcome surprise." He says, flashing me a cheeky smile. 
 
    "I'm sure you can find someone easy again, hell the waitress would take you home in a second." I say realising quickly how jealous my tone sounded. 
 
    Wyatt never misses a beat as he grins, making my heart bounce in my chest at how breathtakingly handsome he is.  
 
    "Can you give me a fresh start?" He asks taking my hand in his cold one. It's oddly comforting and Instead of feeling scared around him, I’m starting to feel safe like, when I'm with Jaxson. I push thoughts of Jaxson away, he wouldn’t want anything to do with me but this conversation reminds me of his compliment about my smile. 
 
    "Alright. Hi I'm Winter, I'm studying to be a vet and I have a weakness for any kind of fast food." I hold out my hand, he takes it and places a sweet kiss on my hand.  
 
    "I'm Wyatt, I'm working in my family business and my favourite food is a secret, but I might tell you one day." He jokes with a big grin and I can't help but smile back, wondering what the hell it is that he doesn't want to say. It's going to be something weird like liver, who actually eats that stuff?   
 
    Wyatt and I chat for a while about the weather and other things before the food arrives. Alex and Drake turn up just after, with Alex looking a little dishevelled with messy hair and she is straightening her clothes.   
 
    "Did you guys get lost?" I ask with a wink, Alex laughs not embarrassed at all about her appearance and Drake just slides into his seat ignoring everything other than his food. 
 
    "No, but I can tell you how many times I," she says before Drake kisses her, effectively shutting her up and making me chuckle. 
 
    We all eat our food, which is amazing and then we go to the bar to order a few drinks. There are a few sofas around the room to sit in, and Wyatt takes my free hand tugging me down on one right next to him. I can't help but feel his slightly cold leg pushed against mine or his hand resting lightly against my shoulder. His amazing smell surrounds me making me want to lean into him. Wyatt smells like fire, a bonfire on a cold autumn night that we used to have to get rid of leaves. I look up to see him staring down at me. I know I shouldn't, but my gaze goes to his perfect lips before wetting my own with my tongue. The spell I'm under is snapped when Alex starts talking from the other sofa, right in front of me. I didn’t even notice her sitting down; I really need to stop staring at Wyatt. 
 
    "I’m not feeling well, so Drake is taking me home. Can you take Winter home, Wyatt? Drake can drive my car." she says and winks at me when no one is looking. 
 
    Wyatt nods, and I want to kick her knowing she did this on purpose. Alex smirks at me, before kissing my cheek, and waving goodbye. Drake nods his goodbye and following Alex, who I'm sure is grinning ear to ear.  
 
    "We can leave if you want. I don’t want to force you to spend time with me." Wyatt tells me and I glance up at him, trying to read his locked up expression. 
 
    "No, we can stay. Tell me about yourself." I ask, keeping my response on a neutral ground and not confirming anything to him. I don’t want to admit that I want to stay to talk to him, or just be around him.  
 
    "Well I live in a apartment I share with Drake. I work a lot, so I can take over from my father eventually. There isn't much else to tell," he says looking a little tense. 
 
    "I'm sure there more, any sisters or brothers?" I ask.  
 
    "No but Drake has been around me since we were both children, so I consider him a brother to me." He smiles down at me and I feel his fingers rubbing circles into my shoulder. I don’t think he knows he is doing it. 
 
    "I see that. He seems close to you. What's your dad and mum like?" I ask and regret it a little as Wyatt closed expression drops, and I see the sadness etched into his handsome face.  
 
    "My mother passed when I was born and my father is difficult." He emphasises on the word difficult.  
 
    "I'm sorry Wyatt," I say placing my hand over his, he turns his hand, so ours are locked together as he entwines our fingers. My small hand seems tiny in his. 
 
    "Don't be, it is what it is. Tell me about your parents." He changes the subject quickly.  
 
    "Only my mum is around. She is a good mum and I'm close with her. My dad passed away when I was around four. I don't remember him. My mum never really recovered from his death." I tell him. 
 
    “How did he pass?  If you don’t mind me asking,” he says 
 
    “A bad car accident, I was in the car but I wasn’t hurt. I was lucky.” I say trying to ignore the grief I feel at the memory. 
 
    "I'm sorry for your loss. I'm sure your father would be proud of the women you are now," he says quietly, making me blush. 
 
    "Well, I hope so. I have no brother’s or sister’s but Alex moved into ours when I was twelve. She was staying at our house all the time because her issues at home and we were very close. So when social services finally got custody of Alex, it was like it was meant to be. My mum adopted her, so in most ways, I always had a sister." I tell him with a small smile. The day Alex moved in, our mum took us camping and we had a great night roasting marshmallows, telling silly scary stories. We didn’t even care that it rained all the rest of the weekend. 
 
    "She talks highly of you." Wyatt comments. 
 
    "She means a lot to me so I hope she does," I say back with a chuckle. 
 
    Wyatt leans into me more, tucking a piece of hair behind my ear.  
 
    "Can I persuade you to let me take you on a date next weekend?" he says in a careless whisper. His finger guides down my cheek as he looks into my eyes. I feel like I'm trapped in his gaze as I nod.  
 
    "I would like that," I say, in case he didn't get it.  
 
    "Me too," he comments before he shocks me by kissing me briefly. His lips feel soft but strong as they brush mine. He pulls back so quickly, that I didn't get to know how he tastes. I want to push my lips back to him but he stands up, pulling me up with him in my state of shock and desire.  
 
    "I should take you home, Alex said you have an early start." he says picking his jacket up.  
 
    "Yeah, I have an exam. I’m dreading it." I laugh and he smiles at me. Wyatt looks tense and I’m not sure why. I wonder if he didn’t like the kiss? Well, I might not be getting another date in that case. 
 
    "Come on." He seems a little rushed as he walks us out, and we get into his expensive red convertible that’s parked right outside. 
 
    As I strap myself in I say to him.  
 
    "You know, this is exactly the car I expected you to drive."  
 
    Wyatt doesn't say anything, but I see his lip twitch in laughter. His phone rings several times as we drive and every time his hands tighten on the steering wheel until eventually, I can't take it. 
 
    "You can answer that," I say gently and he gives me a tight-lipped look before responding 
 
    "No, it's work or my father. They both can wait." He glances at me again but we don't talk anymore as he drives me home. I don’t think to ask how he knows where I live; it’s too tense in the car to ask him anything anyway.  
 
    Wyatt walks me to my door, like a gentleman, which I don’t know why it surprises me a little. He stops me before I find my keys in my bag. 
 
    "Thank you for giving me a chance," He says pushing a curl behind my ear, while I see his impossibly dark eyes get darker as he stares at me.  
 
    "Don’t ruin it please," I say with a sigh, before leaning forward and kissing his cheek. 
 
    "Bye Wyatt," I tell him, moving away and getting my keys out as he watches. 
 
    "Bye Winter, until next time." He says as his phone rings again and he walks away, while I watch him until I can’t see him anymore. It's like I can breathe again when he isn't near, being around him is like sinking deep in mud. I know I'm in way too much, as I let myself in the apartment, locking the door behind me.  
 
    I check my phone seeing no messages, and it annoys me how much I was hoping to see a message from a certain wolfman.  
 
    I hardly believe my own life anymore.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    "Did you understand a word he just said? I swear that man talks in riddles". Alex says picking up her books off her desk next to mine, at the end of class. Honestly, I wasn't paying much attention when I should have today. My thoughts were on seeing Jaxson and then watching Harris in this class. I grab my stuff quickly, ignoring Alex and run down the steps towards Harris who is just leaving. I tried to get his attention throughout the class but he never looked my way. 
 
    "Harris," I shout and a few people glance at me. Harris clearly heard me as he stops by the door, waiting for me. Harris watches me a little wearily, as I get close. 
 
    "Hey, what's up?" He asks when I get to him. 
 
    "Can we talk? Alone." I ask, shifting my heavy bag into my other arm.  
 
    "Here give me that, and how about we get lunch?" He asks as I hand my bag over to him. I watch as he throws it over his shoulder like it weighs nothing, and it’s a sharp reminder that Harris isn’t just a college kid; he is a wolf with superhuman strength. I go to comment but Alex's voice behind me stops that. 
 
    "Jesus Win, don't run like that, some of us can't run like a horse who’s ass is on fire." She says, completely breathless. 
 
    I snort in laughter and Harris chuckles, running his hand through his spiked hair.  
 
    "Sorry Alex, Alex this is Harris." I point at him, introducing them both.  
 
    "Nice to meet you." Alex says looking him over and apparently likes what she sees as she winks at me. I go to tell her it isn’t anything like that but I can’t in front of Harris without sounding like a bitch. 
 
    "Shoot I have to go, see you tonight," she says before kissing my cheek and jogging out the room. I shake my head at her antics. Harris and me, start walking out of class after the classroom empties out a little. We cross over the field, not talking and into the university café. 
 
    Harris leads me to a table and chairs away from other people in the back, and orders two tea’s for us. We both order some sandwiches too. 
 
    "So what did you want to chat about?" He asks, leaning back in his seat. 
 
    "I have a list," I say pulling out my phone and finding the list I wrote in bed last night. Harris chuckles at me but offers me a head nod in acceptance. I wasn’t sure if he would answer anything but seeing as I’m pack now, I thought he might do. Harris seems more laid back than Jaxson is, it’s not like I could ask him any question without getting my head bit off. 
 
    "Go on then." He chuckles. 
 
    "Can you shift whenever you want?" I ask. 
 
    "Yes for adults. The younger pups, like my sister Katy, have trouble shifting back without an alpha command and they can shift uncontrollably when they have high emotions." He tells me. It explains a lot about why Freddy only shifted when Fergus told him too.  
 
    "Is Fergus the only alpha?" I ask wondering, but it's not one of my questions.  
 
    "No, well yes. It’s complicated." He mutters. 
 
    "Who else is then?" I ask. The waitress chooses that time to bring us our tea and I put my phone down to pour milk in mine from those silly little cups. Hell, I need like four before it even looks like I added milk. Harris doesn't seem to have my problem, only adding one cup and around four sugars. Our sandwiches are brought over and we both dig into our food as I wait for him to answer me. I raise my eyebrows at him when he looks at me and he groans. I think he hoped I would have forgotten my question because of the distraction. 
 
    "I can't answer that. I'm bound in a way." He says looking very uncomfortable. 
 
    "Explain?" I ask gently. 
 
    "Well when you choose a pack, you have to share your blood with your alpha like you did with Jaxson. They can then command you to shift or order you not to do certain things," he tells me. 
 
    "Like telling me who the other alphas are in your pack?" I say, coming to the conclusion myself. That must be bad if they have a bad alpha because they could order them to do anything. I wonder how many packs there are out there or if there are different types of shifters. The more I’ve thought about the supernatural world, the more I don’t feel scared of it. I’m just interested to know more. 
 
    "Exactly.” He answers. 
 
    “So does that make Jaxson my alpha?” I ask. A flutter of desire runs through me at the thought of him ordering me around. There is seriously something wrong with me. 
 
    “Yes but you’re not a wolf, so he doesn’t have any control over you. If you were seriously hurt, he would know and his wolf would demand he protect you. Alphas can tell when anyone in their pack is hurt or close to death.” He tells me.  I don’t reply as I think over his words and eat some more of my sandwich. I guess it’s not awful having someone who would know if I needed them at any time. 
 
    “Any other questions?" Harris says with a smile. 
 
    "What do you eat? I mean do you hunt animals?" I ask. I want to ask if they hunt humans but I have a feeling they don't. They don’t seem like crazy murders. 
 
    "We need a lot of normal fatty foods, as we burn a lot more than humans by shifting. I eat around four meals a day, as well as snacks. Yes, we do hunt in our wolf form but not often. Some prefer to hunt; I don't look good covered in blood and fur." He jokes with a grin. 
 
    "Where did werewolf’s come from? I mean do you have a God?" I ask him. 
 
    "It's a long story and I don't know all of it, you ready for a real life fairy-tale?" He laughs. 
 
    "Is it a good kind?" I joke and Harris grins. 
 
    "Only the best," he says and I nod. Harris drinks a sip of tea before starting. 
 
    "Well there was once, I'm talking thousands of years ago, a human who saved the life of the Goddess called Demtra. Demtra held the dying man and he wished that his four sons would have her blessing,” he stops as I lean forward, extremely interested in his story. 
 
    “Demtra swore she would give them long lives and they would be like her own child." 
 
    Harris pauses before continuing as I stare wide-eyed at him. 
 
    "By the time she found the two of the twin sons, one had passed away from an illness and another was gravely injured. The one son had only just died, so she breathed life into the man and he came back as what are known as vampires. The other son, she pushed earthly powers into and he became a wolf as he healed. The twins both lived longer lives than a human and it's said that is where we come from," he stops as he notices my jaw hanging open. 
 
    "Vampire’s are real?" I whisper harshly. 
 
    "Yes. Are you that shocked?" He laughs  
 
    “What about the other two sons?” I ask. 
 
    “Well I don’t know the whole story, just rumours but they started the witches and angel race.” 
 
    “Witches? Angels? They are real too.” I sit back. 
 
    “Yep.” He tells me. 
 
    "Fairies? Dragons? Oh, I've always wanted to see a unicorn." I ask smiling widely and Harris starts laughing. 
 
    "Who knows? I don't think there real but my mother always warned me that fairies would come and steal me if I was a bad child." He laughs with me and soon people are staring at the mad couple in the corner wiping tears from our eyes. 
 
    “Honestly there are sub-demons. I don’t know if demons are real but their pests are. The sub-demons glamour themselves to look like rodents. They mainly do this for humans, so they don’t get killed or found out. Witches have familiars; they are sub-demons but can look like normal pets.” He says. 
 
    "This is hard to believe if I hadn't seen it. How many of you are there? I mean supernaturals." I ask. 
 
    "Well, that's a complicated question. No one really knows because of the wars between our kinds." He says quietly. 
 
    "What wars?" I say just as quietly because some people walk past our table. 
 
    "I can't tell you. Your human but let's say vampires are not like us, witches are neutral and help whoever pays. The angels are well, they are dicks but they hate witches." he says. 
 
    "Why are vampires not like us?" I ask. 
 
    "They feed on human’s Winter. They need you to survive." He says in a scary tone. The café is strangely quiet as his words scare me. 
 
    “So how long do you live for? Are you immortal?” I ask. 
 
    “We live for around two hundred years or so. All the supernatural have the same life span.” He tells me. 
 
    My phone rings as Harris finishes his sandwiches like he hadn’t just told me all the secrets of the world.  
 
    "Hey," I answer without looking. 
 
    "I'm picking you up at five tonight." Jaxson’s growly voice says down the phone. 
 
    "Alright," I answer, but the bastard has hung up on me.  
 
    "Jax I'm guessing?" Harris laughs as he asks. 
 
    "He is a rude asshole," I tell Harris. 
 
    "Nah he just, well he doesn't let people close and he dislikes humans. It's not you," he tells me. 
 
    "Right," I mutter not wanting Harris to see how that affected me. I stand up grabbing my bag to leave. 
 
    "He is picking me up at five and I have an essay to finish tonight, so I have to go," I tell him as he stands too. 
 
    Harris shocks me by pulling me into a tight hug. 
 
    "We shifters can smell your strong emotions. Don't let Jax upset you because I have a feeling you’re going to change his stubborn mind." Harris whispers before letting me go.  
 
    "Shoot, I forgot about the rest of my questions," I say as I put our rubbish in the bin by the door. 
 
    "Another time." He laughs before we both walk out. I shoot a wave at Harris before turning and walking to my car and going home quickly to get some work done. 
 
    The sound of my door being knocked distracts my attention from my laptop a few hours later that day. Alex walks in my room looking like someone just pushed her out of bed and yet she still looks great. 
 
    "There is a seriously hot guy waiting for you in the lounge, want to explain?" Alex says raising an eyebrow at me. I almost laugh at her annoyed face in her fluffy pink PJ’s that she would never let a guy see her in.  
 
    "Who is he? You've been holding out on me. First, it’s that hot guy in class and now this one," she crosses her arms with her face in a pout.  
 
    "First off, it’s not like that with Harris,” I tell her truthfully; he seems like too much of a good friend to be anything more. 
 
    “Second, the mildly attractive asshole out there is my new self-defence teacher. He lives near here and we are carpooling to class," I say. I don’t even admit the number of lies in that sentence to myself.  
 
    I hate lying to her but at least some of it is true, we are doing self-defence because it’s the only way he could persuade me to spend time with the pack. Honestly, I loved learning how to defend myself growing up, I was always top my class and I won a lot of awards that my mum collects. After what Harris said today about all the different supernatural's out there, I want to see if they have weaknesses that I can use to defend myself. 
 
    "Sure, that's why he is giving you a lift. For a smart girl, you’re so clueless," she shakes her head at me. 
 
    "Honestly, he doesn't see me like that. I agreed to a date with Wyatt." I tell her and enjoy watching as her whole face lights up. I can see she is planning double weddings at this point, knowing my best friend as I do. That thought alone makes me want to run for the hills. 
 
    "That's amazing." She squeals. I laugh grabbing my bag off the side of my bed and walking out my room with Alex following. I changed earlier into yoga pants and a tight-fitting tank top, knowing I would need to be able to move. My hair is up an in a tight bun so it’s out of the way, this is how I’ve always dressed when I go to class but as soon as I see Jaxson, I’m aware that I have too much skin on show. 
 
    Jaxson is looking at a picture of me and Alex at a fun fair, that’s shown on the fireplace in the living room. We must have been around ten and I smile, remembering how happy I was that day.  
 
    "Are you ready?" Jaxson asks turning away from the picture to look me in the eye. I can't help but feel a flush of heat looking at him dressed in black sweats with a tight black shirt showing off his impressive chest. My breath catches as I see him eyeing my outfit in the same way I'm checking him out, but as if he hears my inner thoughts he decides to glare at me. It should be scary to have him glaring at me but it isn’t. Oh no, it has a different kind of affect altogether. 
 
    "Are you going to answer? Or have you forgotten the English language since we last met lass?" He asks. 
 
    "Don't be a jackass already, let’s go," I say watching as he laughs deeply as he replies. 
 
    "No one’s called me a jackass in a long time. It almost seems comical coming from someone like you." My anger burns as he continues to laugh and Alex clears her throat coming up behind me. 
 
    "Jaxson, this is Alex," I introduce her through gritted teeth, while he turns on a charming smile.  
 
    "Hello Alex, it's nice to meet you." He says politely, no sign of the previous rude Jaxson. My jaw drops open before I grit my teeth in annoyance. Alex ,he is nice too? 
 
    "Likewise," Alex says winking at me.  
 
    "Let’s go," I repeat as I walk past Alex, who pulls me into a hug before I can escape. 
 
    "There is no way that man doesn't want to do naughty things with you," she whispers. 
 
    I shake my head at her as she let’s go of me and I follow Jaxson out to his car.  
 
    "So how is Freddy?" I ask when he starts driving for small talk.  
 
    "Being Freddy. He talks about you a lot. I think you have an admirer." Jaxson smirks at me. 
 
    "He is a sweet boy." I smile thinking of the little wolf. 
 
    "Yes but slowly becoming a handful. His interest in girls is a new one." He laughs and I can't but join in. 
 
    "I think that's normal for his age," I say. 
 
    "So tell me, lass, are you looking forward to me showing you how to protect yourself?" He asks me. 
 
    "I already know how to. So no, this is a waste of time," I tell him. 
 
    "No, it's not. You've put yourself in a dangerous world. I promised Freddy I would make sure you are safe, so here we are." He says, acting like it’s worse thing in the world. I cross my arms ignoring him to look out the window, not liking his asshole behaviour. For one moment I thought we could get along and then he ruins it. 
 
    Jaxson doesn’t stop the car when we come to the wall of trees, like last time, and drives right through them. I feel a slight wave of some kind of energy but it is nowhere near as bad as last time. 
 
    “How does that work?” I ask Jaxson. 
 
    “A witch created the barrier, as long as the alpha is alive, no one can enter unless invited by a wolf or pack.” He tells me. I should have guessed it was some kind of magic. 
 
    We don't speak as we drive past the cabins, with people as well as a few wolves watching our car. A lot of people stop what they are doing to stare at us and it's a little unnerving. The only good thing is the few children I see running through the cabins, playing ball. The wolves all look like normal people, of different ages and wearing modern clothes. I don’t know what I expected them to be like, but this wasn’t it. You couldn’t tell there was anything different about them, other than they all seem better looking than most people. I wonder if that’s a wolf thing. 
 
    I wave back when a little boy about six starts jumping up and down, waving at me. 
 
    "Don't worry lass, they haven't seen a human on pack lands in a little while." He tells me. 
 
    "Why?" I ask still watching the people. They weren’t outside the last time we came, and I wonder if it’s because I was coming and they didn’t know what to expect. 
 
    "Humans and wolves don't mix," he looks at me in a strange way as he talks like he is reminding himself of that fact. I want to reply but he makes it clear the conversation is off-limits by stopping the car and getting out. 
 
    The slam of his door snaps me out of my internal thoughts and I jump out of my side of the car to follow Jaxson. He leads us around the main cabin and towards a large ground floor cabin, behind the main house. The outside is pretty empty of anything, and the building hasn’t got many windows. 
 
    Jaxson opens the door for me and says as I walk in, 
 
    "This is our training room." I watch as he moves away from me and flips a switch on the wall.  
 
    My jaw drops as the massive room comes into view. It's fitted with grey plain walls and matching soft tile flooring. There is one wall full of every weapon you can imagine and all of them shine in silver as the lights hit them. The other wall has ropes and benches lined up, with mats on the wall. 
 
    "There isn't anyone here," I comment as Jaxson pulls out two mats out from where they were resting on the wall and chucks them like they weigh nothing on to the floor. They slam making my ears ring. 
 
    "No, I asked for it to empty for a few hours or everyone would want to talk to you." He says. 
 
    "Did you ask them nicely? Did you say please?" I inquire with a chuckle and he doesn't answer me but I see the small smile he tries to hide. 
 
    "Right smartass, we will start with stretches and then I want you to run on the treadmill for thirty minutes.” he tells me. 
 
    “You’re joking right?” I ask and he puts his hands on his hips as he glares at me. 
 
    “We will do hand to hand combat when you’re in shape." He states. 
 
    “I am in shape!” I tell him. 
 
    “I can see that,” he looks down my body; surprisingly it didn’t sound like an insult. More like a fact he is aware of but doesn’t want to be. Or he could just be a jackass, who knows? 
 
    "Fine, let’s get this over with," I mutter, knowing there isn't much point to fighting him on this.  
 
    Half an hour later, I practically fall off the treadmill which he set to super-fast speed, to piss me off. I'm sure of it and walk over to a happy looking Jaxson who is lifting some weights. Each weight looks the size of me, and it’s a little concerning how turned on I am at the sight of his straining muscles. I didn’t see him before when I was running because he was behind me. 
 
    "Does my suffering make you happy?" I ask and he laughs. I'm a little caught off guard at how sexy he sounds when he laughing.  
 
    "No lass, but we will be doing this three times a week and I thought thirty minutes instead of a normal hour, was me being nice." He is still laughing at me as he speaks. 
 
    "Fuck you," I say slowly, crossing my arms and he laughs more. He coaxes me over the mat by waggling a finger at me.  
 
    "Well you apparently know the basics, so I'm just going to attack you and you try to stop me." He shrugs. 
 
    "Right, that's not fair, your shifter stuff makes you a hell of a lot stronger than me." I point out but I still lower myself into a defensive position as he smirks at me. 
 
    "I will go easy lass," he chuckles like this is all a joke to him and then before I can blink he is front of me. It takes him less than a second to knock my legs from under me and all my previous training flies out the window. I blink for a few seconds feeling my ass hurt from that landing and glare up at him.  
 
    "Come on lass, you’re better than that." He taunts me. 
 
    I jump up and attack him, this time with my muscles remembering my classes. We go over the basics as he defends himself from me. The problem is, the man is a wall and no matter what I’m doing, he is still smirking at me. 
 
    I somehow twist around him, as he grabs me and I elbow him in the back, before backing away again.  
 
    "Your fast, good," he comments as we circle each other. For the next hour, he knocks me on my back a million times and I manage to get a few decent hits in. My body feels like it's on fire but he hasn't hurt me enough to have any bruises after this.  
 
    "Last time," he says with a small smirk, as I wipe off the sweat off my head. I watch looks at the clock on the wall. It’s nearly seven and it’s still very light outside, which is normal for this time of year. I try not to look at Jaxson as he drinks some water, a few drops slip down his chin and down his throat. I find myself wishing I could lick the water off him. I shake my head as he puts the water down and faces me. 
 
    This time he doesn't let me prepare for him and he knocks me to the ground straight away, shifting us both mid-air so he takes the brunt of the land and I’m landed smack on top of him.  
 
    We both stare at each other, with our bodies pushed closely together, he rolls us over after a second. I shiver when he is on top of me but somehow not resting all his weight on me. I feel deliciously trapped between his muscled arms as he lifts a hand to push one of my escaping brown hairs out of my eyes, and his finger traces down my face.  
 
    My breath catches as my eyes flutter to his perfect lips, as his eyes seem to be doing the same to mine. For one second I'm sure he is going to kiss me before he shuts down, pushing himself off me and walking out. The door slams, shaking the cabin with his anger.  
 
    What the hell was I thinking to let him get that close anyway? It's clear he doesn't like me; I sit up looking around at the empty room before the door opens again. Freddy walks in with a big smile. 
 
    "Winter!" He shouts running over to me as I stand, and soon I'm pulled into a big hug from a stronger than he looks little boy.  
 
    "Freddy, can't breathe," I push out as Freddy laughs letting go. 
 
    "Woops sorry, I kind of forgot your human." He says like it was a little bit of an insult to be human and I try not to take an offense about that. 
 
    "Right. How are you? No more sneaking out I hope?" I ask. 
 
    "No. I'm still grounded but it's alright. Do you want dinner? Fergus and his mate, Anna, are cooking." he asks quickly, looking far too excited. 
 
    I look towards the door where Jaxson left and I know he wouldn't want me there.  
 
    "No, I don't think I should come to dinner Freddy. As much as I want to see you, I think it would be a bad idea." I say placing my hand on his shoulder. 
 
    "Please." He says with actual puppy dog eyes.  
 
    "Come on; don't make him start his fake tears to convince you," Fergus says from the doorway with a smirk, very much like Jaxson’s littered on his face. 
 
    "Would the tears work? I mean it works on Anna." Freddy smiles up at me, clearly proud of his work.  
 
    "No needs for dramatics, I will eat with you, if that's ok Fergus?" I ask, glancing at the huge alpha. If it's possible he looks bigger now than when I first saw him. Despite the fact he is just wearing worn jeans and a blue shirt, he seems to command the room. His brown hair shorter than Jaxson’s is windswept. Even I have to admit he is attractive, looking like he should be cutting wood in a magazine for something. Maybe it’s just the resemblance to Jaxson, who I have to admit I have a crush on. Well, I can acknowledge it to myself, just not out loud. 
 
    "We would be honoured for you to join us for dinner Winter," he says nicely, showing a little of his sharp teeth and I smile a little, even if he intimates the hell out me. 
 
    "I'm not dressed for dinner," I comment, feeling my sweat filled clothes sticking to me, as me and Freddy walk over to Fergus. 
 
    "My mate will find you something to borrow and a shower. You look around the same size." He says before turning and we follow him out. Freddy slips his small hand into mine and I give it a little squeeze. 
 
    "So do you go to school Freddy?" I ask wondering about it now. If they don’t see humans, then they can’t be going to any of the schools around here. I guess it would be hard for them to hide their wolves when they lose their temper. I remember Harris telling they can’t control them until they are adults. 
 
    "Nope, we are home schooled. Anna is our teacher actually, it's safer this way. No humans because of the w,"  
 
    Freddy is cut off by Fergus loud growl. 
 
    "No speaking of that." He says turning to give a warning look to Freddy, who looks down quickly. 
 
    “So you do you have a small class if Anna is the only teacher?” I ask. 
 
    “Children are rare for wolves because we don’t have many females and we don’t mix with other species,” Fergus tells me and Freddy nods. 
 
    “Why not?” I ask. 
 
    “True mates are only found between same species, the Goddess won’t allow half-breeds to be born and mix our races. There are couples, who of course that ignored this rule, but no children ever come from it, which we know of. There is one exception but I’m not too concerned it’s anything other than a fairy tale.” He tells me, a distant look on his face. 
 
    I don't say anything else as we walk to the house and we enter through a back door, with a wolf sitting outside. This one has a creamy coat and a little smaller than the others I've seen. I'm guessing that it's a she-wolf, not a man. The wolf seems to stare at me for a long time before looking back towards the forest behind me. We come straight into a large kitchen with light wooden cabinets and matching appliances littered around. There is a big fireplace in the room which looks nice, making it seem homely. A small woman is in the fridge, pushing things around, and turns to see us some in. Her blonde hair is in a bun in her head and she looks in her early thirties. She is wearing a pretty pink sundress with a little white cardigan over the top. 
 
    "Hello, I finally get to meet the famous Winter," she says kindly as a face lights up. She drops the food on one of the sides and walking over to me. I'm surprised when she pulls me into a strong hug, for someone her size, and when she pulls away. I see the small bump on her stomach as she is closer. She is clearly pregnant, Fergus kisses her cheek as he walks past. I watch in amusement as he tries to take a cookie of the plate of them on the side and Anna says, 
 
    “None of that, dinner is nearly ready.” she scolds Fergus, who looks at her for a second before putting the cookie back with a long sigh. 
 
    "Hello, you must be Anna," I say with a friendly smile, getting her attention. It doesn’t escape my attention that there is an age gap between Anna and Fergus but they seem so in love that it doesn’t matter. One look at Fergus’ face as he watches Anna, tells me as much. 
 
    "Yes I am and you’re far more beautiful than Jaxson let me believe. Now are you joining us for dinner?" she asks. 
 
    "I am if that's alright?" I ask her. 
 
    "Yes it's perfect," she beams and I find myself instantly liking her. She has that motherly feel to her, which reminds me of my mum. 
 
    "Come on, I will find you some clothes." She says linking her arm with mine. 
 
    "I can check on the food for you," Fergus says happily behind me, as we leave. 
 
    "You keep your grubby hands away from our dinner Fergus! Alpha or not, you don’t get to touch it." She shouts over her shoulder and I hear the loud laughter float from the kitchen.  
 
    "He thinks I'm joking but withholding sex from that man, will make him regret touching my food." she laughs and I can't help but join in.  
 
    "Anyway, how are you? It must be a lot to handle finding out about all this," she waves a hand around the empty hallway we walk down, after she leads me up the stairs, past the living room I saw before. The stairs are the back of the house and there’s another empty corridor at the top of them with stairs at the end, leading to the third floor I imagine. 
 
    "I'm dealing. Honestly, it doesn't shock me as much as it should. I feel safe around Jaxson and Freddy, so I never felt any fear." I tell her and she gives me a slightly wide-eyed look. 
 
    "That's unusual." She finally says, looking over at me before opening a door in the hallway, to a large bedroom.  
 
    “Why is it?” I ask as she shuts the door. 
 
    “Most humans can’t cope with the fact that there is so much out there.” she says. 
 
    “I read a lot of books; I always thought that maybe some of it was true. I guess I might be a little stupid for not caring.” I mutter. 
 
    “Not stupid, I think you’re pretty incredible actually.” she says and gives me a side hug. 
 
    "This is my room I share with Fergus. I will get you a dress; I have lots of pre-pregnancy dresses that I won't be able to wear for a long time. They should fit you." she comments in a friendly manner. 
 
    "Thanks. Congratulations how far gone are you?" I ask.  
 
    "About five months. This is my first and an alpha too. Fergus has practically locked me in the house since he scented the pregnancy, so I’m glad to have someone else to talk to." She beams as she rubs her little bump. 
 
    "Scented?" I ask loudly so she can hear me, as she goes through her wardrobe.  
 
    "Oh wolves have heightened smells, fear, desire and so a new baby isn't anything to us," she comments. I sit in the small red chair in the corner of the room as she shouts, 
 
    "Found it." 
 
    Before coming back to me with a tight looking, pale nude dress. It has a sweetheart neckline and its looks way too expensive for me to be okay with wearing it. 
 
    "I can't borrow this, it's too nice," I say shaking my head. I look over the room, it has another large fireplace and a large four poster bed made of dark wood. The bed sheets are red and match the red curtains. There are two large paintings of packs of wolves on the walls. I want to look closer at them but maybe another time. There are pretty flowers on the window and chest of drawers, with many little bottles of things on top. 
 
    "You can and you will." Anna pleads with me, distracting me from the room and I give in, with a nod.  
 
    "There's a shower in there if you want to clean up." she says with a smile.  
 
    "Thanks, I won't be long," I say recognising her mother like tone. It’s that one where you know you won’t win the argument, so it’s best to just nod. 
 
    "Come down when you’re ready." she replies. 
 
    I wave goodbye to her and before going to the bathroom. I keep my hair out of the water, as I quickly shower and dry off. I slip on the dress and let my hair down, running my fingers through it a few times, so it's a little better than a fizzy mess.  
 
    I'm glad I didn't wear any makeup today, as it would have been a massive mistake. 
 
    I leave my pile of clothes in a neat pile on the counter. I can change back into them before I leave tonight. I slip on my trainers, I’m lucky they are small ones and black so they don’t look too weird. 
 
    I shut the bedroom door behind me as I leave; I make a mental note to thank Anna again when I see my outfit in the full-length mirror in the hallway. The dress hugs my curves and pushes up my chest, making me look a lot hotter than I am. I shake my head at myself as I walk down the corridor. It’s a pretty empty corridor with about five doors leading off it; there are a few pictures on the walls of people I don’t know. 
 
     I stop when the door in front of me opens, and a freshly showered Jaxson walks out. His eyes widen as he looks at me, his eyes go from the bottom of my legs to my eyes before moving to shut the door behind him.  
 
    "You look, beautiful lass," he says like a dark warning, as he walks towards me. I feel like I'm the prey and he is a hunter as my heartbeat picks up. My back hits a wall as he cages me in, with his face hovering close to mine.  
 
    Jaxson moves my hair to the side, as he starts running his hand down my neck. I move my head to the side to give him more access and he growls at me. I don't move as he lowers his head to land a kiss on my neck, the feel of his lips on my neck makes me feel weak in the knees. The feel of his hot breath and soft lips make me release a soft sigh as his lips move slowly up my neck. Jaxson’s chest makes a louder growl, before he sniffs me. I mean, I really kind of forgot about his wolf side until then.  
 
    "Jesus Winter, I need to go," he says in a deep growling voice, as he quickly pushes away from me and starts storming down the corridor. The muscles in his back look tight and I just watch as he leaves. 
 
    I rest my head back on the wall for a second, wondering what I'm feeling for the wolfman, that I know is off-limits. My thoughts flash to Wyatt for a second, but my mind doesn't have the ability to stay away from Jaxson for long after being so close to him. I run my hand to my neck where he kissed me; I don't think I've ever felt anything that amazing. Well, maybe when Wyatt kissed me, that kiss was something else too. How bad does that make me sound? 
 
    "Winter, are you ready?" Anna’s voice floats from the nearby kitchen, shaking me out of my thoughts. I walk in a daze a little until I find her in the kitchen, running around. 
 
    "Do you want any help?" I ask.  
 
    "Wow, you look amazing, you’re keeping that dress. I never suited it like you do," she tells me as she waves a spoon around.  
 
    I go to reply but she cuts me off, clearing not let me argue with her. 
 
    "Can you take that dish of vegetables to the table? It's just through there. You can sit, we all will be in soon." she says with a small smile, pointing to the door next to the fireplace. 
 
    "Sure," I say taking the dish she points at, before using one arm to open the door and let myself into the dining room. 
 
    It's a simple room with dark brown walls and a huge fireplace with red brickwork. It looks really old and makes me wonder if it was the oldest thing in the house. The table is massive with over ten dark wooden chairs and a matching table. There is a wolf statue in the middle of the table. It's made of wood and stone. It looks beautiful, with the wolf looking like it’s howling at the moon.  
 
    "My great-grandfather made it; I like it, do you?" Fergus asks startling me a little as he sits at the end of the table. I notice he is carrying two bowls of potatoes which he puts down. The table is already set with glasses and plates. 
 
    I place the vegetables down next the statue in the middle before taking a seat next to Fergus on his right.  
 
    "Is it ok to sit here?" I ask before actually sitting down.  
 
    "Yes." he comments waving a hand. 
 
    "The statue is lovely," I say, in answer to his question, after I sit down.  
 
    "We don’t like to hide who we are here, that why there are wolves all around." He says looking away from me at the table. 
 
    “I don’t see anything wrong with that,” I tell him. 
 
    "Would you like a drink? We have wine or water." He asks, not replying to what I said. 
 
    "Wine would be lovely," I say and Fergus pours two glasses. Jaxson comes into the room followed by Freddy. 
 
    Jaxson scowl’s at Fergus a second before taking the seat next to me. Freddy takes the one opposite leaving the space in front of me for Anna, I am guessing. 
 
    "Hello," I say with a smile, trying to not stare at Jaxson’s lips. 
 
    "Hello ,Winter," Freddy says with such happiness in his voice, I can't help but smile a little at him. 
 
    Anna comes in with a dish with a large cooked piece of beef in it. She places in front of Fergus before kissing his cheek and sitting in front of me.  
 
    "Dig in before it gets cold," Anna says, passing me a spoon for the potatoes in front of me.  
 
    We all share the food around before starting to eat before anyone says anything, 
 
    "Tell us about your family Winter," Fergus asks. Jaxson hand tightens on his fork in reaction. 
 
    "She doesn't have to answer any questions." Jaxson says warningly. 
 
    "I'm only being friendly brother," Fergus says as I see Jaxson whole body tense up, I decide to intervene.  
 
    "It's alright; I grew up with my mother and best friend Alex. I now share an apartment with her."  
 
    "No siblings or father around?" Fergus asks as I tense a little. 
 
    "Nope." I draw out the word as I take a sip of my wine needing it. 
 
    "A boyfriend?" He asks a little rudely but I ignore it. 
 
    "No again," I say and I can’t help but flicker to Wyatt in my head. He isn’t my boyfriend but somehow it feels wrong to say I’m not involved with anyone. 
 
    "You’re lying, well slightly." Fergus comments. 
 
    "She doesn't have to answer everything you say, brother. She isn't one of your wolves." Jaxson growls. 
 
    "I guess I did a lie a little, how did you know?" I ask. 
 
    “It is a gift from the Goddess.” Fergus answers. 
 
    “It’s like Uncle J’s ability to control the earth or Anna's ability to see relationships between people. Some of us have extra gifts but I don’t know if I'll have any. They don’t show until you get older." Freddy tells me and Fergus looks annoyed. I smile at him. 
 
    "You can control the earth?" I ask turning to Jaxson with wide eyes.  
 
    "Are you asking me or requesting I show you? I won't do either for someone like you. So don't waste your time asking.” Jaxson replies curtly. 
 
    “Jax,” Anna scolds but he ignores her as his eyes lock with mine. The pressure to turn and run out the room is overwhelming but I can’t back away. You can thank my mother for my stubbornness. 
 
    “You would be better of leaving with me and going back to your human life. You’re not wanted here." Jaxson says coldly, it’s like a wall has gone up and he is back to the asshole I know. 
 
    "You’re a total bastard at times, you know that right?" I tell him. 
 
    "No, I'm just honest about unfortunate truths." He replies with cold eyes. 
 
    "Just a cold jackass then. What flew up your ass today?" I ask and I hear Freddy little laugh in the background. 
 
    "You can call me whatever lass, not like it matters in the long run. Your opinion of me, that is." He says with a shrug. 
 
    "No because the great Jaxson wouldn't care what a stupid, silly little human thinks huh. You know what; stay the fuck away from me." I shout at him as I slam my hands on the table. I push my chair away and walk out the room before I end up throwing the nice wolf statue at his head. I don’t know why he affects me so much but something has cracked and I can’t fix it.  
 
    I stop in the living room, realising that I can't even get home on my own, as he brought me here today. Maybe I can find Harris and Katy’s cabin, and then I can get them to take me home. The two wolves at the door growl at me as I walk past before I actually growl back. 
 
    "Fucking bite me if you’re going to, I literally don’t give a crap," I say to them, and start walking away; I don’t have it in me to care anymore if they follow. I feel like I have a heavy weight on my heart and I don’t know how to remove it. The trees and paths blur as I jog though the woods. I pass a few cabins but from the look at the cars outside, I know it’s not Harris’s home. A few people stop to stare at me but I ignore them. I know it would be smart to ask for help but I feel so angry, I’m scared I'll just burst into tears. 
 
    "Lass, wait," Jaxson shouts behind me. The sound of his heavy boots slamming across the leaves is the only sound I hear as I run away. Some part of me knows running is pointless when he is a lot faster than me. 
 
    "No, I will find Harris and beg for a lift home, I meant what I said. Stay away from me." I shout over my shoulder, as I run faster through the trees. I see another cabin coming up and I’m sure that its Harris truck outside. 
 
    A hand snakes around my waist before I'm pulled over a shoulder. I smack my wrists against his back and try to wriggle off. The mountain of a man just chuckles and wraps an arm around the back of my legs to stop me kicking him. 
 
    "Put me down now Jaxson!" I shout in a frustrated growl.  
 
    "Fine but hear me out." I kick him one last one time before muttering,  
 
    "Fine," I say and I hear him chuckle but at least he is smart enough to not outright laugh at me. 
 
    Jaxson puts me down gently before standing close to me. The freshly cut wood like scent of him surrounds me as I look up into his bright green eyes.  His hair is slightly messy on top, where he has been running his fingers through it and his shirt has mud from my trainers all over it. I want to say the messy look doesn’t suit him but it does, it does way too much. 
 
    "I'm sorry, look things are complicated and it's not your fault," he tells me gently. I’ve never heard him be gentle with me; it throws me off my game for a second. 
 
    “I’ve never met anyone like you. I don’t like humans and,” he says and I cut him off. 
 
    "I want to leave." I cross my arms and backing away from him a little. Jaxson raises his eyes to look at me and we stare at each other, something changing in his gaze. There’s a vulnerability I thought I’d never see in his eyes. I’ve never been good at hiding my feelings, I’m sure he is reading me like a book now. 
 
    "Can I show you something first?" He asks carefully and holding out his hand for me to take.  
 
    "Why?" I ask, eyeing his hand. 
 
    "Because for some reason, I need to show you I'm not a jackass all the time," he says looking down the ground like it holds all the answers. Against my better judgement, I whisper,  
 
    "Okay." 
 
     Jaxson head snaps up with his beautiful eyes lit up like a green forest, a small smile on the corner of his lips. 
 
    "Let’s go, lass," he extends his hand towards me further and I hesitate a little, before slipping my hand in his. Jaxson interlaces our fingers, not looking my way as he leads me back to the house and around the back. We walk past the training cabin into the woods behind. I try to ignore the rough feel of his fingers against mine or the way my tiny hand seems to fit into his perfectively. 
 
    "Can I ask you something?" I ask, pushing my luck a little, while he is in a good mood. 
 
    "You can ask me anything you like, I may not choose to answer you but go on." He squeezes my hand gently. I guess it’s the best I can ask for. 
 
    "Why do you have a slight Scottish accent but Fergus and Freddy don't?" I ask him carefully, Jaxson tenses slightly at my question but he exhales before answering. 
 
    "Fergus is my half-brother. We have different mum’s and Freddy’s mum was my half-sister too," he tells me. 
 
    "Oh." Is all I say, as I process it. 
 
    "My father was, well you could say, he was broken when my mother died. He had relationships with a lot of women before his death a few years ago. I grew up with my mother’s family in Scotland and Fergus was sent to us when he was fourteen after his own mother passed away." He explains as we go around a large rock. There is a small dirt path that wasn’t here before and we walk up to it. I’m glad it’s not too cold because wearing this dress is not ideal for a late night walk. The sun is just setting in the sky and the large trees are starting to look a little scary now as they cast shadows. 
 
    "And your sister?" I ask, keeping my eyes on Jaxson instead of where we are. 
 
    "I didn't know about her until about nine years ago lass, and she wasn’t in a good place." He says sadly.  
 
    “What happened?” I ask quietly, the forest seems silent as it waits for an answer with me. 
 
    “Someone saved her and Freddy, who she was pregnant with at the time. Her own mother had sold her and she basically lived her whole life as a slave for vampires. I owe one vampire a debt because he found a way to get her out.” He says, a brief flicker of pain crosses his features. 
 
    “What was she like?” I ask him. 
 
    “Striking. She was also very feisty and somehow, even after all those years of how she was brought up, it didn’t control her. She lived for Freddy and once she got to know me and Fergus, she was happy.” He smiles as he talks. 
 
    “How did she die?” I ask. I see how hard it is for him to talk to me about her but he does answer to my shock. 
 
    “She went out, she didn’t tell anyone and by the time we found her. It was too late, the vampires took her life,” he growls. 
 
    "When did your mother pass away?" I ask gently after we walk in silence for a while. Both of us are walking slowly. I’m enjoying just being near him and I hope he is feeling the same way. 
 
    "I was about one, or so I've been told. I don't remember her but everyone told me she had a kind soul." He says. 
 
    "I think somewhere hidden in pain, is a kind soul inside of you too," I comment my inner thoughts on Jaxson.  
 
    Jaxson just stops walking to stare at me before shaking his head. He tugs on my hand, so we keep walking.  
 
    "How long have you been Freddy’s guardian?" I ask. 
 
    "About seven years," he says. Poor Freddy, I can’t imagine what it’s like to lose his mum at such a young age. 
 
    "Can I be rude and ask about his father?" I ask. 
 
    "It's not a nice story lass, I’ll share it with you one day but not today." He says darkly, lost in his own memories. 
 
    "Ok," I say squeezing his hand in comfort. My gaze goes forward to a cliff we are coming up too. It’s hanging over the woods, a few steps ahead of us. The view is amazing over the town in the right, which is lit up with lights and the left is more of woods but the dim-lit summer sky is what really gets your attention. The summer nights here don’t get dark until at least ten, and even then they aren’t that dark. 
 
    "I've never done this with anyone, so you'll have to hold on tight to me." He says. Jaxson walks over to the edge of the cliff and stands on a large flat rock. 
 
    "What are you talking about?" I ask as I walk over to him, I step onto the rock and move close to him. 
 
    "Trust me?" He whispers in my ear, as his arm twists around my waist, pulling me to his hard body.  
 
    "Yes," I whisper as my body melts into his. I don't notice the rock move at first but my eyes widen as the large rock lifts off the ground.  
 
    "Jaxson." I whisper in shock, as we float over the cliff and I nearly scream at the height. I hold onto Jaxson tightly as we float on the rock, down the cliff. My gaze goes to Jaxson, when I finally get brave enough to look up. His eyes are glowing green, making all the features in his face look more like the supernatural wolf I know he is. The smack of the rock hitting the ground shakes me out of my gaze as I wobble on the rock with Jaxson’s arms still wrapped around me. I look away from Jaxson’s glowing eyes to see he has landed us inside a cavern in the cliff. There is a small waterfall in the corner and I can't help myself when I let go of Jaxson and walk over. It pours down the side of the cavern wall; I run my hand in the water watching as it flows around my hand.  
 
    "I found this place when I was about ten, I was a troublesome child, always running off into the woods and testing my new-found powers. My auntie used to bring me here every summer to meet the pack as she trained me to be Alpha." He tells me. 
 
    "You were meant to be Alpha?" I whisper, turning to face Jaxson, who is sitting on the edge of the cavern looking out. I walk over and sit next to him, close enough that our thighs touch. 
 
    "Yes but Fergus is the better alpha. When my sister was killed and I couldn't save her," His voice cracks a little, my heart breaks for the kind man hidden in grief. I lean my shoulder on his. Jaxson arm falls around my waist as he continues to tell me. 
 
    "I was too late lass, he killed her and I wasn't there for her like I should have been. Like an alpha would have been because I was rejecting who I'm meant to be." He says his voice echoed around the cavern. 
 
    "I don't believe that," I whisper. 
 
    "Why?" He asks quietly back. 
 
    "Your kind Jaxson, and the way Freddy looks up to you shows me you’re more designed to look after people than you think. You didn't kill your sister, so it wasn't your fault." I tell him. 
 
    "I should have been there, I wasn't protecting her when I was meant to because I went out to find a vampire I had a tip on." He tells me. 
 
    "Did you find him?" I ask gently. 
 
    "No, it was a distraction. He wanted her alone and he," He stops talking, looking away from me and out at the woods. 
 
    "I'm sorry. Was it a vampire she knew then?" I ask. 
 
    "Yes, and when I find the bastard. I will kill him." He vows the words, some words are filled with the power of a promise and you can’t miss it, as he talks. 
 
    "I know you will." I echo as the stars start showing themselves and the moon hovers in the sky. 
 
    "Thank you for showing me this, it's really something beautiful,” I tell him. 
 
    "Much like you," he says as he turns my face to look at him. Our mouths are a breath away as he sighs, pulling back from me.  
 
    "I want to kiss you lass, more than anything but I won't. You don't deserve that. I can't be more than your friend." He says, looking as frustrated as I feel. I push down the massive pain that crosses my heart and nod at him as I turn away. I don't trust myself to speak.  
 
    “I’m kind of seeing someone too, your right. We should just be friends.” I tell him when I get my voice back and his fists clench, that’s the only response I get. We both sit in silence for a while, just listening to the waterfall, like it could wash away all my feelings for him. 
 
    “You said you had your powers as a child but Fergus said he wouldn’t get them until he was older,” I ask, desperate to get back to being friends. 
 
    “I’m different. The day I was born, I got my powers. The trees sang to all the wolves, putting them into a daze and vines from the ground wrapped around my cot as they howled. The vines covered me, all of my body. When they let go, they say my eyes were glowing green.” He tells me, his voice lost in a memory. 
 
    "Will you ever be alpha?" I ask. I don’t reply to his story because it sounds like he resents his powers. I imagine the pressure of being alpha when you grow up and being a special baby with strong powers is a lot of pressure. 
 
    "No, I gave it up to Fergus and I won't take it, for any reason. I will always support my brother." He says and let’s go of my hand. 
 
    "Is he your alpha?" I ask as he stands and looks down at me. 
 
    "No, I've never knelt to anyone and I never will." He tells me firmly before walking away to the rock. 
 
    With those words haunting my mind, I walk over and wrap my arms around him as his eyes start glowing. I squeeze him in a tight hug before I have to let go and his arms tighten around mine. I swear it's like he doesn’t want me to let go. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    "There you are." A strong male voice shouts out, as I open my eyes into another one of the dreams. Shock fills me when I see it isn't the normal one I have had for years, but it feels just as real. The same girl is here but different, older maybe. She is sat with her hair in a tight bun, filled with braids; it must have taken forever to get her hair just like that. I notice straight away that she is wearing odd clothes, which I don't recognise, they just about cover her. It’s done in layers of purple satin that are wrapped around her body and flow out into a big skirt at the bottom. There’s a beautiful crown, which lies on her head, it is made of little gold flowers and vines. There is a large white oval stone in the middle, and it glitters from the streams of light, through the thin curtains in the room. Am I dreaming about a queen?  
 
    "Leo." she exhales, with her face filling with joy at the male outside the room. I grimace to myself as I look around the room we are in, it's nothing like I ever seen and I’m not sure how I’ve made it up. There is a massive white bed in the middle of the room, on a kind of altar and there are several archways to the outside, with thin white curtains that sway in the breeze. The floor is white marble and there isn't anything else in the room to help me know where I am but all I see is white. My thoughts are distracted as a man pushes though the curtains and my jaw drops when I look at him. He looks just like Jaxson, the same black hair but his eyes are light blue and there is a little difference in his face that shows me it’s not him. His face looks older than Jaxson’s  and full of love for the woman in front of him. He is wearing a black toga with a badge in gold in the middle, with some kind of symbol on it that I can't see from where I am. 
 
    "Elissa, are you ok?" He asks the woman. Ah ha, at least I know her name. I’m not sure if that makes me crazier, the fact I’m happy my made up dream women has a name or the fact I have these dreams in the first place. Elissa makes no move to go near him, as she stands in the middle of the room, facing an empty door. 
 
    "I keep seeing her, the war, all of it." She whispers inside my head, the same way she talked to in the other dreams. The feeling is peaceful and tranquil just like she is. 
 
    Leo face fills with sympathy as he walks over and pulls her into a hug, that she doesn’t resist. 
 
    "What have you learnt?" He says gently, it's clear this man loves her dearly. 
 
    Elissa pushes him away and starts to pace right in front of me, so close I can almost touch her but I can't move as usual.  
 
    "He will find me, find us. The end is near and her future isn't safe. He will hunt her and all them until the prophecy is no more." She mutters as her eyes start to glow a bright blue. 
 
    "She is safe; I have made sure of it." The man states. 
 
    "Our deaths will guard her and her children. I can't change it, I can't save you." She wails, falling to ground.  
 
    The man falls to his knees in front of her pulling her to his chest. The man gently rocks her as she cries.  
 
    "I wouldn't change anything. I love you." He says. 
 
    "And I you." She whispers to him, before she looks up over Leo shoulder, looking directly at me. 
 
    "There will be a time, a time you will understand and it is closer than it has ever been now." She whispers in my mind. 
 
      
 
    I gasp waking up with a start, feeling myself covered in sweat head to toe.  
 
    The thoughts of Elissa and Leo run through my mind, as I look at my phone and see its midday. I must have slept a hell of a lot longer than I wanted but thank god it's the weekend.  
 
    How can those dreams be so real, it's like I was there next to them as she cried. My heart goes out to her, like the women in the romantic movies I used to watch. Maybe that's where I'm getting my strong imagination from. These dreams are certainly imaginative.  
 
    I flick though my phone for a minute before seeing a text from Wyatt, 
 
    Wyatt: I will pick you up at 7. Can't wait to see you x 
 
    I lie back in my bed, as I stare at the white ceiling. Why do I feel guilty for going on a date with Wyatt when Jaxson has made it clear nothing can happen between us? My feelings for Wyatt aren’t as strong, but I haven’t really got to know him. I know from his kiss that there could be a good thing between us. 
 
    It's because I want Jaxson just as much as I want Wyatt. I know having dreams about a romance that's clearly not allowed is my mind trying to tell me something. That's why I need to give Wyatt a chance. He is a nice guy, a little intimating and scary the first time we met, but there is something about him. 
 
    I text Wyatt back saying okay and take a shower.  
 
    When I come out my room with my sweats on and a tank top, I find a note on the fridge from Alex, saying she is staying at Drakes for the weekend. 
 
    Lucky girl, I smile to myself at the thought of how happy she is. She never let anyone close, other than me and my mom growing up, so every boy had no chance. Until this one. 
 
    I spend the rest of the day painting my toes and nails red, and then watching silly movies. By the time seven comes around and there's a knock at the door, I've gotten myself into black skater dress with black high heels. Grabbing my purse and keys, I open the door to Wyatt and seeing him leaning against the door frame, looking way to attractive for his own good. His blonde hair has been styled lightly, making it look more soft than usual. I take my time to look at him, wearing stylish black trousers and a button down dark blue shirt. His dark brown eyes regard me with humour as he knows I'm checking him out as I meet them eventually.  
 
    "You look beautiful, as always sweetheart." He comments, checking out my outfit before stepping into my personal space. 
 
    "I like your hair like this, it suits you." He says as he runs his hand though my straight hair. The top part is put up in two plaits that join in the middle and the rest falls nicely over my shoulders.  
 
    "Thanks." I say, feeling my throat going dry at the enticing smell of him now he is so close.  
 
    "Shall we?" He asks holding out a hand, which I accept with a shy nod. I lock the door, while he waits and then he leads me to his car. Once I'm seated in, he starts to drive and he says,  
 
    "It's a bit of a drive but the place is worth it." 
 
    "I don't mind." I reply looking out at the woods. My thoughts flicker to Jaxson holding me in that cave with his glowing eyes and the need for him to kiss me so bad, it hurts thinking of the reasons that he didn't. My gaze goes to the extremely attractive and nice guy I'm on a date with and guilt fills me. Is it wrong that I want them both, two people who don’t know each other and most likely would hate each other. Jaxson hates humans; I doubt he would be okay with me kissing one. The bad problem is that I couldn’t give either one of them up. 
 
    "Are you okay?" Wyatt asks, like he can actually feel my guilt.  
 
    "Yeah. So what have been up to this week?" I ask to change the subject. Wyatt frowns at me before letting it go and answering, 
 
    "I've been working with my father and Drake has been helping. There is some new information that's come to light and we are planning a take-over." He tells me, his jaw is clicking as he talks and I get the impression it’s not what he wants. 
 
    "A take over? Like acquiring a new Business to help yours or something?" I ask. 
 
    "No, we will take it apart so it can’t hurt anyone else. The group is bad and they are going to do something terrible. I might get in trouble for stopping them but it’s the right thing to do." He says, I get the feeling he didn’t mean to tell me that when he looks at me.  I’ve always got the feeling Wyatt isn’t telling me something, and I’m not sure how to ask him about it.  
 
    "Why?" I ask. 
 
    "It's not us being evil, Winter. They would do the same to us without a second thought and it’s better to take out the threat before they become a bigger one." He says without a hint of emotion, one of his pale hands reaches over and takes mine. I let him hold my hand for a while, neither of us saying a word. 
 
    "Doesn't make it right." I say finally, as he looks at me oddly. 
 
    "Your right, it doesn't but we don’t all have a choice. Sometimes a wrong can make a right." He smiles with a sadness, which I don't understand. 
 
    I yawn, feeling how tired I am from last night, when I have nightmares; I don't get sleep and usually feel more tired than usual. They started when I was ten and I used to wake up screaming. My mom took me to the doctors after I started getting one every month but they didn’t help. I eventually learnt that they aren’t that scary, they just feel very real. I told my mom I didn’t get them anymore, when I couldn’t stand her looking at me in worry all the time. Alex knows and usually would help me, but the dreams aren’t all always the same. Sometimes I dream of fire covered demons and beautiful people who glow different colours, but some of them are so evil that they scare me into not sleeping for days. Thankfully I only seem to get those dreams once a year now. 
 
    "You look tired, a rough night?" He asks, watching me front the corner of his eye as he drives. 
 
    "No just bad dreams keeping me awake." I tell him honestly. 
 
    "What are they about?" He asks gently. 
 
    "Of the usual, strange people I don't know arguing and wearing odd clothes. It was a nightmare but it didn't feel good. It doesn't matter." I mumble looking away, I can’t tell him how I think it’s my subconscious trying to tell me I have feelings for someone who is just a friend. 
 
    "Maybe you need a hot blonde man in your bed to protect you from bad dreams." He says seriously, I giggle when I see the small twitch in his lips.  
 
    "You need to work on your chat up lines buddy." I grin. This makes us both start laughing.  
 
    "I don't usually need them but that was bad." He chuckles as he takes my hand and brings it to his mouth. Wyatt places a gentle kiss on the back of it before letting go to change the gear.  
 
    "We're here." He says and I can see how excited he is from his eyes. I get out his car to see we are parked outside a very small restaurant. It looks like a cottage in the middle of nowhere with a few lanterns on the windows. I look over the car at Wyatt in confusion.  
 
    "You should never judge a book by its cover, hasn't anyone ever told you that?" He chuckles when I don't reply and he comes over, taking my hand. Wyatt leads me to the entrance when a man opens the door nodding to Wyatt as he leads me in. The room is practically empty, except from a staircase lit up by fairy lights on the big banisters. The staircase leads down into the ground but I can’t see where it goes. There were a few cars parked outside, so there people must be down here. 
 
    "After you sweetheart," Wyatt whispers in my ear, as he pushes my hair over my shoulder. I smile walking down the staircase and I could swear my jaw drops open.  
 
    There is a massive room under the small restaurant, with tables filling the middle. The ceiling has hundreds of different lights filling it and the walls are filled with bottles of wine on a display. Wyatt gently nudges me down the staircase with his hand and the man at the end dressed all in black smiles at us. The staircase looks like it’s been carved out of one piece of wood and little twirls are craved into it. It makes me wonder how the hell they got the staircase into here. It must have been a hell of a job. 
 
    "Mr Allerton and your lovely guest are very welcome here tonight. It’s been such a long time since I have seen you. The usual table?"  He asks with a small bow. The man is dressed all in black; a small red crown is stitched into his pocket on his chest.  
 
    "Yes please Albert." Wyatt answers. I scowl a little inside, as we are lead to a nice table in the corner, thinking about how many girls he has brought here. A wave of jealously hits me as I imagine Wyatt with anyone else but I push it away as Wyatt looks through the drinks menu. I can’t be jealous of people who come before me but for some reason I know I am. The way Wyatt looks at me, suggests that he isn’t seeing anyone else, so I should relax. 
 
    "I will have my usual red wine and what would you like?" He asks me and I ask for a glass of any white wine. 
 
    "That's no problem. I can choose something for you." Albert nods before leaving.  
 
    "The lobster is really tasty here, it’s a favourite of mine but anything here is. The chef is known around the world for his cooking talents and has won many awards. I wouldn’t stop eating if that man cooked for me all the time." Wyatt says as I skim though the menu. 
 
    “I do like fish, it sounds really good.” I reply, wondering how expensive the food must be here. The menu doesn’t have any prices, which makes it expensive. I don’t know if I like Wyatt spending that much money on me, I know he must be well off because of his car. It’s still something I’m not sure how to get used too. We wasn’t poor by any means growing up, we had a lovely two bedroom house in a nice neighbourhood and my mum found enough to take us on a few nice holidays over the years. I’ve just never been to a place as expensive as this, and honestly I think I’m a little intimated by it all. I don’t want to ruin tonight, so I force myself to act comfortable. 
 
    I decide on the mixed fish food plate they do and as the waiter brings us our drinks, I order my food and Wyatt has the same as me.  
 
    "How did you find this place, it's almost magical." I inquire as I look around. The walls look like they are polished brown stone and there are a few couples on the other tables who look more interested in the room than their partners. The thoughts of what Harris said about other supernatural flutters to my mind as I look around the place. It's really a very magical place with the lights that look like they are hovering above us, too bright for me to make out what kind of lights they are. The table even has a rose in a vase, which looks too perfect to be real. 
 
    "This place was created by my mother. I actually own it now but it always feels like hers, rather than mine. My mother was just like this place, unique and stunning." He looks around the room as he talks; his eyes are distant with a lost memory. 
 
    "Your mother had beautiful taste in things," I comment.  
 
    "She did. She was a magical person inside and out, you could say." He smiles and I'm reminded how handsome he is when he does. We chat about normal things until our food arrives and Wyatt was right, the bit of lobster I had was amazing, as it all was.  
 
    "Would you like desert, sir?" Albert asks as we come back. 
 
    "Yes, a chocolate pudding to share please." He says and Albert nods before he leaves. 
 
    "How did you know I wanted desert?" I ask with a slight smile when he grins at me. 
 
    "Well, a little bird told me of your weak spot for chocolate." He says with a wink. 
 
    "Alex." I groan and he nods, laughing. She is right; I have a serious addiction to chocolate. I really believe the stuff should be banned because it’s the main problem for my hips and ass. No, actually I don’t want it banned, I would have to buy it illegally and then end up in prison on a chocolate overdose. 
 
    "What else did she say?" I ask, feeling my cheeks going red. 
 
    "I'm afraid we discussed you’re running around the house naked phase at seven, and my favourite memory is the time you tried to save a cat in a tall tree and got stuck for a whole night, while everyone searched for you." He laughs with me as I chuckle. I put my hands on my red cheeks trying to hide them. 
 
    "The damn cat betrayed me,” I say with a pout as Wyatt laughs. 
 
    “How did the cat betray you?” He manages to say between laughter. 
 
    “The cat climbed down, once I got up and walked off. I had to have firefighters use their truck ladders to get me down." Wyatt laughs harder as I add, 
 
    "The whole neighbourhood, who had looked for me, had to watch as I was thrown over one of the men shoulders and my trousers fell down, flashing everyone my kitten knickers," I say with a slight grumble that makes Wyatt laugh more. 
 
    I can't help but laugh with him, as I plan ways to get back at my revealing friend later. 
 
    The waiter smiles as he hands us the chocolate pudding cake with only one spoon.  
 
    Wyatt calms down enough to break off a bit of mouth-watering cake and smirks at me. 
 
    "Try this," he whispers as he leads the spoon to my mouth, and slowly feeds me the cake. I can't help the small moan that escapes my lips as I taste the amazing flavour of the cake.  
 
    I look up to see Wyatt eyes almost glowing black before he looks away.  
 
    "You can have the rest if you want." He says gently. 
 
    "We can share," I say and we take turns feeding each other. It became way too much of a turn on every time he licked the spoon that I had to go to the toilet to calm down and get away from him for a second before I do or say something embarrassing. I finish in the bathroom and when I come back to the table, there is a man in my seat.  
 
    I can only see his back and he has a lot of shiny white hair, it’s tied loosely at the nape of his neck in braids and meets his middle back. There are odd bits of silver in it, must be a really good dye job. When I get to the table, both the men stop talking and Wyatt looks up at me with a slight smile. The white haired man is even more impressive up front. He has a handsome baby face, with white eyebrows that I wouldn’t think could look hot on a guy, but it does for him. His purple eyes are big and bright as he stares at me; I notice he is wearing some kind of white tunic with what looks like white trousers underneath that showcase his massive build. I would guess he as big as Jaxson, or just a tad bigger than Wyatt but who knows. When he smiles at me, two perfectly placed dimples appear. 
 
    “Wyatt, where have you been hiding this gorgeous one?” He asks and I watch in slight curiosity as he stands and offers me my chair back. I was wrong about his height, he towers over me and I feel tiny next to him. I take the chair and feel his large fingers slide across my back as he tucks me in. 
 
    “Dabriel this is Winter.” Wyatt introduces with a friendly smile on his lips. I’m a little surprised he didn’t take offence to this guy calling me gorgeous but maybe they are just good friends. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, that’s an unusual name you have,” I comment and smile up at him from my seat. I watch as Dabriel gets another chair from a nearby table and moves it next to ours, before sitting on it. 
 
    “So is Winter. Were you born in winter by any chance?” Dabriel winks at me and I laugh. 
 
    “Nope, my birthday is in May. I asked my mum about it once and she said she just loves winter. It’s odd actually because when it’s cold at home, she hates it.” I say and we all laugh a little. 
 
    “How do you guys know each other?” I ask, Dabriel looks the same age as Wyatt, so maybe they grew up together. 
 
    “We have been friends for a long time, Atti will want to meet you, and he is our other friend. It’s a shame that Jax won’t speak to us still.” Dabriel says and I briefly panic before realising that they couldn’t mean Jaxson. That would be possible; I couldn’t imagine the big bad wolf having friends that are human. No, it’s just a coincidence.  
 
    “I bet he would and one day Jax will stop being an idiot.” Wyatt shakes his head. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s not happening.” Dabriel laughs. 
 
    “Can I call you Dab? I like it.” I say randomly. 
 
    “You can call me whatever hot stuff.” Dabriel winks,  
 
    “That was bad. Winter said I was bad at hitting on her but come on. He is worse.” Wyatt waves a hand at a laughing Dabriel. 
 
    “Ok, I'll admit your both bad. How do you get dates?” I laugh at their pouting faces. 
 
    “Must be the good looks.”  
 
    I think and realise too late that I’ve said it out loud. Both of them grin at me. 
 
    Men and their egos. 
 
    “I have to leave, but I will see you again Winter,” Dabriel says as he gets to his feet. 
 
    “Dabriel,” Wyatt warns in a low voice. 
 
    “It’s true; it’s not the right time but soon.” Dab tells Wyatt and them both stare each other down before Wyatt nods. He looks at me and eventually smiles. 
 
    “Soon Winter.” Dabriel says before walking off, I watch until he leaves the restaurant up the large wooden staircase. 
 
    “Sorry about Dabriel, he is different and well not usually this friendly. Honestly, I’ve never seen him come out with such terrible pickup lines before.” Wyatt apologies. 
 
    “I thought he was nice,” I say, not wanting to tell him that I actually thought he was hot as sin, wrapped up in a tight package. I wonder what colour his eyes are usually; I think he must have worn some cool eye contacts. I remember when Alex brought some pink ones and she looked really creepy for a while. It kind of suits Dabriel. 
 
    “Nice is not a word I’m sure Dabriel has ever been called.” Wyatt chuckles to himself, his dark eyes meeting mine. 
 
    “How did you meet him?” I ask, breaking the building tension between us. 
 
    “Our fathers all hated each other, when they were all alive at least. We all protested against them by being secret friends as kids. Atti was the first to come to us all, he found a way without anyone knowing and then we all used to meet once a week. As we got older, they became like brothers to me. We all have our own family issue’s and it was great way to escape.” He says. 
 
    “Sounds like most kids, tell them not to do something, and they will go straight ahead to do it.” I chuckle. 
 
    “I enjoyed tonight, spending time with you is relaxing,” Wyatt tells me. 
 
    “Me too,” I whisper with blushing cheeks and he runs his fingers across my hand on the table. We leave not long after and on the way home I look over at Wyatt. 
 
    "Thank you for tonight; I had a really good time," I say and I mean it. Being with Wyatt had become relaxing. Jaxson is so intense that I feel like I’m going to kill him half the time, whereas being with Wyatt is fun. It doesn’t mean I’m not intensely attracted to him because I am but being with him feels right.  
 
    "How about next week, the same time? I’m free Friday if you are and I could invite Atti to meet you," He asks.  
 
    "I would like that, I like getting to know you and meeting your friends," I say gently, placing my hand on his arm.  
 
    Wyatt stops the car on the side of the road, ignoring my questioning gaze. I let him undo my seatbelt and pull me onto his lap.  
 
    "It's so hard to be around you all night, and not beg you for a kiss." He says before his hands cup my face and his cold lips meet mine. My hands curl around his neck and into his hair, as he kisses his way down my jaw and to my neck. I lean my head back to give him more access but he pulls away looking at me, his hands tightly holding my waist. 
 
    "You’re beyond temptation, you know that?" He groans, kissing my forehead before lifting me and clipping me back in my seat. 
 
    "Am I?" I flirt a little, as I check him out with his messy hair from my hands. I like the relaxed look on him. 
 
    "If you keep looking at me like that sweetheart, I will end up showing you in my car how much of sexy temptation you are." He says as smirks at me.  
 
    Wyatt drops me off home with a sweet kiss, not letting the kiss go any further as I scowl at him.  
 
    "I don't want to rush this, us. There are things I haven't told you and I need you to know before we become serious." He says rubbing my arms, as he pulls me into his chest for a hug. I wonder what he needs to tell me? I mean I have the feeling he is a good guy, well I hope he is. My thoughts go back to when we first met, how scary he was to me and how much I wanted to run. I can’t understand what changed my mind other than he seems like a different person to who he was when we first met. He seems warmer. 
 
    "No rush," I whisper back confirming his thoughts. My feelings rush to Jaxson and how different it feels to be held by him. Wyatt feels relaxed and safe in a way. Jaxson feels wild and untamed but safe in the same kind of way.  
 
    "Goodnight Winter." He whispers as he kisses the top of my head. I walk into my apartment locking the door behind me with a large grin on my face. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
    Dabriel 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    The prophecy said she would be the one for me but I didn’t expect to fall her the moment I met her. I had been warned about a human girl all my life but my visions never warned me about how it feels. I saw myself meeting her tonight; I saw how happy I was. For once in my life, I actually felt a peace when I walked into that restaurant; my powers weren’t pressing me to heal everyone in the room that had anything from a paper cut to cancer. 
 
    My mind and eyes couldn’t look away from her. Winter has an aura like no other, like a glowing blue beacon and it’s beautiful, much like her. Her dark brown hair looks softer than fairy wings and her body was made to make angels fall. I can’t actually fall by mating with humans because that’s just a human rumour. We angels are born either light or dark, two light angels can have a dark angel child, and much like two dark angels can have a light child. We don’t mix our races yet somehow the Goddess always chooses who we belong too. 
 
    “We have a problem,” I say to Wyatt, flying down next to his car outside Winters apartment. I flew behind them, watching as he kissed her. I can’t say I’m a little jealous but I’m trying not to be. 
 
    “Yeah what?” he asks as he watches my wings. Supernaturals are always fantasised with our wings. We hide them from humans most the time and I was a little surprised that Winter didn’t see through my glamour tonight at the restaurant. Her powers are coming through but I’m not sure what they are, what she is. 
 
    “Jax is protecting her; our little wildfire is tangling with the wolves,” I tell Wyatt who looks over at me in shock. 
 
    “How?” He asks finally. 
 
    “Jax didn’t tell me. All I know is that he hasn’t killed her and they have swapped blood. He thinks of her as his pack. I didn’t see it in a vision until after it happened or I would have stopped it.” I tell Wyatt who nods. 
 
    “We always knew she would find us all. I’m more surprised that Jax didn’t try to kill her. I smelt a faint wolf on her but I assumed she has a friend at school.” Wyatt says and I nod. 
 
    “My visions aren’t clear about her. There is one but I’m only getting a party and a bad feeling.” I tell him. 
 
    “You need to work on that brother.” He smirks. 
 
    “I don’t like it. I’ve never been stopped from seeing something important before. Winter’s future is lost to me; all I see is death and love.”  I say tensely, my visions have never been something I’ve feared but now they scare me. 
 
    “What can we do? We have to be here for her and lead her along her path.” Wyatt tells me. Like I don’t already know this. 
 
    “What is your father up to? My council has told me he has called us three times. Each time he wants us to stay out of something. I haven’t seen any visions about him in a long time, enough time that I believe he is blocking me somehow.” I tell Wyatt. A worried look on his face as he thinks, his father is pure evil unlike Wyatt and anything he does, everyone needs to be aware of. He won’t risk a war with the angels or witches. As far as I know, we are both still neutral, the witches are siding more and more with the wolves, and I bet Wyatt’s dad knows this.
“How could he block you?” He asks me. 
 
    “No clue man,” I tell him, I don’t know of any power that could block us. I look over at Winter’s simple apartment; it’s a grey building like many others in this town. It’s nothing remarkable and neither is our university, so why did Winter turn up here. I think someone must have known about her and sent her to the town with the most supernaturals in. The only place she could have met all of us.  
 
    “I’m doing a protective ward on her building, Atti is going to come tonight and put another layer of protection on it.” I tell Wyatt. 
 
    “Make sure the wolves can enter.” He says while watching the apartment.  
 
    “Aren’t you worried Jax will hurt her?” I ask. I’m half tempted to tell Wyatt no. I don’t want Jax near her when he is like this. The brother I grew up with, one of my best friends is lost because of his sister’s death. A death I saw way too late.  
 
    “If he does, I will beat the shit out of him,” Wyatt says bluntly. I have no doubt he would. Jax only hates me and Atti because we sided with Wyatt when he needed us. There was no right or wrong person but Jax didn’t see that. That wolf is as stubborn as the rest of us. 
 
    “So would I. I'm more worried about her heart,” I tell Wyatt. 
 
    “She will fall for me instead,” He laughs, messing with his wavy blonde hair. 
 
    “I'll be around.” I narrow my eyes at him and he smirks at me.  
 
    “I’m sure you won’t go far.” He replies, a slight challenge in his gaze. There isn’t the normal jealously you would expect to find when I think about sharing Winter. I know if I had to share her with anyone else, I would lose it. My best friends are different, I guess it helps that I’ve always known I would have to share her. Sharing mates is not unheard of with many of our kinds, with our races not bringing out an even amount of females and males. The slight problem with us sharing is that it’s never happened before. I know all our families would lose their shit over this; I have enough problems with my two younger brothers as it is. They highly dislike me and want the throne I will inherit from my council in a year. The problem is, I have to follow every one of the council’s rules or they will give my throne to one of my brothers.  They dislike me as much as I dislike them, a bunch of very old angels who believe their word is law and we shouldn’t help others. 
 
    “I researched her family.” He tells me, shaking me from my own issues. Winter is all that matters now. 
 
    “and?”  
 
    “One mother, no other family but there isn’t a birth certificate for Winters birth. There’s a fake one, and it was made when Winter was a least two years old. I want to meet her mother and ask some questions.” He tells me. I have a big suspicion that Winter isn’t human, maybe a half of something. Purely because I’ve never seen humans have such a strong aura. Or a blue one for that matter. 
 
    Vampires have a black aura, angels are yellow, witches are purple and shifters are green. Humans are gold. 
 
    “Her father?” I ask. 
 
    “None around, her mother grew up in the small town she lives in. She moved into her family home when her parents passed away. I saw that she went to university a few years before Winter was born but nothing else.” He says. 
 
    “It’s odd. I expected her parents to protect her from us, not send her straight to us.” I tell him. I knew we would meet her eventually but I expected her to have protective parents. I know she isn’t all human because of a seer, a very old angel, told us that she would have strong parents. That was over hundred years ago, way before any of us were born so who knows. It could all be hearsay. 
 
    “Me too. Something is going on and I’m not sure what. From the pictures I have of Winters mother, they do look kind of alike, so I doubt she isn’t really Winters mother.” Wyatt says. 
 
    “I'll look into it; I wish I knew a dark angel who didn’t like their queen.” I joke. Dark angels can see the past and have visions of it, unlike light angels who can only see the near future. 
 
    “I don’t know any. I bet my father does but I’m not telling him about Winter, he would expect me to turn her.” Wyatt says. 
 
    “I'll ask Atti.” I reply, with a slight grimace at his father being mentioned. The king of the vampires isn’t a good man and I want Winter as far away from him as possible. 
 
    “Got to go, I’m hungry.” He grins at me. 
 
    “Later vampire.” I laugh and walk towards Winters home. I whisper the protection ward, linking it to my powers and it will hold until I die. I will feel everyone that enters her home with bad intentions; it’s a power meant to protect our young and mates. 
 
    I watch from the shadows as Wyatt drives off before letting my bright white wings out, I fly home as a vision hits me. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Eight 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    "I can only say sorry in advance for Atti. The guy knows no boundaries and speaks whatever he thinks." Wyatt tells me, a small affectionate smile on his face as he talks. We are driving towards our restaurant that we like to eat at. Atti, which I've learnt is short for Atticus, is meeting us there so I can meet him. 
 
    "No problem, Alex can be the same and she is my best friend," I tell him and he laughs. 
 
    "She has nothing on Atti, trust me," he mutters. 
 
    "Alright, I will believe you,” I say. 
 
    “When we were kids, about eight, Atti decided that he thought it was funny to hide my things in random places. I’m not a control freak but I don’t and didn’t like things in my room being moved. Anyway, he started off with little things, books, clothes, and then moved onto bigger stuff. The worse one I can remember is when we were fourteen. I liked this girl and invited her back to my room. I was hoping to get my first kiss, it didn’t work out like that.” He grins at me. 
 
    “Atti had hidden my shaving cream bottle under my pillow on my bed, so when I sat on my bed and laid back, the can exploded all over my back and into my hair.” He chuckles. 
 
    “I bet you weren’t happy with him.” I giggle. 
 
    “No, the prettiest girl in class told all her friends. Let just say I was uncool for a month or so. I never did get that kiss until I was fifteen. It helped that I had a massive growth spurt at fifteen.”  
 
    He just chuckles at me for a reply. I laugh as I think whoever that girl was that got his first kiss was lucky. 
 
    Wyatt is dressed like a supermodel tonight, making my mouth water every time I look at him. He has a white shirt and black blazer over black trousers. His hair is styled away from face and his jaw is freshly shaven. It doesn't help that he smells amazing too, so even when I'm not looking at him, I forced to remember how hot he is. 
 
    "Tell me a hobby of yours," I ask. He seems to think about it for a while before he answers. 
 
    "I play the piano; I enjoy making new music too." He tells me. 
 
    "I would love to hear you play sometime." I look over at him. 
 
    "One day. What about you?" He asks, directing the conversation away. A sad look passing on his face. 
 
    "I can sing, I don't like too but I've been told I'm good at it," I say quietly. 
 
    "I could play and you could sing for me." He smiles at me. The sadness slipping from his face slowly. The drive ends too soon as we pull up at the restaurant. We walk straight in, with Wyatt's hand on my waist.  
 
    "Hello, Albert." I smile at the waiter. He smiles back, a true friendly smile. 
 
    "We will have our old table, is Atticus here yet?"  
 
    "No, he is not. This way." He nods to Wyatt and we both follow him to our table. The restaurant is full again, mainly couples, but one table has a few children with them who are staring around the room.  
 
    Wyatt pulls my chair out for me and we both sit. We both order our drinks while we wait for Atti.  
 
    A kiss is placed on my cheek as I feel a warm body lean over the back of my chair. I move my head and I'm faced with the palest grey eyes I've ever seen. The very attractive man winks before moving back and my eyes widen at how hot he is. This guy has blonde hair, much like Wyatt’s but darker and it's long but tied up in a bob on top of his head. He has a big build, towering over me and the table. The guy must be six foot eight, with large muscular arms that look like he works out all the time. The man is wearing a black t-shirt that says 'you know you want me' in fancy writing across his chest. He is wearing black jeans and has on glasses that make him look like a hot geek. Like the kind, you would never find the library. 
 
    "This is Atti, Atti this is Winter Masters." Wyatt interrupts my staring at his friend and I suddenly look away at Wyatt. Who is just grinning at Atti, both of them are looking like they are having some kind of silent conversation. 
 
    "Everything alright?" I ask after the silence becomes deafening and they are still staring at each other. They don't look angry; in fact , Wyatt looks like he won some kind of bet. 
 
    "Sorry pretty lady, I'm just surprised," Atti says as he takes his seat in the middle of me and Wyatt. 
 
    "What about?" I ask him.  
 
    "Wyatt told me he had met a beautiful woman, who he told me I had to meet. He forgot to mention how sexy and completely fucking stunning you are." He says as he waves a hand at me and I'm sure I'm blushing five different shades of purple.  
 
    "If I had told you that, you would have demanded to meet her sooner," Wyatt says with a small chuckle. 
 
    "Anyhow," I clear my throat, desperate to change the subject.  
 
    "Tell me about yourself Atti," I ask him.  
 
    "Well, I make gaming software for a job. I have two cats, both of which are crazy. I'm single and like brown-haired girls, that like to wear purple dresses." He winks at me. Yes, I'm wearing a purple dress. 
 
    "What are your cats called?" I ask.  
 
    "One is called Mags because I found her in a box of magazines, in a bin one day. She was only a few weeks old and it was touch and go for a while. I kept the name Mags because she likes to sleep on them; even now she is eight years old." He tells me as he takes the empty seat between me and Wyatt. 
 
    "Aw poor thing," I say, feeling terrible for the little kitten and I'm pretty sure I have to ignore how much of a turn on it is for him to like to rescue animals like me.  
 
    "Tell her about Jewels." Wyatt laughs and Atti narrows his eyes at him.  
 
    "Jewels is my other cat, only three and I've had her a year. My friend runs a cattery and Jewels had been returned five times. She was going to be put down, so I offered to give her a home. Little did I know that she got her name from her obsession with stealing people's jewellery and swallowing it. Sometimes she puts her findings in her bed but not often." He smirks. 
 
    "I can't imagine you have a lot of jewellery." I laugh imagining a cat wearing a shiny necklace. 
 
    "Oh not mine, no all the neighbours for a ten-mile stretch, she has robbed at least once." He says with a slight blush on his golden cheeks. 
 
    "It's so fucking funny when he calls to say he has to go through her shit again." Wyatt chuckles as Atti punches him on the arm. 
 
    "At least she does it in one place in the garden." Atti shivers, a grim look on his face as me and Wyatt laugh. 
 
    "Doesn't t ever get stuck?" I wonder. 
 
    "No, the vets think she is some kind of wonder. She is some kind of pain the ass instead." He winks at me. 
 
    "Why don't you keep her in, a house cat?" I ask. 
 
    "She can open doors." He says dryly. A slight annoyance is clear on his face. 
 
    "Sounds like a smart kitty," I reply. 
 
    "They rule the house." He laughs.  
 
    We all order food while we chat and Atti never takes his eyes off me, as I tell him about my childhood. 
 
    "What about you? Siblings?" I ask him.  
 
    "Nope, I am an only child like Wyatt. Dabriel’s an unlucky fucker with two real half-brothers." He says. 
 
    "Are you all the same age?" I ask. 
 
    "Yes, we were all born on the same day. Strange huh?" He winks at me. 
 
    "Yes very, very strange." I mutter. I’m sure I’ve seen similar things happening into those magazines you can buy in nearly every shop.  
 
    "So tell me, are you sleeping with anyone? I know dumbass over here hasn't got you into bed but I'm curious." He points a thumb in Wyatt’s direction. 
 
    "That's a rude question," I say. I’m not exactly annoyed by his question, but it doesn’t mean I want to answer him. 
 
    "I'm a bad boy, what can I say. Do I get an answer?" He asks. 
 
    "You don't have to answer Winter," Wyatt tells me and shoots daggers at Atti, who ignores him. 
 
    "No, I'm not," I say with my arms crossed. 
 
    "Do you want to be?" He winks and Wyatt whacks him on the back of the head.  
 
    "Enough, I am sorry sweetheart. I forgot to tell you that he can’t be taken out in public." Wyatt says, shaking his head. 
 
    "You wanted that answer as much as me; I just have the balls to ask," Atti replies and calls the waiter over. 
 
    "We will have three chocolate puddings; I heard someone is a fan." Atti winks at me. 
 
    "Don't tell me, you've met Alex?" I say. 
 
    "Yep, I like her. Drake is a lucky guy." He tells me. 
 
    "He is," I comment back, a small smile on my face. 
 
    “Although Wyatt told me the most about you, I have to ask, do you still own those kitten underwear?” Atti asks and Wyatt tries to hold in a chuckle when I glare at him. 
 
    “No, I’ve out-grown them. Thankfully.” I say to Atti. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. You already know I like kitties.” He grins as he rests his head on his hands on the table. 
 
    “I imagine you don’t have any trouble finding another kitty to play with,” I say, empathizing on the word kitty and Atti throws his head back laughing. Wyatt is laughing too as I grin. 
 
    “No I don’t but I think Wyatt has found the best kitty yet. I'll let you know when I find out how sweet she really is.” He says and I shake my head as my cheeks go red. I don’t have a comeback for that and I have the feeling not a lot of people can spar words with Atti. Hell, the man looks like a giant so I doubt a lot of people would beat him in a fight either. I’m trying to ignore the underlined attraction I’m feeling towards him, it feels wrong when I’m sort of dating Wyatt. Wyatt doesn’t seem remotely concerned about me and Atti flirting, I want to ask him why. He seems like the jealous type, so this isn’t making any sense. 
 
    "So tell me about you?" He asks, leaning on his hands on the table. 
 
    "Not much to tell, I am studying to be a vet and I live with Alex. I'm going back home soon for a couple of weeks at my moms." I say smiling. 
 
    "No dad around?" Atti asks. 
 
    "Nope but my mum is better than two parents put together," I tell him. 
 
    "My mum is the same, she never needed anyone." He chuckles. 
 
    "We have that in common," I laugh. 
 
    "Maybe I can get you to come to mine to see my cats?" He winks. 
 
    "No, Atti. I’m sure she doesn’t want to meet your cats. I can tell you now that’s not how you’re getting her back to yours." Wyatt glares at him. 
 
    "Not yet," Atti smirks at Wyatt, who looks ready to start throwing things at him.  
 
    We chat for a while, Atti tells me what Wyatt was like as a child and Wyatt tries not to inflict bodily harm on Atti. If looks are anything to go by.  
 
    Atti walks out with us and I see a bright yellow convertible parked next to us. 
 
    "I'm guessing that's yours?" I ask, laughing because it doesn't surprise me.  
 
    "Yep, you’re more than welcome for a ride." He jokes. 
 
    Just as we get to the cars, he leans close to my ear. 
 
    "I didn't just mean a ride in my car." He whispers in a very seductive tone, a tone I’m sure has brought many women to their knees. 
 
    I cough when I get his meaning and I'm sure I'm turning redder than is attractive.  
 
    "Don't I get a hug goodbye?" Atti asks as Wyatt unlocks his car. Wyatt gets in after opening my door and pulling up a middle finger at Atti. Who cants stop laughing. 
 
    "I'm sorry; I think I've put him in a bad mood for your drive home," Atti says as he moves closer. 
 
    "It's fine," I say trying not to look up into his eyes. 
 
    "So about that hug goodbye? I'm a hugger, so I'm not leaving without one." He grins.  
 
    I move the last step closer and go to wrap my arms around him when he shocks me by picking me up around my waist. He pulls me to his chest and I rest my head on his large shoulder as he cuddles me.  
 
    "You smell amazing," he mutters, and then he kisses my cheek. Unlike the first unexpected time, his lips stay longer. I feel the firmness of them and his scent overwhelms me. He smells like flowers, extremely sweet but somehow doesn't take away from his manliness.  
 
    "I can't wait." He says before he pulls away, I look up at him in confusion as he puts me down and he just grins.  
 
    "Wyatt look after our girl," Atti shouts and I don't hear Wyatt’s mumble as I get his car. 
 
    "I swear that guy was made to piss me off. It's a shame I can't kill him." Wyatt mumbles as he drives and I just laugh.  
 
    "He is different but harmless. I think." I smile at Wyatt as he puts a hand on knee. 
 
    "Atti isn't harmless, trust me. But he wouldn't ever hurt you." He tells me. A look I don't understand on his face.  
 
    Wyatt drives me home with another one of those teasing kisses by my door. 
 
    My dreams are filled with a cheeky face and floating flowers. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
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    “Can we try something new today?” I breathlessly ask Jaxson after he knocks me on my back again. I groan as I roll on my side and get up. The bastard is standing near me, with his arms crossed and an amused look on his smug face. I know he enjoys watching me suffer, he is a sadist like that. It was also not funny when I got lost on my drive here, his directions do not make sense. I must have took five wrong turnings before I got here. 
 
    “Like what lass?” He finally asks. I ignore him and walk over to the wall of weapons. There is every type you can think of hung on the wall and several that I have no idea what they do. The crossbow catches my eye and I walk towards it without knowing why. 
 
    “Careful, why do you want to learn this?” Jaxson asks as I touch the wooden crossbow. Its silver in the middle with a wooden base and leather around the handle. 
 
    “I just do, can I have a try? If I’m terrible then I won’t ask again and I'll get you a bag of brownies from the café at uni,” I say. 
 
    “How did you find out I like brownies?” He asks me. 
 
    “Freddy texts me now, it came up.” I laugh when Jaxson frowns. 
 
    “I didn’t know he had a phone.” He replies and I fail at holding in a louder giggle. 
 
    “So?” I ask as he pulls the crossbow off the wall and gets a bag of wooden arrows out the closet. 
 
    “Come on.” He answers me with a wave over his shoulder. I guess I can bribe him with brownies more often. 
 
    “Why don’t we use those arrows?” I point to the small bag hanging on the wall by the crossbow. 
 
    “They are silver tipped; I don’t want you shooting me with them.” He answers, not looking back at me. 
 
    “Why silver?” I ask as I follow him out the training room.  We walk around the training building and at the back are five dummies with targets on their chests. We walk a good distance away before Jaxson answers me. 
 
    “Silver is poisonous to most of our kind, some of us are immune, like Freddy. But nearly every type of supernatural will die if you hit them in the heart with silver.” He tells me. 
 
    “How did you find out Freddy is immune?” I ask. I don’t think that Jaxson would have tested it on him. 
 
    “Let’s just say that Freddy is a nosy child. I nearly lost it when he was five and came into the lounge holding two silver swords that he found. Both his hands were cut and he didn’t get ill from it. Freddy kept those swords and practises every day with them, he is pretty good now.” He tells me and hands me the crossbow.  
 
    I lift it up slowly because it’s heavier than it looks and Jaxson shows me how to hold it right. I try it ignore how good it feels when his large hands cover my hips and turn my body slightly to the side. I let Jaxson load an arrow as I watch how to do it and then get into position. 
 
    “Right, try to aim at the target, when you’re ready, you fire the arrow like a gun.” He tells me, showing me where to press the button. I breathe in Jaxson’s wood like scent to calm myself before he moves away. The first three times I shoot, I miss the target altogether and I hear Jaxson’s chuckle. 
 
    “No worries lass, I still get my brownies for this wasted time.” He says as I load another three arrows. I ignore him or try to as my anger builds. I close my eyes this time, just listening to the forest and then move my body. I don’t know what happens but I feel a peace quiet fall over me as I fire the next shot. I fire all three before I realised I’ve done it and Jaxson’s deep voice snaps me out of my dream-like state. 
 
    “Winter, how the hell did you do that?” He says, wonder filling his tone. I look back at him as he looks around the empty training yard. I blink in confusion when I see all my arrows have hit the target. Dead centre. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I mumble as I put the crossbow down. 
 
    “I think I do, hold on, I have another idea,” Jaxson says and runs back around the training building. I pull my arrows out the targets as I wait for him to come back. When he does he has two small daggers in his hands. 
 
    “Come here Winter,” He tells me. I don’t bother arguing with him and move to stand next to him, about a hundred yards away from the targets. I watch in fascination as Jaxson throws the daggers and they hit the targets, a perfect hit in the middle as well.  
 
    “Do it slower,” I tell him, understanding that he wants me to throw them like him. He nods and gets the daggers and repeats what he did. Slowing his arm movements down so I can see how he throws them. 
 
    “Your turn.” Jaxson hands me the daggers when he comes back. 
 
    “You’re good at this,” I comment as I take the daggers. 
 
    “I’m more than just good at many weapons; my sword is my most preferred choice of weapon.” He tells me. 
 
    “Can I see your sword?” I ask him, trying to keep the dirty thoughts from that sentence. 
 
    “I would love to show you my sword anytime, it’s in my bedroom.” He winks at me, my jaw drops open at his flirting and I stutter. 
 
    “Err I don’t know.” 
 
    “I’m messing with you Winter, now throw them.” He tells me, a smirk on his face at my red cheeks. I try to ignore him as I take his place and get ready to throw the daggers. I remember the calm I felt and again, I hit both the targets. Dead in the centre of them. 
 
    “I know what we are practising next time,” Jaxson tells me as he gets the daggers. 
 
    “How is it possible?” I ask him and he looks away from me. 
 
    “Lessons are over. See you around.” Jaxson walks off and just before he steps out of sight he stops and turns, 
 
    “Don’t forget my brownies lass.” He says and walks away. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Atticus 
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    "You have three months until the wedding Atticus." My mother's voice rings across the throne room, seconds after I travel into the cold empty room. A shimmer of air next to my leg, tells me that one of my familiars followed me back. I look down at Mags grey eyes and run a hand over her head. 
 
    "Excuse me? You’re joking right?" I ask her. Mags pushes against my side in comfort. I look down at Mags, as she is currently in her true form. Mags look kind of like a white tiger but two large pronounced teeth that drop from her mouth and a tail full of spikes. I remember telling Winter about my two cats, they do look like big cats when they are wearing their glamour’s. All powerful witches have a familiar; I’m the first to have two. I didn't lie about how I found Mags; she really was dumped into a load of magazines as new-born. Familiars are a type of sub-demon and come out of the underworld when they sense their owner needs them.  
 
    "I'm not marrying anyone, I found the girl. The girl from the," 
 
    She cuts me off and shouts, 
 
    "I don't believe that rubbish, where was the Goddess when all the new-born royal males died in our arms until you! Where was the Goddess when the angels attacked us?"  
 
    "We have a truce with them now and she cannot change everything," I mutter.  
 
    "A truce I made! Not her! Your Goddess didn't save your father’s life when an angel took his head." She says and I see the tears this time. With a sigh, I go over to her and pull her into a hug. 
 
    "I know you don't believe in her anymore, but I do and marrying someone else won't give us a true future," I tell her as she sobs. My mother is a powerful woman who rules on her own. When my father died, they expected her to stand down and let one of my male second cousins to take the throne until I'm of age. They have no royal blood but they are married into our family so they could have been accepted. My mother scoffed at the idea and held an arena fight. I was only one at the time and she fought twenty heirs to keep the throne. No one challenged her again and when she got a truce with the angels, the witches respected her. My mother never remarried, despite our council trying to demand that she does, I know she didn’t because she loved my father. They were that couple that stories are written about. 
 
    "It's just a marriage; the dark witch’s queen is young and very beautiful. You can still mate permanently with someone else." She says, offering a different deal. 
 
    "I don't want that mother. I love you but don't make me choose." I tell her. 
 
    "I can delay the wedding but I can't stop it. The witches want us to all work together. Having two different leaders isn't working anymore. We share this earth; we can't risk a war against our own kind." She tells me. 
 
    She pulls away from my hug and walks to one of the large windows, which overlook our secret city. My mother looks every bit the queen in her long green dress and circular black crown on her head of blonde hair. Surprisingly the dark witches have a white crown that they made, as well as a fake queen to wear it. The crown my mother wears was rumoured to have been made for the witches by the Goddess. The vampires, angels and wolves also have crowns that make the true owner stronger. I've only ever seen my mothers and the vampire kings crown. They look similar but ours has twirls that hold up the four black stones around the crown. The vampire king is a dark red colour and has deep red stones instead. Their crown is made of thorns. 
 
    "I do everything I can to protect you Atticus. I fear there is something far worse coming for our kind. We won't make it out of this new threat without being united. I won't lose you, my son." She says.  
 
    "Is it the vampire king?" I ask her, moving closer to her side. 
 
    "Yes, he has started something he can't stop. He is a foolish, evil man and he will regret his actions in the end." She whispers to the window. 
 
    "What has he done?" I demand.  
 
    "I cannot tell you." She tells me firmly and walks towards the doors that open for her without being touched. 
 
    "I have a wedding to postpone; I believe you have a mate to chase. If there is a Goddess around, we need her help for what will come. I don't wish you unhappy son." She says, her words echoing around the throne room before she walks out. I stand next to the two gold thrones in the empty room for a long time. The wide windows don't feel as open as they did when I got here, in fact, I feel like someone is trying to suffocate me. I call my power and imagine Wyatt’s living room, it takes a second for me to feel my body disappearing and reappearing in front of the fake fireplace. 
 
    "Oh god Drake," I hear from behind me and I turn to see Drake, thankfully full clothed, feeding on Alex's neck on the sofa. Alex's eyes meet mine and she screams.  
 
    "Shit I didn't mean to interrupt; I swear I'm not into watching people," I say and close my eyes. 
 
    "Get out," Drake says and I open my eyes to see them both sitting up on the sofa. Alex is bright red and I'm trying not to laugh. 
 
    "No can do. As much as Drake doesn’t turn me on, I need to stay and see Wyatt." I say and Alex chuckles into Drakes shoulder as she holds him back from trying to hit me. 
 
    "Wyatt is feeding in the kitchen," Drake growls and I laugh; I walk out before he actually decides to hit me.  
 
    Wyatt’s apartment is one of those new shiny places that he is anal about being clean. I don't like things being messy but every time I'm here I can't help myself by moving stuff around. I chuckle when I see his bedroom and I slip inside.  
 
    I find his box of stupidly expensive watches that he loves and I move them into his en suite, I use my magic to hang each one on the curtain rail. After a chuckle, I leave to find Wyatt. The small things really piss him off, like the time that it took him a month to find his expensive wine collection. I moved them all into his garage and he said they were all one of a kind. I left them inside his spare car and I really didn't think it would take him so long to find them. It was a funny month of him trying to kill me. 
 
    Wyatt is drinking a bag of blood when I come in, his eyes doing that weird thing where they turn all silver.  
 
    "The silver is creepy dude," I tell him as I open his fridge, grabbing a bottle of orange juice out and drinking it. Most vampires’ eyes are dark brown all the time and change red when they feed. Wyatt is weird.  
 
    "Atti, what do I owe the pleasure?" He asks when he is finished and throws the empty bag in the bin. I ignore him to go through his cupboards until I find his Oreo’s.  
 
    "Don't be a prick, not those," Wyatt says behind me and I watch in amusement as he knocks me out the way and takes his Oreo’s back. 
 
    "You’re holding them like they’re your babies, you have a problem, Wyatt." I tell him.  
 
    "Whatever." He glares at me and punches me on the arm as he puts his Oreo’s back and stands in front of the cupboard. 
 
    "Mother is planning my wedding, she said she would postpone it but I think we need to tell Winter everything. I need a mate to get out of this or at least take Winter to my city and,"  
 
    "I know, believe me, I get it. She isn't ready to hear everything yet." He interrupts. 
 
    "I can't marry a dark witch; I think it's stupid to keep her in the dark about us. About what she is." I tell him, trying to make him see. 
 
    "Soon Atti, I will tell her soon about me and then sort everything else. I know she has been around wolves a lot recently. I want to see if she can change Jaxson’s mind." Wyatt says. 
 
    "I think she already has. He hasn't hurt her." I tell him. 
 
    "Not yet," Wyatt replies gently. 
 
    “I heard from a little birdy that he is still planning his mating with that wolf,” I tell Wyatt. 
 
    “It was one of your witches that said they should be together.” He replies, a slightly distasteful look in my direction. 
“It’s a load of bull, that wolf’s parents must have paid a pretty penny for them to say that. Mating with Jaxson would be most wolves dream come true for their child.” I tell him. 
 
    “Let’s hope he realises what he is doing, sooner rather than later.”  He says. 
 
    “He will,” I say. Well, I hope he will. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Fifteen 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    The next two weeks pass uneventfully; as I train with Jaxson three times a week and I go on dates with Wyatt on the weekends. I’ve seen Atti twice after the first time we met, once when he turned up at the café I was having lunch at. The other time was when he invited himself to dinner with me and Wyatt. Wyatt doesn’t seem to mind his light personality and carefree attitude, even with the long hugs goodbye. 
 
    My classes are ending this week and I finally get to go home next week. A whole two weeks of mums cooking and relaxing, with no boy issues.  No worrying about the fact I’m crushing on four guys, at least Atti and Dabriel aren’t hanging out with me all the time. Wyatt’s little kisses have become beyond frustrating but I understand that he wants us to go slow. 
 
    My training with Jaxson has become so tense, I can hardly stand to go if it wasn't for the fact he believes he owes me and wants to train me, and I wouldn't go. I remember last week, as he took off his shirt as it was wet with sweat and I nearly drooled all over his rock hard abs. He has that amazing v that goes down to a little patch of hair I saw, 
 
    I slam into a rock wall as I am walking out of class not looking where I'm going. I lift my gaze to see that I bumped into Harris, not an actual wall. Although he felt like it. 
 
    "Whoa look out." He laughs, holding my shoulders and pushes me out of his chest. I laugh too. 
 
    "Sorry, I was thinking about going home next week," I say slightly lying but Harris doesn't know that. 
 
    "Cool but it's only Monday, you have a while yet. Oh, we have a sort of party this weekend, I don't know if you’re going but I could give you a ride." He stumbles a little and blushes. 
 
    "I will ask Jaxson if I can come and if he says yes, then I will. I don't want to over stay my welcome with your pack." I whisper the end part as some people pass us.  
 
    "You saved one of our pups, you won't over stay your welcome anytime soon Winter and you’re pack to us." He mutters to me with a look.  
 
    "Alright but I'm still checking," I say with a smile at him, while he shakes his head with a bigger smile. I give Harris a small hug before saying goodbye and driving back to my apartment. 
 
    "Alex, can I come in?" I ask knocking her door, she has been ill for a few days. She didn't come to class today and I'm getting worried about her.  
 
    Drake opens the door with his usual cold stone face but he looks tired.  
 
    "She is feeling better; it’s just a nasty bug." He tells me with a hand waving me into her room. She does look better, as she eats a sandwich, sitting in the middle of her bed. Alex room is covered in everything purple you could think of and she has always been like this. I smile as I sit on her purple bed sheets of her metal framed bed. She looks like a purple princess, as she leans back on big glittery purple cushions. She is wrapped in a bright purple dressing gown and the hood is up. 
 
    "How are you feeling?" I ask as she smiles at me and takes the hood down. She does look better; honestly, she looks better than usual. Her red hair looks shinier and her skin looks golden. I want to ask if she is wearing makeup because her eyelashes look longer and her lips look like she has on a pale lipstick. 
 
    "Better, sorry if I worried you." She picks up my hand and gives it a squeeze. Her eyes flash black for second before she looks at Drake at the door. When she looks back at me, they are normal brown colour. I must be seeing things. 
 
    "No problem," I say hugging her slightly before letting her finishing eating in peace. 
 
    Drake stands just out the door like he can't stand to leave her when I walk out. 
 
    "Thanks for looking after her." I say to him, trying to ignore the slight distasteful look he gives me.  
 
    "I will always look after her, you need not worry Winter." He says like he expects me to agree with him. 
 
    "You best do or I will hunt your ass down." I point a finger at him as he smirks at me. A low chuckle fills his mouth before he holds it in. 
 
    "I have no doubt." The bastard says while he is trying not to laugh.  
 
    My phone rings as Drake walks into Alex’s bedroom, and I go to my own to answer it.  
 
    "Hey," I answer; I really should start looking at who it is ringing me before I just swipe it open. 
 
    "It's me, training in about an hour? I have to do something tomorrow. So I can't do our usual day." Jaxson’s gruff voice says down the phone. 
 
    "That's fine; I was only finishing some grade work that I can do tomorrow instead," I tell him. 
 
    “Why don’t you just text?” I ask. 
 
    “I don’t like using phones at all, I don’t text.” He says seriously and I try not to giggle but I’m sure he heard me. 
 
    "Can you drive out here? My truck is playing up; I can borrow someone else's if you want." He says in a clipped tone. I must have pissed him off; the thought only makes me want to laugh a little more. 
 
    "No I will drive, it's cool," I say. 
 
    "See you Winter," He says in a more annoyed tone before putting the phone down. I chuckle thinking I've at least improved in his mind from just putting the phone down, I now get a 'see you'.  
 
    I put on my black yoga pants and just a sports bra today because it's boiling outside today. The weather forecast a heat wave, in England is rare but nice. It's a shame I can't just sunbathe all day.  
 
    I decide to pull into a local bakery on the way and I walk in to look at the selection. I choose some brownies and blueberry muffins. I get a few of each so I can give everyone some when I give Jaxson his brownies. Hopefully chocolate will make him forgive me for laughing. I know I would accept chocolate as a sorry. Hell, Jaxson would probably like a chocolate covered daggers but I don’t think I can find them in a few minutes. A warm hand on my back stops my inner rambling and I turn around in the queue I’m waiting in to pay. Dabriel is standing behind me, looking like a normal college kid. His lovely hair is covered up with the basketball cap he has on backwards and he is wearing a normal top and jeans. I can’t believe how much hotter he looks like this, my eyes literally can’t stop looking over his body. His arms are out and there are weird white symbol’s tattooed like bracelets around his wrists. I swear that they are glowing white for a second but a quick shake of my head and they disappear altogether. I really think I need some more sleep today. 
 
    “Winter, you are looking as stunning as ever.” He tells me.  
 
    “Dab,” I smile at him and he pulls me into a hug, as he whispers in my ear. 
 
    “I’m not allowed to be here, to warn you, but you need to trust me. You cannot go to the party. I don’t know which party but death is chasing you. Be safe for me Winter.” He says and let’s go. I watch in confusion as he walks away. 
 
    “Dab, what are you talking about?” I shout and he doesn’t look back as he walks out. A few people stare at me but it’s like they didn’t notice Dab was here. You couldn’t miss a guy like that. My palms sweat as I wonder what he was talking about. The only party I can think of is the wolf one, and I don’t think I’m invited anyway. What the hell was he talking about, death is chasing me?  
 
    I’m half tempted to call Wyatt and ask if Dabriel is crazy but it’s my turn to get my cakes and I decide to leave it. 
 
    Dead on an hour later, I pull up at the main house. A few young boys with their mother walk past my car, looking in interest before their mother shouts at them. 
 
    "We don't stare at human girls, let's go."  
 
    "Why not?" The first boy asks. All the times I’ve been here, I haven’t seen any girl children running around. A lot of boys like these ones but not girls. It really strange to see. 
 
    "It's not allowed, she shouldn't be here." The mother says looking directly at me now. It's clear she knows my windows are down and I can hear every word she says. The boys look down and follow their mum, walking away into the woods. 
 
    I lock my car before walking up to the two 'guard' wolf’s at the front door. I'm just about to knock when the door is opened for me by Freddy, who pulls me into a strong hug. 
 
    "Hey, little wolf," I say. 
 
    "Hey I'm not little, I missed seeing you around the pack, Winter. Uncle J wouldn't let me come to see you after the meal. He made Anna watch me when you were here so I wouldn’t be able to sneak in." He says with a little blush and I mess up his hair as I speak. 
 
    "That sucks but I'm okay, I promise," I tell him. 
 
    "Good. I don't want you to leave us." He says, his eyes filled with emotions and I just want to hug him, and say I’m never leaving. 
 
    "That enough Freddy," Fergus says sternly, coming to join us on the porch which now feels very small.  
 
    "Jaxson is waiting for you in the training cabin," Fergus tells me as he lays a hand on Freddy’s shoulder. A kind smile on his face as he looks at Freddy. 
 
    "Right, well I will see you around Freddy." I mutter to him and gently hug him under the watchful stare of Fergus before walking away. I forgot the cakes, so I quickly get them out the car before walking to the training cabin. 
 
    I find Jaxson hitting the shit out of a punching bag as I walk in. His back goes stiff as he notices me in the room, even if I didn't make any sound. 
 
    "Winter." He says as a welcome as he wipes the sweat of his head and stares at me. His gaze dips down my body as his eyes darken.  
 
    “I brought you a sorry gift, well one. The rest are for your family.” I say holding up the bag. Jaxson takes the bag, and he chuckles as he sees the food. He eats two of the brownies while I put my phone on the side and tie my hair up in a ponytail. I watch as he puts the bag of food on a bench and walks back to me. I suppose I’m not getting a thank you for those. 
 
    "So, what have you got planned today wolfman?" I joke using the nickname he hates, as I try to ignore the building tension in the room between us. 
 
    "Hand to hand combat only today, after you warm up." He says looking away from me, as I start stretching.  
 
    "Come on then teach." I taunt him, as I step onto the mats he has laid out for us.  
 
    "Sure." He growls running at me and I feign left before sharply turning right to avoid him hitting me. Not that he ever has, he always stops seconds away from me, like he couldn’t hurt me. 
 
    "Good but faster," He says as he catches me around the waist and I slip under his arm, and out of his reach. We avoid each other a few more times before I see him move more to my right. I go to hit his midsection but I miss, and he flips me effortlessly onto my back. I swing my legs out as he grins and he lands with a bang on the mat next to me.  
 
    Jaxson rolls on top of me, holding my hands above my head as he smiles. 
 
    "That was good." His breaths heavily, as a wave of arousal hits me as I feel all of him pressed tightly against me.  
 
    Jaxson growls before he kisses me, a kiss I wasn’t expecting and I don’t have the power to stop. The man kisses me like a man possessed and I can do nothing but accept him. My mind goes hazy as he tastes amazing and his kisses are perfection. A few seconds or hell years later, I don't know, Jaxson jumps off me and walks away swearing under his breath. 
 
    "Shit, I'm sorry I shouldn’t have done that." He slams a hand into the wall. The wooden cabin shakes and the floor starts lightly shaking. I catch a glimpse of his glowing green eyes and I know he is close to losing it. I don’t think as I reply to him. 
 
    "You’re sorry? You going to tell me I’m a mistake next?" I say tensely. 
 
    "You should be sorry, fuck I don’t want this. This stupid fucking prophecy, I," He frowns at running his hand through his hair as he stops talking and the ground stops shaking. The door to the training room slams open and Fergus comes in with a frown on his face as he looks at us both. I’m sure with my swollen lips and Jaxson angry face; he can tell what has happened. I can’t forget the extra sense of smell wolves have. 
 
    "I need a word, now Jax." He says walking out.  
 
    "Come on, you can wait in the house while we chat," Jaxson says walking away from me, as my hand finds its way to my lips. I shake away the ground-breaking kiss and follow a very tense looking Jax into the house. He leaves me in the massive living room as he goes into another room in the hallway. After a minute I know I need to use the bathroom, so I go to the door I saw Jax go into and lift my hand to knock but then I hear, 
 
    "You could smell the arousal from both of you a mile away Jax. Have you forgotten you’re soon to be mate?" Fergus shouts and Jax doesn't say anything as Fergus continues, 
 
    "She is human! The prophecy makes it damn clear what will happen and it could be her, and for what? A good fuck?"  
 
    "Don't speak about her like that brother. She doesn't have anything to do with the prophecy." Jax shouts causing me to flinch. A loud growl fills the house. 
 
    “She could destroy us all!” Fergus bellows in a loud growl. 
 
    "Do I have to remind you who your mother was? No one but me knows and you of all people shouldn't be around a human. You need to kill her. I'm certain it's her and the others will find her. If they haven’t already." Fergus says, muttering the end part. I hear the loud growling getting louder. 
 
    "No one will harm her!" Jaxson shouts and I hear a large something or person slam into the wall by the door, making me jump back. 
 
    "Put me down, it's too late. You’re already protecting her and you know it’s her, don’t you? I can kill her for you; it needs to be done before it’s too late." Fergus weak voice says like someone is cutting off his oxygen supply. I have a good idea who is. 
 
    I back away not wanting to hear anymore and run to the training room to get my bag. What the hell so they think I am? What is the prophecy about, that makes them want to kill me? I wouldn't harm anyone let alone destroy them like Fergus said. 
 
    I grab my bag and turn to see Esta, shutting the training room door behind her.  
 
    "I'm leaving, I can’t deal with you right now." I say to her and going to walk past her when she shocks me by pushing me hard. I fly across the room, hitting my side on the floor. Fuck that hurt. My head bangs off the floor and the room spins as I hear her boots clicking on the floor as Esta walks over to me. 
 
    "You think you can have my mate?" She screeches, as she paces in front of me. I lean up on an elbow feeling pain radiate through my side. That is going to bruise, I think or maybe it’s a broken rib or two. She rants on before I start listening to what she is saying. 
 
    "If I kill you, I can say you attacked me. They would believe me." She says to herself, as she pulls off her coat. 
 
    "I'm leaving and you won’t kill me because you don’t even believe your own words.  You know they won’t believe you, they will know you acted in jealously. Is Jaxson even worth this, killing me? Risking your own life?" I say getting to my feet and walking around her as fast as I can. 
 
    "Wait." She says too sweetly and I turn in time to see her body convulse before turning into a grey wolf, as pieces of her clothing go flying in every direction. The wolf growls loudly at me as it lowers its head and stretches its paws out, looking ready to jump on me. If she wasn’t trying to kill me and I wasn’t shaking so hard, I would say her grey wolf is really a beautiful sight. 
 
    By the time I realise I’m being stupid by just standing here, I scream out for Jaxson and run to the door. I see Esta jump and I fall to the left as she slams into the wall by the door, knocking her head. I run the final few steps and pull the door open. I run fast as I can outside. I realise straight away how stupid it was to leave the room full of weapons for an open field. 
 
    "Jaxson," I scream again, as I run toward the main house. The loud growl behind me is all the warning I get before something strong knocks me to the ground. I roll over after I fall, to see a jaw full of large teeth growling at me. I hear noises around me but everything goes blank as she leans back to bite my neck and finish my life. Then the ground starts shaking underneath me and Esta stops for a second, her eyes meeting mine and the fear is clear throughout them. I close my eyes when I see her mind is made up. 
 
     A whoosh of air hits my face, as I open my eyes and look over to see Esta over by the tree on my left. I watch as she shifts back and I turn my gaze to the massive black wolf standing in front of me. The wolf is huge, maybe four times as big as me and his massive face turns to me. I shake as he comes over and nudges me gently with his mouth full of sharp looking teeth. I look up into his eyes recognising Jaxson and I sigh, just being near him is relaxing me. The ground stops shaking and Jaxson licks my neck, I can’t help the little chuckle that comes out of me as I stroke his face. Despite being terrified, being around Jaxson is like a false sense of safety. I should be scared of him after what I heard but I’m not. I know he would defend me and I’m not sure if I want him to. What if he gets hurt trying? 
 
    "Jaxson, she is dangerous. Let me kill her!" Esta screams as I tense up. Jaxson wolf shimmer’s slightly before a very naked Jaxson is sitting in front of me, with a worried face. My face turns red as I try not to look down at him, as he turns to face Esta, who is annoyingly perfect in her naked human form. I do sneak a look at Jaxson’s perfect ass before looking away. 
 
    "She is my pack, I protect her and you won't hurt her Esta." He warns, a low growl coming out his mouth. 
 
    "She isn't yours. I'm to be your mate, not some human!" she shouts. Her words causing a pain my heart like no other. 
 
    "I don't have to explain myself to you. Don't cross me again Esta, you won't like it." He replies, not denying that he is still going to mate with her. Her eyes meet mine across the grass, sorrow and pain are written in her eyes. As well as a lot of heartbreak, it’s never really crossed my mind that Esta really might love Jaxson. The thought doesn’t sit well with me, I never wanted to hurt anyone by falling for Jaxson, but it looks like I have. 
 
    Esta shifts fluidly into her wolf, she whines at us once before running through the woods, away from us. Jaxson thanks Anna, who comes running over with some jeans and a top for Jaxson. As he changes, she rushes to me, helping me up. 
 
    "Are you alright? Do you need a hospital?" She says quickly while checking me over for injuries.  
 
    "No, I'm just going home," I say looking away from them both, as I remember Jaxson and his brother talking. I should stay away, no matter what I feel for Jaxson. I can't be around him knowing that they think I’m someone I’m not. Jaxson stares at me and me at him. We don’t talk as he opens his mouth a few times to speak but no one voices any words. I turn and leave my heart breaking as I know I have to leave him. He won’t be happy with me around and he can’t be with me. I don’t want to hurt Esta, it’s different for her and at the end of the day I’m just a human. 
 
    "Wait, Winter." Jaxson shouts as I get into my car. Not wanting to talk, I lift my eyes to see his as he runs over to me. I start my car and drive off. The tears fall, as my heart breaks, the thought that one kiss will never be enough runs through my mind. I try to stop it; I have to remember that he isn't mine. Jaxson will never be.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
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    "Where is she?" A man cries, making me flinch as I open my eyes to the chaos before me. Elissa is in the tight grip of a brown-haired man; he is tall and built like a guy that loves the gym. They are both wearing the strange clothing from all the dreams but he has a crown on his head. The crown is the matching one to the one Elissa wears but it’s a dark blue colour. I can’t see his face from where I am, but it’s clear he is older than me. It's the same bedroom as before but everything is ruined, smoke fills the room from the empty archways. The sounds of screams fill the air as I glance back at the large man. He is covered in blood and shaking Elissa, who looks defeated but not scared. 
 
    "You’ll never find her, she is safe from you. The prophecy will come true because of you." She smiles gently at him. 
 
    It can't be the same one Jaxson was talking about, what the hell? These can't be real.  
 
    The man growls loudly, as the sound fills the room, so does the smoke from the empty archways. I spot a wolf running past in the corridor, covered in blood. 
 
    "She is my child, mine! You are my queen and my mate but I will kill you if you don't give her back to me." He shouts into her face. Elissa is far braver than I ever thought, as she doesn’t back down, in fact, his words make her face harden. 
 
    "I have seen it all, you would kill her and me regardless. I will save my child." She whispers as the man lifts the large sword at his side.  
 
    "Then rot in death Goddess and know that I’m the last God on this earth. She will be mine and we will rule." He says before pushing the sword through her stomach. I watch in horror as he slowly pulls the sword out, holding it high at his side as her blood drips onto the floor from his hand. The man lets her drop to the floor, before walking out not looking back once at the beautiful women he just killed, I never get to see his face.  
 
    I try to push against the hold I have to get to her because for some reason I’m desperate to not let the stranger die alone. It doesn't work as I watch the blood pour out the woman onto the cold white flooring. 
 
    Her eyes meet mine as we stare at each over the room and her voice fills my head.  
 
    "She is safe." Her voice filled with happiness as she stares at me when her eyes turn empty, I feel her soul leave the room before I start to scream. 
 
    I wake up screaming and battling my quilts off me as the only sound of my pounding heart fills the room. My door slams open and to my surprise, Wyatt runs in with Alex on his heels. 
 
    "Are you ok?" He asks, looking around my room for danger. 
 
    "Sorry yeah, just a bad dream," I say trying to calm myself down.  He comes over and gives me look over and kisses my forehead. 
 
    "Oh honey, they have never been this bad before," Alex says, coming over to give me a little hug. 
 
    "I know but I'm really ok," I whisper to her and she gives me a nod. A ringing noise beeps in the background, sounding worrying like the fire alarm, as Alex runs out the room shouting, 
 
    "Shoot, I forgot the pancakes."  
 
    I shake my head at the thought of my best friend attempting to cook anything edible, she and I are the reason takeaways make so much money. I suddenly remember Wyatt is here in my apartment and I smile at him.  
 
    "So what are you doing here? I have class in," I check my clock on the wall. 
 
    "Two hours," I say, cringing at the fact I’m wearing an old tatty shirt that is stuck to me with sweat. I pull my covers closer around me and Wyatt just smirks like he can read my mind. Wyatt looks good today in black shorts and a black shirt, his sunglasses slipped in the top of his shirt. 
 
    "I was invited to breakfast but I think I might pass now." He laughs and I enjoy the nice sound. I get out of my bed and flinch at the pain of my ribs on my one side, where I was thrown yesterday. Wyatt, never missing anything about me, strides over with a worried face.  
 
    "Lift your top." He demands. I raise an eyebrow at his demand, not sure how to take this serious Wyatt. I am way too aware I don’t have any bottoms on and if I did what he asked, I would be showing him my terrible yellow knickers. 
 
    "Just so I can see where you’re in pain." He chuckles. 
 
    "I fell in self-defence class last night, it's nothing," I mutter. 
 
    “I’m not leaving until I see how bad it is.” Wyatt crosses his arms. 
 
    “I’m not showing you my knickers.” I glare at him. I suppose I could just put some trousers on but I really don’t want to be moving right now. 
 
    “I won’t look at those until you invite me to take them off, trust me.” He asks moving closer and gently running a hand down my arm. The thought of him taking my knickers off, has me blushing redder than a tomato. 
 
    I sigh watching his stubborn face before pulling my shirt up and he takes a long intake of breath. 
 
    "Winter, fuck you look like you've broken a rib." He says. I don’t look up at him as I pull my top down. 
 
    "I'm fine." I wave him off, as he looks at me with a slightly angry expression.  
 
    “You’re not; I have some cream that works wonders on bruises. I'll bring it to you after I go home.” He tells me and I nod. 
 
    "Your phone has been ringing like mad, some people called Jackass and Harris. I picked it up to bring it to you before you screamed."  He offers me the phone. I don’t answer his unsaid question about the jackass number; I can’t tell him I put that in there for Jaxson, before I got to know him. I should really change it back before he sees it. I'll end up having to buy him more than a couple of brownies for forgiveness. My heart contracts as I remember that I can’t see him anymore, I honestly forgot about everything that happened. These dreams are doing a number on me, and intensely hot guys coming into my room first thing in the morning. That doesn’t help. 
 
    "Thanks, Wyatt,” I say. 
 
     I accept my phone from him to see there are a ton of missed calls and voice messages from both Harris and Jaxson. I don’t want to listen to them because I can’t hear his voice, no matter what he has to say. 
 
    "They are some guys from my class; it's likely they haven't done the paper due tomorrow," I say trying to keep my eyes on the floor. When I look up, Wyatt’s eyes narrow at my lie but he just groans shaking his head.  
 
    "I'm going to help your friend." He walks away looking dejected. 
 
    "Are you ok?" I ask reaching out to stop him leaving. 
 
    "I don't do relationships but I'm incredibly jealous at the moment. I've only felt this way once and I don't know how to be around you Winter." He pulls me gently into his arms and places a kiss on my head. 
 
    "Who was the other person?" I ask being nosy, but at the same time, I don't know what to say to him about feeling jealous. We aren't in a relationship and he hasn't asked me for anything other than a few kisses yet. It was him that suggested we take things slow. 
 
    "My childhood friend turned girlfriend for a short while. She passed away a while ago." He says, looking so sad that I go to him. I wrap my arms around his waist and rest my head on his chest. His arms tighten around me. 
 
    "I'm sorry," I say squeezing him tightly. 
 
    "I put her in danger, being near me is danger and well, I don't know how to push you away." He says with a frown. 
 
    "What do you mean?" I ask looking up at him in confusion. 
 
    "Hey guys, we are going to the café in town for breakfast. I'm not trying to cook again." Alex shouts down the hallway before she gets to my door. She smiles fondly at me from the doorway. I try not to chuckle at the black ash on her cheek. Her hair is all over the place and she looks flustered. 
 
    "Babe, you could have let me help," Drake says coming behind her and wrapping her in his arms. She melts against him, reminding me how I'm in Wyatt’s arms and I somehow forgot because it feels right. 
 
    "Shush you." She mutters to him. I watch as he wipes her cheek clean and she looks up at him adoration. They both seem to have forgotten we are here. I read about this kind of love, a love that makes you forget anything else in the world. A love that can stop time for you and them. I feel lucky just to be able to see it.  
 
    "Sounds good, we can meet you there. I'm sure Winter needs to get ready." Wyatt says, his warm breath moving my hair. I look up at Wyatt as he talks, everything about him draws me in. I know I’m falling for him, even if I don’t want to, I don’t want to be vulnerable. I finally pull my gaze from Wyatt to Alex and Drake. 
 
    "I won't be long," I say, narrowing my eyes at her wagging eyebrows. I know she loves finding me hugging Wyatt, it’s like her grand scheming has finally planned out. 
 
    I quickly shower before drying my hair and dressing in three-quarter length jeans, and Batman top. I a huge fan of the muscular, deep speaking man, I don’t care who judges me for it. I find Wyatt sitting on my sofa, typing on his phone, looking like a hot model in a photo shoot. His blonde hair is a little longer than we met now and falls down his forehead. Wyatt looks up reminding me so much of how my feelings for him are as strong as they are for Jaxson. Should I tell Wyatt I let someone else kiss me?  
 
    His dark eyes lift taking me in, a slight lift of his lips at the Batman symbol. 
 
    "Beautiful as always Winter, I believe I’ve seen Atti in a terrible shirt like yours." He says looking away from me as a shimmer of pain hits his handsome face.  
 
    "What was she like?" I ask, calmly going to sit next to him. I can’t explain it but I feel like he needs to talk to me about her. To be honest, I feel like he is hiding so much of himself from me. I want him to let me in, I need him too. 
 
    "She was a wild cat. I can’t explain her, no one could really but she didn't deserve her ending and I would do anything to change it." He drops his head as he speaks. 
 
    "It's not your fault." I remind him, I take his hand wanting to comfort him.  
 
    "Let’s go." Wyatt stands with his whole body tense, as he pushes my hand away.  
 
    "Sorry, I didn't mean to," He cuts me off by saying,  
 
    "You don't know a thing Winter." He walks out expecting me to follow. I take my time getting my stuff and locking the door, so he has time to calm down. How did she die and what was her name? 
 
    Why do I have a bad feeling that Wyatt feels responsible for her death?  
 
    Wyatt is sitting inside his car when I come out, and I go to the passenger side to open the door. 
 
    Sliding into the seat, I do up my seatbelt up as he drives; his hands grip the steering wheel so hard I'm worried he will break it. The tension is strong as he drives us to the cafe. I go to get out the car and Wyatt finally says. 
 
    "I'm sorry, I just feel guilty for the way I'm looking at you, the way I looked at Demi." He speaks her name softly. A brief glimmer of jealously ripples through me before I realise I’m getting jealous of a dead woman. 
 
    "She wouldn't want that if she loved you," I say. I let myself out the car not waiting for him, as I walk in. Honestly, I’m not sure what I’m doing. There are too many secrets between us and I can’t be like the girl he is clearly remembering. 
 
    "Winter, please wait," Wyatt shouts behind me and I jump when he is suddenly in front of me. A brief whoosh of wind is the only sound that I heard in my ears. 
 
    "How did you?" I ask, backing away from him, a little worried now. I know Harris told me about other supernaturals but could I have been dating one the entire time? Is that why I feel like he is different. I look at Wyatt, seeing him in new eyes as everything comes together. I’m so stupid, of course, he is a supernatural and I know which one. It’s clear he is a vampire. The coldness of him, the fast speed and how he seems to struggle to be close to me, I imagine it’s hard to date your food source. Although I could imagine dating chocolate, yep that sounds good. 
 
    "Shit, sorry I didn't mean to," He stops talking suddenly, and grabs my arm, pushing me behind him.  
 
    "Your father wants to see you." A gravely dark voice says behind me. Wyatt’s whole body tenses as he looks over my shoulder. He moves around me, a quiet warning in his eyes as he looks at me once. 
 
    "Fine, let me take," Wyatt starts talking but the gravely speaking man speaks again. 
 
    "Let’s see the pretty food you have there." The man interrupts Wyatt.  
 
    "You will forget that you've ever seen her," Wyatt says, his voice dripping with power. The force of his words blast against my mind, making me want to do what he says. I let out a strangled gasp as I push him out of my head. Wyatt turns to look at me, fear ripping through his expression before I shake my head and he looks away. 
 
    "The king sent me for her and we have your blood in us. Don’t bother with your tricks little prince." The man says. I move slightly around Wyatt to have a look at the man. The man is a very tanned and huge, with a bold head that has a red crown tattooed on the side. He is wearing some kind of all black outfits that has a circle in red on the shirt pocket. I'm too far away to see what it is but it looks like a red crown, like his tattoo. His look is pure evil as he sneers at me and licks his lips. 
 
    "She isn't going anywhere," Wyatt says, his words dripping with a silent warning and crippling power. 
 
    The man laughs at Wyatt’s dark words and before I know what's happening Wyatt has left me to punch the massive guy in the head. The force makes him slam back into a nearby car, sounding the alarm. The other man, who I now can see, is a smaller white guy with greasy black hair. His beady eyes lock onto me and with a speed, I've not seen before, rushes at me. I hold in a very girly squeal as just before he grabs me, he is pulled from behind and thrown in the same direction as the other guy by Wyatt. 
 
    "Winter trust me alright?" Wyatt says, as he throws me over his shoulder and everything goes blurry. I must have blacked out because the next thing I'm aware of is a soft hand stroking my hair and loud voices. 
 
    "How on earth are we going to explain all of this to her? She will think we are all crazy." Alex says as I become aware it's her who is stroking my hair.  
 
    "I can't stay away from her, I want to but I can't now. He will send someone else and I will have to take her to him. He must think I’ve found my mate or I’m going to turn her."  Wyatt says from not far away. 
 
    "Great," Alex says in a tense voice. 
 
    "Who will?" I ask, opening my eyes and sitting up on my bed. Alex is sat next to me and Wyatt is standing by the door. 
 
    My eyes lock with his as he says,  
 
    "My father, he will know you mean something to me now, and we will want to know about you."  
 
    "Why would he hurt me?" I ask pulling my arm away from Alex, when she tries to hold me back from getting off the bed. 
 
    "Because you’re human and humans are literal chew toys for him, sweetheart." He says with a cold gaze. I feel like I’m under some kind of test as he watches me. 
 
    "And what are you?" I ask, wanting him to tell me. I know the answer and I’m sure he knows I do. 
 
    "A vampire." He answers bluntly and crosses his arms. He has a look like he expects me to start screaming and I raise my eyebrows at him. 
 
    "Hell, you don't even sparkle," I mutter and Alex snorts in laughter behind me. I even see a small smile on Wyatt’s face. 
 
    "No, I don't." He says with a slightly confused look at me. 
 
    "Can you keep me safe?" I ask him. We watch each other for a while before he answers. I repeat all the warnings Harris gave me about vampires being dangerous but I know Wyatt. I know he is dangerous, only a fool wouldn’t pick up on that but not to me. I don’t think he is evil and that’s all that matters. I might have to avoid the family dinners at his house though. 
 
    "You should be asking if you’re safe from me." He finally replies with a small dare on his lips. 
 
    "I know I am," I say firmly. I trust him even if that makes me a fool. Then I am a big fool. 
 
    Wyatt tilts his head to the side before nodding at me. I stay still as he moves closer, his cold hand winding into my hair and he pulls us together until our lips meet. We both sigh at the close contact before he moves away, stopping the kiss. 
 
    "You are." He whispers, the words go through me, with the promise his voice holds.  
 
    "It makes a lot of sense." I laugh to myself. 
 
    "Sorry, why aren't you freaking out? I freaked out when Drake told me. You just believe him?" Alex questions me, standing off the bed to face me. 
 
    "He's not the first supernatural I've met." I wink at her and she frowns. 
 
    "Who?" she asks but I think she is lying. I don’t know how I know that but it’s a sister thing. I know Alex better than I know myself. 
 
    "Yes Winter who? Or what?" Wyatt asks a protective quality to his tone. 
 
    "Would they be safe from you, if I told you?" I ask him. 
 
    "I can't promise you that." He replies, a grim look on his face as he realises I won’t tell him. 
 
    "Then I'm not saying a word, why was I passed out by the way?" I quickly change the subject as his eyes darken.  
 
    "Who Winter?” he asks again, ignoring my question.  
 
    "No," I say holding my chin up high as his eyes start glowing in a similar way that Jaxson does but there so dark instead, almost black like the night. Jaxson’s glows like the earth, so bright that you wish you walk into them. Wyatt’s are dark and almost like you could lose yourself in them if you attempted to get close. 
 
    Wyatt moves so quickly, like a bullet, until he standing right in front of me again. I take a deep breath to calm myself as his smell surrounds me. I get angry that he is pushing this out of me as his stubborn gaze meets mine. 
 
    "I can't make you tell me but I wish you would trust me. I need you to trust me because your mine." He strokes the side of my cheek.  
 
    "I'm not yours Wyatt." I whisper. 
 
    "Not yet but you won’t just belong to me, will you sweetheart?" He whispers back.  I have no idea what he is talking about but he just smiles down at me. 
 
    "They are gone, they will be back.  I don’t think they got Winter’s scent if they did, we would know. If your dad wants to meet her, you can’t fight him on this alone." Drake says as he comes in the room, stopping close to Alex but speaking to directly to Wyatt. 
 
    "Thanks, Drake," Wyatt says finally looking away. I move back next to Alex, who is looking at me with wide eyes. 
 
    "So your boyfriend is a vampire." I try to joke and she laughs. 
 
    "Actually, her mate is." Drake corrects, coming over to kiss her forehead.  
 
    "You’re mated? Like married?" I ask, a little shocked. 
 
    "Yes, I want to tell you but how could I explain it." She says, looking guilty.  
 
    "I understand." I grab her hand, holding it tight. I do understand there would have been no way to explain this all to me unless I had seen it. I’m sad that I didn’t get to celebrate with her but I can’t change the past. 
 
    "How does that work? I mean you’re not a vampire, are you?" I ask Alex. I mean I would have to be a fool not to notice some of her changes. She has always been beautiful but now Alex looks unreal. Everything about her looks shinier and her eyes are brighter. All the supernatural’s I’ve met look different, better looking than normal humans. Even the two guys that tried to just attack me still had those unique qualities. I end up thinking about Dab and Atti. They never looked human but I ignored it, they must be vampires too. It makes sense if they are friends of Wyatt. 
 
    "Alex shares my abilities and lifespan but is still human in some ways. She has to drink blood from me to survive but only needs a little." Drake tells me as Alex leans onto his side. 
 
    “But you all eat human food. I’ve seen you eat normal food,” I inquire to Wyatt, who smiles. 
 
    “We can eat both, but we would die without a few bags of blood a week.” He tells me. 
 
    "So you'll live a long time," I say looking back at Alex, feeling a little sad that she will outlive me.  
 
    "You might too." She whispers to me as she pulls me into a tight hug. I shake my head next to hers. 
 
    "Too tight." I choke out as she squeezes me. 
 
    “That’s what he said,” Wyatt says, I’m so shocked at his joke that I can’t laugh but everyone else does. 
 
    "Shoot sorry." Alex lets go, blushing slightly.  
 
    “You’ve been spending way too much time with Atti, if you’re coming out with that kind of jokes prince,” Drake says, I can hear the smile in his voice. 
 
    "So, do you drink blood from people?" I ask. I remember Harris saying something about a war and if they are against each other then what am I doing in the middle. The big fact is, that they are all fighting and I am human. Shit, this isn't good, I should really stay away from Jaxson, if I just tell him I can't be around him. Hopefully, then he will leave me alone and then no one has to get hurt. Well except me, when I think of not seeing Jaxson again and I feel like being sick. 
 
    "Yes," Wyatt answers staring at me while trying to pick my thoughts apart. 
 
    "Do you kill people?" I ask and Wyatt goes tense.  
 
    "Not to feed, there are blood banks these days but all my kind doesn’t have the same morals.” He tells me. A shiver flutters through me as I remember that guy that attacked me, I remember him calling me food.  
 
    "Do you kill shifters?" I ask and Wyatt moves into my face again. 
 
    “I'm not a good person Winter, not since Demi but I’m not a monster. I don’t kill unless I have too and the shifter war isn’t my war, it’s my fathers." He tells me, I wrap my arms around his waist and press my head into his chest. 
 
    "There's a war, I get it. Please don't kill anyone else that doesn’t deserve it. That is the only thing I can’t forgive you for." I tell him. I can’t blame him for his past but I would blame him for anything else that happens now. 
 
    "I won’t unless I have to Winter.” He tells me, his lips brush against mine softly. 
 
    "Thank you," I say against his cheek as I move so my head is on his chest. 
 
    "Who are you scared I'm going to kill?" He asks running his hands up and down my back, in a soothing motion.  
 
    "My friends," I tell him. 
 
    "They would try to kill me first if they are supernaturals. I imagine the prince of vampires would be good bait for my father." He tells me. I can't help the chuckles that come out. 
 
    "Prince of vampires, I like that, it's funny," I say. 
 
    “I agree, it sounds like something out of a porno. The prince of the Vampires and the sexy human, Part one,” Alex says with a laugh and I laugh with her. 
 
    "You’re seriously crazy." Wyatt grins down at me. 
 
    "Maybe but you like me." I shrug. 
 
    "Your right I do, I have to go and talk to my father. I might be able to persuade him to leave you alone." He tells me. 
 
    "What would he ask from you to do that?" I ask worrying about what Wyatt would do to keep me safe. 
 
    "I don't know." He says, pulling away from me. 
 
    "Please stay in today, the place is guarded against my kind. I need to take Drake with me and Alex should come too. I'll have to call him at home and he will want to ask them about you." Wyatt tells me. I hold in the chuckle at the idea of the king of vampires answering the phone. 
 
    "I will stay here and wait for you to come back." I smile at him. 
 
    "Promise me?" He asks, watching me closely. I don’t know why he asking me, he looks so serious. 
 
    "I don’t have anywhere to go," I say, having the feeling I shouldn’t promise him anything. Wyatt’s eyes glow before he walks out. I hear Alex follows with Drake not far behind them. They shout bye to me as the door slams shut.  
 
    My phone rings again as I groan, falling to the sofa, what the hell have I gotten myself into.  
 
    There are two loud knocks on my door, which instantly makes me tense up, expecting the door to be slammed open. I remember Wyatt’s words about the place being protected and take a deep breath, the men from earlier can’t get in here. I probably don't want to know about how it's protected.  
 
    "It's Katy and Harris. I'm not going to hurt you. I’m not like some crazy ass bitch we know!" She shouts through the door and I pray my neighbours didn't hear the teen shout that. 
 
    I swing open the door, to two worried faces before I get a face full of brown hair as Katy hugs me. 
 
    "I heard what that skank did to you. Don't worry, Jaxson will deal with her. There’s no way he would let her get away with trying to kill you." She says into my ear. 
 
    "Are you ok?" Harris asks from behind her.  
 
    "Yeah, come in." I nod, looking away from him. Should I tell them to stay away as well? I don’t think I can choose between Wyatt and the wolves who all feel like family to me now. Katy lets me go to walk into my kitchen, and straight to the fridge. 
 
    "Ohh, you have the good stuff. Our mother is on a silly diet and our dads just agree to everything she says." She pulls out Alex's chocolate milkshake and some lemon drizzle cake, I made earlier this week. 
 
    "Katy, you can't just walk into people’s houses and eat their food." Harris starts shaking his head as he sits on my sofa. 
 
    "It's alright," I smirk at Katy. 
 
    "She isn't anyone, she is pack," Katy says, with a mouth full of cake. 
 
    "Katy. At least try to be a girl for once. You have cake on your dress." Harris groans.  
 
    "What are you hear for? Not that I mind seeing you." I change the subject as Katy glares at Harris. 
 
    "You weren't in class and I was worried.” He takes my hand and gently squeezes it. 
 
     “This one hid in my back seat, hiding her scent. That’s an annoying trick she has." Harris mutters. 
 
    “It’s cool and you know it. I’m the master at hide and seek in the pack since I got my powers last year.” Katy laughs. 
 
    “How did you know I was coming? I didn’t tell anyone.” He asks Katy. 
 
    "Well, I overheard you were going to see Winter when you was shouting at Jaxson." Katy admits. 
 
    "Why were you shouting?" I ask and Harris blushes a little. 
 
    "I felt he should have protected you better, we all see how he looks at you and you at him." He tells me. I go to correct him but he shakes his head. 
 
    "It's obvious you guys want to be doing the horizontal dance." Katy winks at me, as she hangs her legs over the side of my chair in the lounge. 
 
    "Katy, God you shouldn't even know about this stuff." Harris groans at her. 
 
    "I'm fifteen, not ten." Katy rolls her eyes at his horrified face.  
 
    “Still, just no.” Harris shakes his head. 
 
    “I’m the only teenage girl in our pack; there are five teenage boys my age. What do you think they talk to me about?” Katy laughs as she winds her brother up. 
 
    “I'll tell our dads, they will help me sort that problem out,” Harris says. 
 
    “Fine, whatever.” Katy waves a hand at him, a faint blush on her cheeks. 
 
    “Do you have different dads then?” I ask. 
 
    “Well maybe, we don’t know. My mum has five mates and they are all our dads. I told you we have a low rate of girls being born. There are ten girls in our pack and forty-eight guys. Not all of them are mated but most share one mate.” He says, I’ve never even thought about being with more than one guy but mating five. That’s a new thought, a damn scary one. 
 
    “Okay, I’m not judging but how does it work?” I ask. 
 
    “They all love my mum and she is the boss of them. I’ve never seen them argue and they were all friends for years before they started dating my mum,” Katy tells me. 
 
     “It works,” Harris shrugs.  
 
    “So, how are Jaxson and Esta chosen to be mates?” I ask. 
 
    “This is where it gets complicated, you explain, I need to eat more. I and the sugar in this place need to get to know each other.” Katy tells Harris seriously as she opens a bag of strawberry laces. Harris just shakes his head as she continues to eat her cake and laces at the same time. 
 
    “Alpha’s aren’t known to share. In my mum’s group, there isn’t a leader. They are all the same level of dominance or close to anyway. An alpha would just control any other mates and would see them as a constant challenge. If his mate took another mate, he might kill him, so it has never worked. The other mate would have to be as strong as Jaxson and therefore Esta was chosen just for him. She agreed not to take any other mates.” He tells me. 
 
    "What's the prophecy?" I ask remembering the argument Fergus had with Jaxson. It seems it's the reason I'm told to stay away from them. 
 
    "How did you hear about that?" Harris normally pale skin goes paler. Katy looks up, with a strawberry lace hanging out her mouth. 
 
    "I overheard Jaxson and Fergus arguing," I tell them both. 
 
    "We can't tell you, the alpha has us all under an oath," Katy says looking pale as she eats her food. For all our sakes, I change the subject, even if it pisses me off. 
 
    "Back to Jaxson, he couldn't have known Esta would attack me," I tell them both, it’s not like we planned that kiss. 
 
    "Yeah, he should. Esta is his intended mate and he isn’t meant to want anyone else. They should have mated years ago but he just strings her along." Harris growls. I widen my eyes at the jealously on his face before realising that maybe Harris likes Esta. I guess it’s possible with so little women in the pack. Harris must have grown up with Esta; I don’t know her well enough to know why he would like her. My experiences of her are all shadowed by jealously. 
 
    "What does that exactly mean?" I ask. 
 
    "They were chosen for each other when they were born by a local witch," He says making my stomach feel sick. 
 
    "So they are soul mates." I finish for him. 
 
    "Not always, the witch isn’t always right and I know she was friends with Esta’s parents. I think they paid her to make that choice." Katy says, frowning at my heartbroken face. 
 
    "But sometimes she is right. I could have been getting in the way of something that’s meant to be," I mumble. I remember Esta’s heartbroken face and something I haven’t felt much of before appears, guilt. 
 
    “No Winter. Jaxson could have mated her when they both turned eighteen. Jaxson is twenty-four now and he still hasn’t even tried a relationship with her. If that’s destined to be together, I call bullshit.” Katy says. 
 
    “I still can’t ever be with him, can I?” I ask them, looking out the window as I do because I can’t see anyone’s face when they tell me the answer. 
 
    "No, you can’t. A human wouldn’t survive a mating and his wolf would be too jealous to live without trying to mate to you. Vampires, witches and angels can mate with humans but we can’t. Trust me it’s been tried but it always kills the human. If they don’t mate, the wolf will go crazy and try to kill anyone that looks their human." Harris says before Katy can say anything more. Not wanting them to see how hurt I am I stand up, moving some blankets around and picking up some cups. I should send them away before Wyatt finds out and make them stay away. They both watch me as I take the cups to the kitchen and come back. 
 
    "I should stay away from the pack; I think it's for the best. I'll tell Jaxson but I think you should leave." I tell them, Katy face drops at my words. 
 
    "Your still pack, Jaxson will mate fully with Esta soon and then it will be ok." Harris sounds as heartbroken as I feel. One look at his face shows me how much he struggled with those words. 
 
    "Leave Harris, please." I choke on the last words of my sentence. I can see it’s hard for him but this whole night is feeling like someone is banging a hammer against my heart. 
 
    "Winter," Katy tries to come to me but I shake my head. I see in the corner of my eye as Harris pulls her out my apartment. The shutting of the door slams the final nail in the coffin and I burst into tears sliding down onto the floor.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seventeen 
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    The rest of the night, I spend half sleeping on the sofa and half crying. My phone rings a few times from Jaxson and Wyatt. I can't make myself answer either of them. When the morning light, lights up the room, it burns my dry eyes. I know I need to go to university today, I only have two days left and I missed all of yesterday. I pick up my phone and read the messages from Wyatt, saying that he is picking me up in an hour for class and to call him. I don't call but I force myself off the sofa, leaving my misery behind to shower and change. Once I'm dressed in a turtleneck sweater dress and black knee high- boots, I throw my laptop and class work into my bag. Wyatt doesn't knock, as I'm in the kitchen eating a breakfast bar as he strolls in. His gaze descends my whole body before meeting my eyes and I can almost taste his anger. 
 
    "You had a wolf here; I have smelt a wolf around you for ages but not in your home. Don’t you know not to invite the big bad wolf into your home?" He remarks, his fists tightly clenched as he strolls forward. I almost feel the anger in each step forceful  step until he is standing in front of me, forcing my gaze to look up at him.  
 
    "Do you have any idea how worried I was that you didn't answer?" His gaze is trying to hide the pain that is clearly etched on his face. 
 
    "I'm sorry." I place my hand on his rough stubble on his cheek and he leans into my touch. 
 
    "Sweetheart." He sighs before leaning down and kissing my forehead.  
 
    “I’m scared that he will hurt you again. I don’t want to see your bruises anymore. I bought this cream for you.” He passes me a white tub. My ribs aren’t too sore; I must not have hurt them as bad as I thought. I’ve always healed quickly growing up, so I’m not worried. 
 
    “Thanks but none of my friends did this to me. That I promise you, they wouldn’t hurt me, Wyatt.” I say and pull my shirt up. Wyatt takes a seat, watching me as I rub the green looking cream into my skin. My skin tingles for a second and I watch as a slight glow comes from where my bruises are. 
 
    “What is that?” I ask. 
 
    “It’s from Dabriel. He is good at making things for healing. I don’t know what’s in it but it heals anything very quickly.” Wyatt tells me. 
 
    “It’s magic?” I ask and Wyatt nods for an answer. I pull my shirt down and offer him the tub back. 
 
    “Keep it.” He says and I put in on my coffee table. 
 
    "What did your father ask of you?" I ask him. 
 
    Wyatt moves quickly away from me and stands next to the door.  
 
    "Your safe for now, that's all that matters." He says in a cold tone. The Wyatt I know is lost now and he is cutting me off. 
 
    "Wyatt," I warn. 
 
    "I was going to drive you but I have something to do." He says, his eyes meet mine for a second, long enough for me to see the guilt in them. 
 
    "Wyatt!" I all but shout into the wind, as he disappears out the open door. My worry hits an all-time high as I make my way to class and sit in my seat. Harris waves as he comes in and I wave back, looking around for Alex. She doesn't come to class, which makes me worry more, I try to send a message to her but she doesn't reply by the end of my classes. I walk out, not really looking where I'm going and bump into Harris who clearly wants to talk to me.  
 
    "Hey winter or should I call you the girl that likes to bump into me a lot. I know he is an ass but Jaxson said," I stop him with a raised hand. 
 
    "Honestly, I don't want to know. I have other problems now, I can’t deal with him." I say moving around him and ignoring the second voice in my head saying I desperately want to know. 
 
    "Winter wait," he says behind me, as I walk faster away and finally get to my car.  
 
    "Winter." I hear the faint growl in his voice but I ignore him all the same, he must have known he had upset me yesterday and why do I have the feeling he did it on purpose?  
 
    I drive away while Harris watches with his blue slightly green eyes almost glowing. It once scared me to see them do that but know I really don’t care. I feel like part of me has been cut off and I’m not sure how to get it back. 
 
    When I pull into my apartment car park, I spend way too long staring at the place I found Freddy. The same night I met Wyatt and how complicated that whole night seems to be. There are too many questions and fewer answers to be found in my mind, without any help. Would I change anything? I don't think I would. Wyatt is winning my heart but I’m so scared he going to do something stupid to protect me. Jaxson has my heart already but he doesn’t want it. Maybe I should just stick with my love for Freddy, the boy I’m getting protective of. I have to remind myself to message him back. He keeps sending me funny Harry Potter memes. 
 
    "Why are you sitting in your car?" Jaxson says, opening my passenger door and making me jump. His green eyes hold amusement as he slides into my small car, which seems far smaller with him inside.  
 
    "I don't know, I was thinking of Freddy," I say honestly. 
 
    Jaxson regards me for a second, looking at the empty parking lot with me. The sun is almost shining through the dark clouds but the place makes me feel alone with all my worries.  
 
    "He misses you." He says finally and I have a feeling he isn't the only one with the way Jaxson is looking at me. He reaches out brushing away a stray bit of hair from my face.  
 
    "Please don't, don't make this harder," I whisper, unable to pull away as he finger traces my cheek to my lips.  
 
    "Winter I can't stay away; I need to tell you something." He says, a cold cocky tone coming back into his voice. It’s like he needs to put up a mental barrier before trying to talk to me. I watch as he pulls away from me, with his whole body going tense. 
 
    "I came to tell you I can't train you anymore, it's not fair to Esta. Harris will instead if you wish." He says, his hands tighten on his thighs and I notice for the first time how conflicted he looks. 
 
    "Ok, just leave Jaxson," I say, losing any energy to fight him on this. He has already given up on us. 
 
    "I want this to be different but I can't pull you into my world." He tells me, looking out the window of the car. The muscles in his neck are looking tight and his unshaved scuff on his face is begging me to just tell him how I won’t leave him. The words never come out as I harden my face into a neutral expression. 
 
    "Leave Jaxson, I can’t be around you and I need to see you walk away from me," I say, meeting his eyes. The green in his eyes is starting to glow as my heart breaks, as I realise that I’m completely in love with him. 
 
    "Winter I," he starts, reaching for me. 
 
    "Don't." I croak out, before getting out the car as quick as I can. For some time I know I've fallen for him and I can’t believe I realised it when he is leaving me for someone else. I can't hear what he has to say because the need to beg him to stay is too strong and I’m not that kind of girl. No girl should have to beg a man to stay in her life, if he loved me, he would fight for us. 
 
    When I turn around, I know Jaxson is gone. I have the feeling eyes are watching me; I turn to see the massive black wolf sitting on the edge of the car park. It whines at me gently before bowing its head. I don't move as Jaxson’s wolf turns and runs down a nearby alley toward the woods. A long howl fills the air and everything stills, with the pain I feel in it.  
 
    Despite wanting to spend the night suffering in misery and eating junk food, Alex and Drake come home around seven with bags of Chinese food. 
 
    "I'm here to cheer you up, we need a girls/sister night," she announces with a cheery grin. One she loses when she sees me on the sofa, I must look terrible with tissues all around and puffy eyes. 
 
    "See you later hot stuff." she says to Drake, before giving him a very long kiss and shoving him towards the door. 
 
    "Goodbye." He says formally to me, making Alex laugh.  
 
    "I forget how much older you are than me." She says. 
 
    "Careful." He purrs winking at her making her giggle and I am shocked at his playful side I've never seen.  
 
    "Bye." She shouts as she shuts the door when he leaves. Alex puts a comedy on and then we eat out the boxes as we chat. 
 
    "So which one are you more upset about?" she asks, a raised eyebrow in my direction. 
 
    "What?" I say, shoving more egg fried rice into my mouth. I really need chocolate but this will do. 
 
    "Well Wyatt is hot but Jaxson has this whole brooding thing going on. Plus how hot would a werewolf be in bed? Drake is amazing but I'm guessing all supernatural’s are." She tells me as my jaw drops open. 
 
    "You know about Jaxson being a wolf?" I ask dropping my fork onto the sofa in shock. I pick it up as she says, 
 
    "Well yeah, when I met him. The whole overwhelming smell of woods isn't a human thing. You forget I'm mated, extra abilities." She taps her nose. 
 
    "Did you?" I'm cut off by her huff. 
 
    "No Drake would lose his shit but you weren't in danger. Well maybe your virtue was, but that doesn't count." She winks at me causing me to laugh for the first time in a while.  
 
    "So," she questions. 
 
    "Wyatt feels like a being close to the sun, keeps you hot all the time but I’m scared I’m going to get burnt. I feel like he is so haunted, that I can't get close to him. He’s also a vampire prince, I’m not sure his dad is going to be cool with him dating a human." I tell her. 
 
    "He lost his girlfriend, who he wanted to mate with eventually. Drake said it almost destroyed him but around you he can be different, happy almost." She replies. 
 
    "I know, I get that. I want him to let me in more but I’m scared how much more I would fall for him if I did." I reply. 
 
    “That silly man is in love with you, you know that and I’ve seen the way you look at Wyatt. It may be too late for that.” She tells me and I try not to think about her words. I love seeing Wyatt, the playful sides he has with Atti and the passionate way he can be. I love hearing him tell me about his love for music and his promises to show me how he plays sometimes. I just can’t admit I love him, yet. 
 
    "Jaxson?" She asks, and my smile fades.  
 
    "When I'm around him, it's like I can't breathe and he is the air I damn well need but can't have. One kiss with him and I know I'd do anything for him, even if I end up getting hurt." I tell her, trying to ignore how much it hurts to say that. 
 
    "You love him." She says in awe a little.  
 
    "He is going to be mated to someone else, her name is Esta. The wolf tried to kill me a few days ago because Jaxson kissed me." I say sadly and my eyes widen as Alex's normal brown eyes start glowing. 
 
    "I'm going to kill the wolf bitch." She states.  
 
    "I want the same but she is fated for Jaxson. Harris said a witch fated them to be together. I can understand her point of view. I’m a human who has just appeared in Jaxson’s life and kissed the wolf she has been told her whole life that is meant for her. You should have seen her face after Jaxson shouted at her. She was heartbroken, she really cares for him and I felt bad for her." I tell Alex. 
 
    "Witches are wrong all the time; Drake said that once to Wyatt." She tells me. 
 
    "I won't make him choose between his pack and me. I don't think he feels the same anyway. He walked away from me today, knowing it would break me." I say. I finally sob into my hands before wiping the tears away.  
 
    "Oh Winter," she pulls me to her and lets me cry it out.  
 
    "I'm sorry for being a baby." I pull back. 
 
    "Don't be, what are sisters for?" She winks at me.  
 
    "How about more junk food and more funny movies?" I ask. 
 
    "Perfect." She laughs. We spend a night being lazy and having fun. I force myself to forget about everything else. It was just what I needed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eighteen 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    The last day of university went well, Harris didn't turn up but Alex stayed with me. I clearly worried her last night by opening up about nearly everything. I still haven't told her about the eerie life-like dream. I haven’t brought up the fact that the woman in my dreams talked about a prophecy and then everyone seems to think I have something to do with it. I would be stupid to bring it up to any wolves, they might kill me on the spot. I don’t know if I should tell Wyatt. I’m replying to Atti, who somehow got my number this morning, he has sent me pictures of his cats. I have to admit they are far bigger than I expected and I have a really funny one of his cat, Mags, asleep on a porno magazine. Atti said that the magazine belongs to Dabriel. I highly doubt that is true. I am happy he got my number, his funny messages and pictures have kept me smiling all day. 
 
    My phone rings, making me smile when I see it's my mum.  
 
    "Hey,mum." I say relieved to talk to her. 
 
    "Hey, baby, one day until I get a hug." She squeals down the phone and I chuckle. 
 
    "I'm just packing now," I tell her, knowing it will make her happy. 
 
    "Only packing just now, oh Winter that is last minute. I've brought all your favourite food for when you’re home." She changes the subject. I know she will take everything out my bag when I get home anyway and wash it all. That’s my mum for you. 
 
    "The local shop’s chocolate fudge pie?" I inquire as my mouth waters.  
 
    "Yes, two of them." She chuckles. 
 
    "I love you," I state grinning widely when I hear her laugh.  
 
    "I will let you pack; I only wanted to check up on you. I'm calling Alex next." She tells me. 
 
    "Bye mum," I say smiling.  
 
    "Bye baby." She replies and puts the phone down. I finish chucking my spare shoes in my bag with the rest of my stuff. Sitting on my suitcase to shut it, I smile when I finally get the zip done up. My phone rings again and guessing it's my mum, I don't look as I answer. 
 
    "Winter?" Freddy’s voice says into the phone. 
 
    "Freddy, how are you?" I ask surprised how nice it is to hear his voice. 
 
    "All good but I want to see you, I'm coming with Harris and Katy to pick you up." He says like the excited voice of a child on a lot of sweets.  
 
    "Oh, and why are they picking me up?" I ask him. 
 
    "We all miss you." Katy takes the phone off Freddy and I hear his grumbling in the background.  
 
    "Where are we going?" I ask her. 
 
    "To a party, so dress up. One hour." She puts the phone down before I can reply. I smack my head with my hand, intending to kill Harris when he gets here for letting them call me. I stop half-way to my wardrobe when I remember Dabriel’s words. He told me not to go to a party and some words about death. I forgot to ask Wyatt about that but it’s only one party. 
 
     I open my wardrobe finding a long purple maxi dress; it has purple beads in a halter style that holds it up. Slipping it on and letting my dark brown hair fall down my back, wavy from the bun it was in. I'm surprised that it looks nice in wavy curls and not a big ball of frizz. I put a little makeup on before finding my bag and stuffing my phone in it. The doorbell rings, as I finish locking my room.  
 
    I open the door to a grinning Freddy; he is wearing a white shirt and black trousers looking very smart. I try to ignore the way he looks too much like Jaxson, but it hurts a little to look at him for a second. Freddy’s short hair is dark brown with blonde tips that look natural, the dark brown is clearly from Jaxson’s side of the family. I wonder if his mum or dad was blonde.  
 
    "Winter!" He grins widely pulling me into a strong hug. He is so strong that I have to get my breath back when he let’s go.  
 
    "Come on, we have to go." He says with such a huge grin I can't say no. Damn Katy, she knew sending him up here would work. I lock the doors with a smile and let Freddy grab my hand pulling me outside. Harris looks guilty as I pass him and sit in the back seat. Freddy gets into the other side. Katy beams when she sees me.  
 
    "You look so totally hot." She pulls on Harris arm so he looks back at me. I smile in a friendly way, that I hope shows I’m not mad at him. 
 
    "You look lovely Winter." He says with a roll of his eyes at Katy and a small smile for me. 
 
    "Where the party?" I ask.  
 
    "It's a mating party, there are three wolves being mated tonight." Harris answers. 
 
    "At the pack?"  I ask a little nervous for his answer. I know the answer but I need to hear him say it. 
 
    "Yes," Freddy smirks and Harris starts driving.  
 
    "You can't avoid us, Jaxson is well whatever, but you’re my friend," Freddy says with those damn puppy dog eyes.  
 
    "Fine one hour, and then Harris is driving me home," I demand and Harris nods with a small smile. 
 
    "I'm sorry if we upset you the other day," Katy says awkwardly.  
 
    "I get it; you were being honest and didn't want me getting hurt," I tell her and she looks relieved. 
 
    She nods looking sad, before turning back to the front. The rest of the drive, Freddy tells me about his school work and Anna making him homemade strawberry ice cream. It was funny to see how happy that makes him. My body tenses as we pull into the pack lands, there are two wolves by the entrance to the long path and they nod at Harris as he turns. We stop at a small cabin further away from the main house I'm used to and we all get out.  
 
    "So how good are you at dancing?" Katy asks as I follow a tense Harris, up the main path towards to main house. All the cabins have green lanterns outside. I’ve been here at night but I’ve never seen that. It must be a wedding thing. 
 
    "Terrible." I laugh and Katy grins evilly. 
 
    "I can't wait to see that." She chuckles. 
 
    "You won't," I warn. 
 
    "But you have to dance with me," Freddy says coming up next to me, it's only then I notice Harris is wearing the same white shirt and black trousers while Katy is dressed in a blue skater dress. It's simple but it suits her figure making her seem older than her fifteen years. Katy is really stunning tonight and I know she will be a handful for some guy when she is older. 
 
    "Don't do the eyes." I look away from Freddy and he chuckles. 
 
    "I will get her to dance," Freddy whispers to Katy and Katy laughs as they fall behind me to conspire. I catch up to Harris and I'm about to say something but I forget when I see the sight in front of me.  
 
    The trees around the main house are filled with green lanterns that give an earthly effect to the white tables lined out in front of the house. There is a made up stage with a band playing gentle music as a couple dance and everyone watches them. My eyes are drawn to them as they sway to the music and the man spins the girl with long brown braided hair in a light green dress and I see her back. All the way up her spine is a tattoo like I've never seen, it looks like vines but it clearly makes a symbol I don’t know. There are three wolves on her back, with them all looking like they are real as we get closer. I look over to see two other men, watching the couple dance but they are just watching her. There’s no jealously on their faces when I realise they are her other mates and the song ends. The couple walks over to them and one of the other guys pulls her into a passionate kiss. The others don’t look away and it’s strange to see, not a bad strange but still, it’s something else. 
 
    "That's a mating mark, whatever our mates are born with on them; we get an equal one appears once a mating is completed," Katy whispers.  
 
    "It looks beautiful." I gaze out at the couple, as they look so happy. More couples join the dance and I see Fergus, leading Anna to a dance. Her stomach is wider now and she is wearing a similar blue dress to mine that shows off her bump. I have to admit that baby is going to beautiful with parents like them. I hope I get to see the baby at least once; I have to get them a lovely gift for when the baby comes. Fergus and Anna look so relaxed as they sway to the music. My gaze shifts when I spot Jaxson. My heart stops as I see him wearing his spotless white shirt that shows all his muscles off on his chest. The black trousers shine of his nearly black hair that reflects of the soft green fairy lights. Two hands appear on his chest as he puts his hands on Esta small waist as they dance. She looks up at him in adoration and looking as stunning as ever in a tight yellow dress. She wraps her arms around his neck leaning up over his shoulder as they move and her dark eyes lock onto me with a big smirk. I don't move as she leans up and kisses Jaxson. Jaxson doesn't move to stop the kiss, as my heart feels like it's stopped moving. My feet move on their own, as I turn away from the voices that shout my name and towards the training room at the back of the house to catch my breath. I lean against the door, as I wipe the stupid tears that fall on my face.  
 
    "Winter," Katy says coming to my side and hugging me. The building is lit up from outdoor lights so she can see me clearly. 
 
    "Go back to the party; I will just wait in Harris car. You know when I've calmed down enough to move." I tell her, not wanting to ruin her fun. 
 
    "I didn't know, I swear none of us would have brought you to cause you any pain." She hugs me and pulls back. She holds my hand as I stare into the trees. We don’t say anything for a long time as I cry silent tears and try to pull myself together. 
 
    A loud scream fills the air, as well as a whoosh of something flying through the air. Katy knocks me to the ground, covering my body with hers. 
 
    Katy rolls away from me, laying on her back as I look at her in shock. 
 
    "Katy," I scream, shaking her as she blinks up at me, holding her side. I pull her hand away to see it stained red. 
 
    "The alpha is dead, that’s how they got in. Run Winter," she mutters before passing out. Screams fill the air from the front of the house and I hear growls in the background too. The ground starts shaking madly and it’s hard to stand up. I know what I have to do. I can’t leave Freddy to fight anyone. I don’t know who we are fighting but I have an idea. Vampires. I know I can leave Katy when I see the little silver bullet on the floor. It would only kill her if it was still inside her. 
 
    I drag Katy into the training room, before grabbing the crossbow off the wall and slipping some arrows in a bag on my shoulder. I load a couple of arrows quickly before locking the training room door, I hope Katy is safe but I can't help her now.  I can’t think straight as I run across the grass, scared out of my mind about Jaxson and Freddy. If they got to Fergus and killed him, they could have hurt them too. I think Jaxson is ok by the shaking ground and the sound of trees being ripped out the ground in the background. 
 
    I run around the house and pause for a second at the horrible sight, blood pours out the mouth of a sandy wolf at my feet. I look up to see a man rushing towards me, wearing all black and moving at a leisured pace like this is a game for him. His eyes glowing a dangerous red, a smirk on his face which dies when I shoot him in the heart. I watch as he falls to the ground holding the arrow. The man or vampire I'm guessing by the teeth turns black all over and turning into black dust. That's not creepy at all to see. A loud scream nearby directs my attention from the corpse dust. My eyes widen as I see Esta shift quickly and start fighting two men in her wolf form and Anna is hiding behind her. I shoot one of the men she is fighting in the neck as he falls, I fire another into his chest finishing him. Esta wolf takes the chance and kills the other vampire by tearing his head off. She nods in my direction before putting Anna on her back and making a run into the forest. I look around for Jaxson and I can't see him. I go to move towards more of the fighting when I feel the pain.  
 
    I cough and raise my hand to my mouth, as I pull it away seeing the blood. I look down in slow motion, seeing the dagger in my heart. I don't feel myself fall.  
 
    My eyes stay open, as I stare up at the night sky filled with stars. 
 
    "Winter no, no! What are you doing here?" A voice floats around my brain, as my head is pulled into a lap. The arms surrounding me feel cold but my mind won't tell who it is. My vision blurs, so I can only see the outline of a man and the stars behind him. 
 
    "Not yet, I'm sorry for this. I can’t lose you, it’s not your time Winter." A familiar male voice says in a whisper, as I hear a crunching sound before my mouth is filled with a thick water. I choke on it or my blood once more before blackness creeps into the corner of my eyes. I feel my body being lifted. I’m sure just as the trees fade away into blackness, that I hear a heart-wrenching scream from the wolf I love, 
 
    "Winter!"  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Wyatt 
 
      
 
    “I don’t fucking know what she was doing there,” I tell Dabriel as he holds his glowing hands over Winter’s body.  His whole body is glowing like a Christmas tree as he speeds up Winter’s recovery. 
 
    “This isn’t right.” He says to Winter with a shake of his head. 
 
    “I didn’t have a choice,” I say to him. 
 
    I watch as he gets up, his white symbols stop glowing on his skin and he walks out the room, I follow him. 
 
    “She isn’t a vampire.” He tells me. 
 
    “That’s impossible,” I say firmly. I can already feel our bond, the connection we will have because she shares my blood. 
 
    “She isn’t. I can tell. She still appears human but more. She is changing into something else.” He tells me. 
 
    We both look through the door as we both hear something that we shouldn’t.  
 
    A heartbeat. 
 
    Vampire’s hearts don’t beat. 
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    Hello and thank you for buying my book. Come and say hello on my Facebook page, twitter or my website listed below.  
 
    A review would be amazing and I would love you for it. 
 
    Thank you to all my family for their support. 
 
    The next book, Winter’s Kiss (Her Guardian’s series book two) will be out near the end of the year.  
 
      
 
    https://www.facebook.com/G-Bailey-Author-756807461155213/ 
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