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Chapter One 
 
    Winter 
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    “Winter, Winter, Winter understands at last, the war is coming, the war is death,” a sweet, childlike voice sings into the cold air. The song is repeated again and again until I can no longer understand the words. 
 
    Everywhere is white as I look around, snow is falling as I stand in the middle of a white field. My hands tremble, and I lift my hand in front of my face as snowflakes float around me. The snowflakes slow down, so slow I can reach out to touch one. 
 
    "Finally, we meet, child of my blood," a soft voice behind me causes me to spin around. Standing directly in front of me is Elissa, or at least I think it is her. The woman I always dream of. I’ve never known her name until recently. Her short, black hair floats in the wind, mixing with the falling snow as her bright-green eyes stare at me in a way I don't understand. Elissa has never had short hair before. 
 
    "Elissa," I say. 
 
    "Not quite, but you are ready. It's time," she says. The song is still being sung all around me, the tune haunting and familiar, but the words are blurred. Just the sweet voice is humming along. 
 
    "You knew this would happen?" I ask, referring to the fact I'm dead after being stabbed in the heart. My hand falls to my chest feeling for a mark that isn't there. I look down and see I'm wearing the same white dress that she is. It's straightforward and long as it floats in the wind around my legs. 
 
    "It's time to wake up, child. It's time to finish what I couldn't," she says. 
 
    "Stop talking in riddles. I'm dead like you, there isn't any waking up," I say in a whisper as I wave my hands out at her. 
 
    "No Winter, they all need you. Now, go and choose wisely." 
 
    "Choose what wisely?" I ask as I feel myself falling away from her.  
 
    "Who to trust," she smiles sadly at me as her face floats away into darkness.  
 
    I wake up with a gasp, feeling air rushing into my lungs, and my vision is very blurry as I struggle to see where I am. I can smell something comforting like vanilla ice cream, and I swear I can also smell something incredibly sweet. When the room slowly comes into focus, I first see I'm in a dark-red bedroom. The room is unfamiliar, there's a big bed which I'm currently sitting in the middle of. Other than that, there are two double wardrobes and a large fireplace in the room. There's a large mirror opposite the bed, and once I see myself, I can't look away.  
 
    I don't look healthy. Well, I look like me, but my hair is longer, almost hitting my waist, and my eyes are glowing blue. They look like, well like Jaxson’s but not green. I'm dressed in a black, silk nightie and little else. I feel around my chest, as everything hits me. 
 
    I was stabbed.  
 
    I should be dead, and yet, I'm alone in a large bedroom. 
 
    The door opens to my left and a very dishevelled-looking Wyatt is standing there watching me. His jaw is unshaven, and his clothes have seen better days. The man looks nothing like my Wyatt.  
 
    "Winter," he whispers and walks quickly over to me. His hand goes straight into my hair, and he leans his head down to mine. Our lips meet in a passionate kiss. The second I taste him, I can't get enough. I pull him onto to the bed, and he happily holds his body over mine. The kiss deepens until he pulls away. 
 
    "As much as this is a slight turn on, don't you think we need to talk to Winter?"  
 
    Wyatt moves off me quickly, with a speed I've never been able to see, until now. It’s like the room’s gone into slow motion, and I could see what he did. I shake my head and turn to see Atti standing at the door. He grins at me, but it's lost all the usual humour in his eyes. He looks terrible, with big shadows under his eyes, and his hair is down. I've never seen him with his hair like this, it stops at his shoulders and shapes his face. It makes him look so handsome.  
 
    "Do I get a hug? I've been waiting a month for you to wake up," he tells me. Wyatt sits on the end of my bed as I nod at Atti. My mind takes a minute to process what he said. 
 
    "A month?" I ask him, and he nods. Atti comes over and pulls me into his arms.  
 
    "I missed you," he whispers into my ear. His arms wrapped tightly around me, and I know I love his hugs. Atti gives the best hugs. 
 
    "Explain what happened," I say when Atti lets go of me. He stays close, sitting right next to me on the bed.  
 
    "You nearly died, Winter. What the hell were you thinking?” 
 
    “I don’t–” I get out, but apparently Wyatt isn’t done with his rant at me. 
 
    “Do you know how crazy you were running head first into a supernatural battle like that?" Wyatt says, well more shouts at me. I watch as he gets up to pace the bedroom. Atti links his fingers in mine. 
 
    "I love those wolves, they were in danger, and I knew I could help. I'm no coward. I won't hide when my friends are dying," I tell him honestly. I knew the massive amount of danger I was in when I picked up the crossbow. 
 
    "You stood no chance, Winter. If I wasn't there…," Wyatt says as he stops at the end of the bed. The scary look on his face makes me scoot closer to Atti.  
 
    "How am I alive?" I ask him. Wyatt finally turns to look at me. 
 
    "I gave you my blood, I tried to turn you into a vampire and make you my mate," he says, and my skin turns cold. Is that why I look different? I don't feel different. 
 
    "Tried?" I ask Wyatt. 
 
    "We don't know what you are, you have a heartbeat. Winter, vampires don't have heartbeats, and your eyes are blue. All vampires’ eyes are black or very dark-brown."  Atti answers as I hold Wyatt’s gaze. I feel more drawn to him than ever before, and I swear I can even feel his anger and how scared he is, in my chest. It’s like I can feel what he is feeling. 
 
    "Why do I feel like I need to be near you?" I ask him, and he looks away from me. 
 
    “We are mated, you wear my mark now, and the urge to be close is something you will get used to. I’ve always felt that way around you,” Wyatt admits. 
 
    “Mark?” I ask, and Atti grins when I look up at him. 
 
    “It’s on the bottom of your back, you would have to lose some clothes to see it,” Atti says with a waggle of his eyebrows that makes me blush. 
 
    “I will wait then,” I say with a nervous laugh as Atti looks at me differently. There was always some boundary before, and it doesn’t feel that way anymore. 
 
    “So, we are mated now?” I ask Wyatt. 
 
    “Yes. I didn’t want it to be like this,” he says sharply. 
 
     I watch as he walks out the room, and the door slams shut. I know he didn’t mean to hurt me, but the reaction still hurts my heart. I feel myself rubbing my chest without thinking. 
 
    "We have a lot to talk about, Love," Atti tells me and pulls me to his chest. I rest my hand on his chest, noticing that my nails are longer and look like I've had a manicure. 
 
    “How did Wyatt and I mate?” I ask him. 
 
    “Vampires have to give their blood to a human or vampire, seconds before they will die. Usually, they have to drain each other until one of them is close to death and then do it, but you were already close,” Atti says, the shadows under his eyes seem darker as he moves a little closer to me. 
 
    “Oh,” I say, a little dazed. 
 
    “Don’t be mad at him, I would have done the same in his situation. I would have done anything in my power to save you and fuck the consequences,” he says, and my cheeks warm up. I wrap my arms around his chest, and he holds me close. 
 
    "What are you then?" I ask him. I know he isn’t a vampire because I can hear his heartbeat under my cheek. He smells so good, and all I want to do is push myself closer to him. 
 
    "A witch."  
 
    "Not a wizard, then, because witches remind me of women in corsets and spiky hats?" I ask him 
 
     He laughs, "No, there are no such things as wizards. Witches are the term for male and female witches." 
 
    "Can you fly on a broom?" I ask, and he laughs louder. 
 
    "No, but I can do this," he talks in my head, and I jump.  
 
    "You can hear my thoughts?" I ask a little worried. Ok, a lot worried. 
 
    "No, but I would like to," he says in my mind again, and I can see his grinning face. 
 
    "What else can witches do?" I ask him. 
 
    "We have high connections with the elements, we can move things with our minds, and talk to people in our heads. I can boost individual angel powers, and the best one is, I can make myself and others move to wherever I have been before. I can also go directly to someone if I know them well," he says, and I watch as he disappears, causing me to fall onto the bed. I turn to see him reappear by another door in the room. He opens it, while I look at him like a gaping fish. Well, I guess that's what I look like.  
 
    "Why don't you have a shower, and I will get you some clothes? I will leave them in here for you," he says, and I get off the bed.  
 
    "What is that smell?" I ask when I get closer to him. I smelt it before, but it smells better now.  
 
    "Winter, your eyes," he watches me as I move closer. I know it's him that feels nice, and I press my face into his neck. 
 
    "You smell like chocolate," I mumble and I hear his chuckle as I realize what I’ve just said. My cheeks are feeling warm. 
 
    "Winter your eyes are silver, like Wyatt’s when he feeds, but it’s not creepy as fuck. In fact, it’s hot. Maybe you need to feed as he does," Atti tells me, and I snap out of whatever I was doing by moving away. 
 
    "No, that's just, well no," I say quickly and run into the bathroom, slamming the door behind me. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two 
 
    Winter 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    I rest my head against the cold, bathroom door as I calm myself down, a quick glance at the full-length mirror next to the shower, and I push myself as close to the cold door as I can.  
 
    My eyes are silver in the middle, bright silver. It’s so strange, I watch as my eyes turn back to a bright blue that is more familiar. I look wild and out of control with my long hair and panicked face. I have to close my eyes for a while to get my head around everything. I’m mated to Wyatt. That seems like a long-term kind of thing, with a man who is haunted, and I’m not sure I’m in love with. I’ve been sleeping a month, and my mother most likely has no idea where I am.  
 
    How did this all happen? 
 
    My tears fall faster than I can stop them as I slide to the floor and wrap my arms around my knees. I have to remind myself that I’m stronger than this. I eventually get up and run the shower. It’s one of those small ones with glass walls all around it and a glass door. 
 
    I pull the silk nightie off me and just stare at myself in the mirror. I’m still curvy as I have always been, I have the same pale skin and dark-brown hair, but it all looks different. For one my hair is longer, much longer than I’ve ever had it, and it looks softer. I feel different, I feel stronger. 
 
    I sound like a superhero out of a comic when he first gets his powers. My thoughts are lame. 
 
    I turn, so I can see my back in the mirror, remembering what Wyatt said about his mark. Right in the middle of my back is a black tattoo about the size of a fist. Holy crap I have a tattoo, as I look closer at it, it glows too. That’s cool. 
 
    It’s a phoenix, with a small body in the middle and the wings are taking off. The wings gently move as I watch and its tail is long, full of swirls. It is strong and elegant. It reminds me of Wyatt in a way. It could pass as an ordinary tattoo like most normal girls get. 
 
    Hell, who am I kidding, none of this can be classified as normal. I force myself into the shower, I use the men’s shampoo I find and a razor to clean myself up. I come out of the bathroom a little later just in a towel. Alex is sitting on my bed, a pile of clothes next to her, and she is playing on her phone. Her eyes widen when she sees me. Alex looks as awful as Wyatt and Atti did. Her skinny frame is covered in sweatpants and a baggy jumper. Her eyes look red from crying, and her hair is in a messy bun that looks slept on. I have never seen Alex look this tired. 
 
    "Win,” she cracks out as she stands, dropping her phone on the bed. “I heard sleeping beauty finally woke up. You scared the crap out of me. I thought I'd lost you, and I couldn't cope. Come and hug me already." Alex is in tears as she opens her arms. I walk over, and we hug for a long time as she cries. I couldn't imagine losing Alex, so I have an idea of how scared she is. 
 
    “What does mum think?” I ask her. 
 
    “That you and I are on a trip. She doesn’t believe it, but I have been messaging her off your phone pretending to be you. I have spoken to her a few times, and she’s worried,” she tells me, and I’m filled with relief. Well, sort of, my mum isn’t stupid, and I’m going to get an ear full when I speak to her. 
 
    “I bet she is. I can call her tonight,” I say quietly. 
 
    “Yes, you should. She’ll go mad at you because she thinks you’re too busy to talk to her. I couldn’t exactly say that her daughter was stabbed, and her vampire boyfriend turned her into a weird version of a vampire. She would have me committed,” Alex lightly chuckles. 
 
    “I love you, you know that, right?” I tell her as I pick up the pile of clothes. 
 
    “I know,” she says. 
 
    "Let me get dressed, and then you can catch me up on what I’ve missed," I tell her, and she nods as she wipes her eyes. I get changed in the bathroom into a tight, yellow top and skinny, black jeans. I don't think too long about how my underwear got here, the other clothes aren't mine but fit well. They can’t be Alex’s because she is at least two sizes smaller than me. Lucky cow. 
 
    My hair looks like I've spent hours with a curler on it and has dried on its own. I don't bother trying to find a hair band, but I do look at my face in the mirror.  
 
    I don't know how to feel about all this. I force myself not to think about Jaxson and the pack. The pain of Fergus’s loss is heavy in my heart already. I didn’t know him well, but I know he loved his pack. Poor Anna, and she is pregnant. I can’t imagine how she is feeling. I remember seeing her terrified, pain-filled look just before Esta took her away. I wonder if Anna couldn’t shift because she was pregnant. I doubt she was stronger in her usual form.  
 
    When I finally have the courage to walk out, Alex is waiting by the open bedroom door.  
 
    "Come on, you have three hot guys waiting to talk to you,” she says, and I walk to the door. “You’re such a lucky bitch, we need to chat about that," she shouts, and I hear a chuckle in the other room.  
 
    "Alex," I groan, and she chuckles as I walk past. I let my hearing lead me down the small hallway and into a living room. There are two leather chairs facing a large fake fireplace and a leather sofa against the wall by the door. There’s also a large bookcase filled with books in the one corner. I see Dabriel first, and I nearly fall over in shock. I take a step back as I see his big white wings on his back. I can only see his wings and his white hair as he’s looking out the window, but I would recognise him anywhere. He turns at my small gasp, and his purple eyes find mine. I just stare as he realises I’m looking at his wings and I notice that he’s wearing a tight white shirt and black trousers. Looking like a sexy angel straight from heaven. 
 
    "You look stunning, you always were something else, but now, I've never seen anyone as lovely as you, Winter," he says and comes over to me. I let him pull me into a massive hug, lifting me off the ground as he does. The overwhelming scent of Dabriel hits me stronger than it ever has before, like vanilla and something else. 
 
    "You’re still in a slight bit of pain, what’s wrong?" he asks me as he puts me down. I watch as his hands glow and white symbols appear on them. The light is so bright I can't make out what they are, but as he puts his hands on my cheeks, I feel the warmth of them. 
 
    "You need to feed, like a vampire," he tells me and lets go. I instantly miss the sensation, and I almost go to grab his hands before remembering how weird that would be. Try to act cool, Winter, I tell myself, especially in front of one the hottest guys you know. 
 
    "I can help you with that," he grins as he points at his neck, and I shake my head wondering what he is talking about. 
 
    "She shouldn’t have angel blood for a starter, she wouldn't be able to stop," Wyatt says, drawing my attention to him. I knew he was in the room, but he hasn’t moved or said a word until now. 
 
    "So, you’re suggesting you feed her?" Dabriel says moving away from me slightly.  
 
    "Shouldn't it be Winter's choice?" Atti asks from the doorway. Atti and Wyatt start staring each other down as I watch. I move in the middle of the three, drawing all their gazes to me. 
 
    "Guys, enough! Don't you think I can talk for myself? I don't want to feed on anyone, just an ordinary sandwich will be alright,” I say. I do feel hungry. 
 
    “Winter, it won’t be enough,” Dabriel starts, and I shake my head. 
 
    “I want to know what happened the night I almost died," I say. They all go silent, and I take a seat on one of the chairs by the fireplace as Alex sits on the arm of the chair. 
 
    "You all were told. Very sexy teacher attitude you’ve got going there, Win," Alex says into the silence, making me laugh, and a few of the guys chuckle. 
 
    “You can be my teacher any day, I think I like being told off by you,” Atti says and grins at me. 
 
    Wyatt takes the seat opposite me, and everyone else finds seats as the joke stops the tension. I feel Atti standing behind me like he needs to be close. 
 
    "I’ll make you a sandwich, I want to call Drake and see what's going on, anyway," Alex says, and leaves the room when I smile at her. I hope she doesn’t try to cook anything, I’m sure we don’t need a fire right now. You’d think a sandwich was a safe thing to have her make you, it’s not. 
 
    "First off, you did die, Winter. Your heart didn’t beat for the longest day of my life," Wyatt tells me, his face colder than ever as he talks to me. I don’t believe it’s aimed at me but hurts all the same. 
 
    "How am I alive now, then?"  
 
    "When I got to the pack, I was too late to stop the newly turned vampires from attacking them, but I tried to help. My father didn't tell me about the attack, but I have friends in his court that let me know. I saw you straight away. You were so close to death when I got to you, I gave you my blood, and you died," he says, and I suddenly feel the chill in the air. 
 
    "Then you came back, with a heartbeat and normal eyes. You do smell like a vampire but slightly different," Atti finishes.  
 
    "The pack, did many of them die? Are they okay?" I ask quickly. My heart feels in pieces at the thought that any of them are dead. Jaxson is my primary thought, I hold back the urge to be sick at the idea he isn't okay.  
 
    "I don't know, none of us have left this apartment for more than an hour since I brought you back," Wyatt says. 
 
    "I have to go back to my apartment and then to the pack," I say standing up, and Atti’s hand stops me. 
 
    "There is more we need to tell you, and then we will all take you back to see them," Atti says, and I sit down. 
 
    "What now?" I ask.  
 
    "My father knows I turned you because some of the vampires saw me feed you, and they escaped. You’re expected at court to be introduced as my new mate in a week. We will have to travel to France and go to my old home. Atti will spell you so your eyes and heartbeat can't be detected. My court won't accept Atti or Dabriel to come with us, but they can visit if need be."  
 
    “But Alex’s eyes haven’t changed, so why do mine have to?” I ask. 
 
    “Alex isn’t meant to be a full vampire. She shares blood with Drake regularly, and that’s how she mated with him. She never died, and you did, in front of a lot of vampires who told my father. If Alex died then, Drake would entirely turn her, but there are risks. Most don’t survive, I never expected you to,” Wyatt’s sentences drift off, and I feel a slight pain in my chest. I’m pretty sure it’s his emotion and not mine. I will have to ask him about that, alone maybe. 
 
    “So, Alex could be human again if she stopped feeding with Drake?” I ask, not because I want her to, but I’m curious how this all works. 
 
    “No, she would die, she is a half-mate. That’s what we call them, humans like Alex. She already is marked and needs vampire blood but not a lot of it. Most people don’t survive losing their mates anyway,” Wyatt answers. 
 
    “So, your father expects me to be a full vampire?” I ask him. 
 
    “Yes, the fact you were human will annoy him, but he will get over it,” he says, his voice sounding tired. 
 
    "Do I have a choice? Is it safe?" I ask Wyatt. His grim look is the answer I need, but he responds anyway, 
 
    "No, you don't have a choice, but I promised I would keep you safe. I will protect you."  
 
    "Fine, but I want to see the pack first," I say crossing my arms. I need to see Jaxson. I watch as Wyatt and Atti have a silent conversation. 
 
    "Winter we need to tell you something–" Wyatt starts.  
 
    Alex comes into the room shouting, "I found chocolate that was hidden, that should stop your need to snack on us."  
 
    "Thanks." I smile, accepting the food. I devour it all quickly as everyone watches, it’s a little weird. I'm so happy Alex found chocolate, it turned out to be Malteasers. Oh, how I love her. 
 
    "Can I have one?" Atti reaches his hand over the chair for a Malteasers. 
 
    "Not that I don't like you, but I will bite you if you try to take this chocolate from me. Fair warning." I grin up at him, and his hand moves away. 
 
    "You can bite me whenever you like, Love," he winks.  
 
    I can't stop staring at Atti, I've always known how attractive he is, but I don't know why he seems more now. Atti’s light-blond hair shapes his face as it falls on his shoulders and is parted at the top. The slight beard he is growing suits him. It’s like a glimpse into what an older Atti will look like. His grey eyes meet mine, as he gently strokes my cheek. 
 
    "You will need to feed soon Winter, I can feel you fading," Dabriel says breaking up our moment, and I blink seeing that he is standing next to my chair. 
 
    "I’ll sort it out," Wyatt says. I want to know how he plans to make me eat anything. If his mind power didn’t work on me as a human, it sure won’t now. 
 
    "Fine," Dabriel says tensely to Wyatt but pats his shoulder. 
 
    “I’m hungry, are there any Oreos in the cupboard, Alex?” Atti asks her. 
 
    “Yes, but–” she answers, and is cut off by Wyatt. 
 
    “Don’t be a little shit,” Wyatt says tensely as he stands. 
 
    Atti laughs as he jumps up from his seat and walks out of the room. Wyatt moves quickly to catch up with him, and the two of them crash into the door. Atti disappears altogether into thin air. 
 
    “You’re such a fucker, using your powers,” Wyatt swears before stomping out of the room. 
 
    “Should I even ask?” I ask Dabriel, who just leans against the wall by the fireplace. 
 
    “No,” he says with a small smile. 
 
    "Right…when are we leaving?" I ask instead. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Winter 
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    "Are you sure you want to do this?" Wyatt asks me again. We’re travelling to my apartment after a long discussion with my mother over the phone. She is furious that Alex and I dropped out of university to go travelling. She was even madder that I didn’t have time or signal to call her. I’m so glad my mum doesn’t understand technology, or she would have seen straight through that massive lie. Eventually, I managed to get her to let me go after I said I just needed to explore before settling down. I still don’t think she believes me but isn’t pressuring me into it. I believe she was glad to speak to me. Alex said she told mum that I had a bad break up with someone and needed some time away. My university course is on hold, for the considerable future. I’m not sure when I can go back, and it makes me sad. I worked so bloody hard to get into that university, and it’s all useless. I guess it’s nothing in perspective of what Jaxson and his pack must be going through. If he survived. 
 
    I’m sure he must be alpha now, and I wonder if he mated with Esta. Did he look for me at all? My heart breaks at the idea, and I know why. I love him, and it’s hard not to burst into tears every time I think of him. I’m so mad at him for letting Esta kiss him, and I’m mad at him for not loving me back. Jaxson had never been a coward before, but he was when he walked away from me.  
 
    "Yes, I need to see him. I need to know he is alive. I met someone called Jaxson, and I have to know." I tell Wyatt who nods at me with a tense look. Atti and Dabriel are in the car behind us because Wyatt’s convertible won’t fit more than two, and Wyatt refused to drive anything else. I wouldn’t let Atti use his power because if Jaxson is here, popping in with a witch wouldn’t get a great reaction from him. It just wasn’t worth the possible argument. I cover Wyatt’s hand on the steering wheel as we pull up outside my apartment. Alex told me that Atti got clothes for me but didn't stay long and that no one had gone back. I cringe, thinking of Atti going through my underwear. I’m glad that he only packed the sweet things. Not my granny panties I use for my period. I think I would die of embarrassment if he saw those. 
 
    "Are you coming?" I ask a tense Wyatt, who nods at me. 
 
    We both get out of his car as Atti pulls up in his, and they both get out. They walk with me in the middle to my apartment until I push them out the way.  
 
    "I'm walking in first," I mutter. 
 
    "I have the keys, Love." Atti holds the keys up in the air, and I hold my hand out. After he makes me jump a little, he gives them to me, and I let myself in. 
 
    I stare in shock as I see Harris sleeping on my sofa. He’s wearing just jeans, and his hair is all messed up. He must have heard us move into the room, and I walk over, dropping to my knees in front of him.  
 
    "You're alive," Harris says in a whisper as he opens his eyes to face me. I laugh as he pulls me to his naked chest, and I hear three very thunderous-like noises behind me before someone pulls me away from Harris. 
 
    "Get a shirt on, wolf and call your alpha," Atti says, his mouth close to my ear, and his arm sliding around my waist. I hear the threat laced into his words, and it pisses me off. I'm not used to Atti acting all alpha male on me. 
 
    "Who the fuck are you?" Harris stands up off the sofa. 
 
    "The fucking prince of the witches. In fact, you’re with all the princes, and we need Jaxson."  
 
    Harris’ mouth drops open, and I turn to glare at all three of them. 
 
    "You know Jaxson? Is he alive? Does he know I am?" I ask all these questions quickly, and none of them answer me because they are staring at the door. 
 
    "I didn't know you were alive, but I never gave up. Not for one second," Jaxson says from the open door. I push my guys out of the way and run to Jaxson. I throw myself into his open arms, and he squeezes me tightly to him. 
 
    "Jaxson, I–" I start, but he stops me with a kiss. I didn't expect the kiss, but I don't stop it as he pulls my head closer and takes control of the kiss as his tongue slips inside my mouth.  
 
    I’m pulled away from Jaxson by strong arms, and I know it's Dabriel by his smell.  
 
    "You don't fucking deserve her! You nearly got her killed, and I won't watch you hurt her like this," Wyatt says and punches Jaxson. I'm surprised that Jaxson doesn't stop the punch as his head swings to the side. Jaxson just nods his head at Wyatt. They both stare each other down. 
 
    “Leave, Harris,” he tells Harris who nods before walking out the door and shutting it behind him. 
 
    "One, you get because I should have protected her. Try it again, and you’ll start something you can’t fucking finish, Wyatt," Jaxson warns. 
 
    Wyatt just laughs darkly before tackling Jaxson, and they both fly through the wall of my apartment and into the living room. 
 
    Hell, there goes my deposit in this place. I run around the massive hole in the wall to see Jaxson throw a punch at Wyatt. 
 
    “Stop!” I shout and feel a pressure inside my head. I hold my head and closed my eyes as the feeling leaves me. When I open my eyes, all four of the guys are on the floor. The furniture is all over the place, and four pairs of worried eyes are staring at me.  
 
    "Stop it, both of you! You all have a lot of explaining to do!" I shout at them, and they are still silent. All of them are on the ground near the walls, and it just hits me that I don’t know how they got here. 
 
    “J, did you see her glow blue?” Atti asks Jaxson, who nods. 
 
    “She is definitely not human,” Dabriel says as he stands up. The familiar look he gives Jaxson makes me confused. 
 
    "First off, I need to talk to Jaxson, alone,” I say when Dabriel goes to say something, but I interrupt him. 
 
    “Then you guys are going to explain how the fuck you all know each other," I say, and they all look at each other like they’re seeing who is brave enough to tell me. 
 
    "What the fuck did you do to her?" Jaxson asks Wyatt, and he never takes his eyes off me. 
 
    "No fucking idea, the glowing silver eyes are clearly from me, but mine only turn when I'm feeding, as you know," he replies. 
 
    "They are pretty," Dabriel says. 
 
    "Winter is hot when she’s mad," Atti says, nodding his head at Dabriel. 
 
    "What the hell are you guys muttering about?" I ask with my hands on my hips. 
 
    "Your eyes are silver, lass," Jaxson says with an amused look. 
 
    "Oh, again?" I say and walk away from them all and into my bedroom. The second I see myself in the mirror, I hold in the urge to jump backward. I don’t think I will ever get used to seeing myself like this. 
 
    "It must be a side effect of Wyatt turning you, he hasn’t turned anyone before," Jaxson says from the door to my bedroom, and he comes in, shutting the door behind him. 
 
    "It's weird," I move away from my mirror and sit on the end of my bed. I don’t mean just my eyes or being alone with Jaxson. Everything has changed, and the secret world I’ve just been introduced to, I have somehow become part of. I remember the last day of university and how happy I was to go home. Just the thought of my mother sitting alone, worrying about Alex and me is enough to make me want to break down. I glance up at Jaxson, his arms crossed as he stands to watch me. Jaxson looks impressive as always, but something is different. I can see it in his eyes as he looks at me, I feel like something massive has changed between us. Jaxson is wearing worn jeans and a tight, white shirt that leaves his muscular arms for all to see. The green eyes that make his face seem more attractive than he already is, watches me with the same interest. There has always been this attraction between us, even when he was breaking my heart. 
 
    "Is everyone okay? Freddy and Katy? Anna?" I ask him as he sits on the bed next to me. 
 
    "Yes, Katy was touch-and-go for a little while, but she made it and is back to herself now. Fergus is," he stops, clearing his throat, and I cover his hand with mine. 
 
    "I am so sorry for your loss. Fergus was a good man and a real alpha." I say, and he nods, looking at the ground. 
 
    “He was. I found his body, someone in the pack killed him,” he tells me, and I lean back a little shocked. From what I saw and heard, they loved their alpha. I don’t understand why anyone would kill him and let vampires in. It must have been pre-planned because of how it happened. There is no way it was a coincidence.  
 
    "That night, I know you saw Esta kiss me." He starts, and I try to move off the bed, but his large arm stops me. Jaxson turns me to face him, so I have to look into his eyes as he talks. I hold back my emotions because I don’t want him to see how I feel. All I want to do is run from this conversation. Hearing him talk of Esta, who could be his mate by now, will destroy the little grip I have on the sanity that I have left. 
 
    "I ended the mating before the party, she surprised me by that kiss, and she has never tried to kiss me before. I didn't kiss her back, Winter. I told her how I only see her as a friend,” he tells me. I can’t hide my shock as Jaxson smiles a little and moves closer to me on the bed. His face is inches away from mine as he speaks. 
 
    “I knew from the moment I met you, it was you for me, but I didn't, and still don't, know how to keep you safe in my world," he tells me, and I watch as he slides off my bed and kneels in front of me. Jaxson stares up at me, eyes full of emotion that is squeezing my heart. I wipe my tears away as I look down at him on his knees. I remember a time when he said he would never kneel for anyone, yet here he is. 
 
    "I know there is a lot we have to face before there's even a chance of a happy ending for us, but I need you to know I love you, and I will do anything to keep you safe. I never thought I’d fall in love with a human, a human who can make me laugh and be the sexiest women I’ve ever seen without even realising it. My world is full of danger, and not everyone will accept you, but I will be there. I will be at your side," he says.  
 
    My heart beats fast, and I blurt out, "I want you at my side, when I met you I thought you were a jackass." 
 
    He chuckles, “I think I’m the more romantic one if that’s all you’ve got to say, lass.”  
 
    I laugh, “Despite how much you tried to keep me at a distance, I fell for you. I fell for the playfulness, the sarcastic remarks, the loving nature you gave Freddy and most of all how you looked at me sometimes.” 
 
    “How did I look at you?” he asks. 
 
    “Like you wanted to kill me and kiss me at the same time. I love you Jaxson,” I tell him. 
 
    His face lights up in a grin, and he stands up, pulling me with him and presses a gentle kiss on my lips. We hold each other for what feels like a lifetime before he lets me go.  
 
    "We have a lot to tell you, come on, lass," he says pulling me out of the room.  
 
    I stop to shut my door and ask him, "Like how you guys know each other?"  
 
    "Yes, and I know you’re not going to like it," he mutters with a little grimace at me. I raise my eyebrows, but I don’t reply, and instead, I walk in front of him. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Four 
 
    Winter 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    When I come into my lounge, it's to the sight of three incredibly hot guys sitting on my couches looking equally worried and looking like they could be selling the sofa with how attractive they are. All their faces light up when they see me.   
 
    Atti shouts, "Come sit next to me, Love." I let go of Jaxson’s hand and take the seat on the sofa, next to him. Wyatt and Dabriel are on the other sofa, and Jaxson leans against the wall. All their eyes are on me. 
 
    "Start talking," I say firmly. 
 
    Wyatt looks around before groaning, "I guess I'm telling her?"  
 
    "Yes." Dabriel answers, and I jump a little as Atti moves closer to me, putting his arm around my shoulders. I swallow the urge to lay my head on his shoulder. It’s unfair that I’m so attracted to them all. Jaxson is the stern one. Wyatt is more passionate, as much as Atti is playful. Dabriel comes across as protective and sweet at times. All of them are the perfect guys. 
 
    "We have known Jax our whole lives. You know I said we were all friends growing up. Jax was with us until we fell out." Wyatt says, and Jaxson growls loudly. 
 
    "Winter, we always knew that we would find a human. A unique person that could be our mate to share. Most of us didn’t believe we would find you alive or find you at all,” Wyatt says, and I have to force myself to answer him and not focus on the shared part. 
 
    "The prophecy?" I ask, and Wyatt nods, looking impressed that I figured that out. 
 
    “We don’t know if it’s true, but our births were the first proof in hundreds of years,” Dabriel says, and I nod remembering Atti telling me that they were all born on the same day. I wonder if Jax was too. 
 
    "Someone best tell me the damn thing, then," I reply, and Atti snorts in laughter. 
 
    "You could say please, lass," Jaxson says, and I smirk at him.  
 
    "Nope," I draw out the word. 
 
    He laughs at me while everyone else looks a little confused. 
 
    "I will tell you," Dabriel says and starts the prophecy. 
 
      
 
    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 only the true kings hold her fate, and they will be her mates. 
 
    Dabriel repeats the prophecy again, but all I can hear is the end part. They will be your mates. I know sharing a female is normal for wolves but is it for all of them? They don’t even get along. It’s not something I ever considered, and I admit it’s freaking me out a little as they all stare at me. One problem at a time, it’s not like they expect me just mate with them all now. At least, I hope they don’t. 
 
    "Hold on. You’re all princes, and if Jaxson was born on the same day as all of you," I stop when Wyatt nods at me. 
 
    "You think I'm your mate? All of you?" I ask.  
 
    Atti answers, "We know, even stubborn ass over there knew when he met you." He waves a hand towards Jaxson. Jaxson just glowers at him, but I see the tiny twitch of his lips. 
 
    "I can't deal with this right now. It's too much, I'm only human and," I blurt out. I can’t be with all of them, I don’t even know how to process that. I love Jaxson, and maybe my feelings for Wyatt are strong. I don’t know Atti and Dabriel that well, but there has always been a connection. I’ve always felt safe with them and lost when I was away from them. Each one of them feels like home to me, and it’s scary. 
 
    “I know humans don’t share, and it’s something you have to get used to, but….” Atti says. 
 
    “No. This isn’t an easy decision, and I need to think about it. I’m not saying no, it’s just a lot,” I say, waving a hand at them all. 
 
    “Could you walk away from any of us, lass?” Jaxson asks me. 
 
    “I’m human, Jaxson. Wolves share, and that’s cool. But, that’s not how I was brought up,” I say, and he nods. 
 
    “We will discuss this another time, it’s been a long week for Winter to have to make any decisions,” Wyatt says. The rest of them look at me, but they seem to let it go for now as Wyatt suggested. 
 
    "You have never been only human, and you certainly aren’t now. I knew when I saw you. All people have auras, and yours is like nothing I've ever seen before," Dabriel tells me firmly. His words slow my panicking down a little. 
 
    "What is mine like, then?" I ask, a little curious. 
 
    "It's so blue, bright and yet stunning," he says. 
 
    "The blue-sided human?" I ask, and they all nod at me. "What does it mean?" I ask. 
 
    "We don't know," Atti answers.  
 
    "Why did you two fall out?" I ask Jaxson and Wyatt. Both of them go tense. 
 
    "You know. I told you about Demi. Demi was Jaxson’s sister," Wyatt tells me. I can't process everything as I turn wide-eyed to a tense Jaxson by the door.  
 
    "What about Fr-," I go to say, but Jaxson's shake of his head stops me from saying Freddy’s name. Oh my god. Freddy is Wyatt’s son.  
 
    Freddy is half wolf and half vampire. Why didn’t I see it before? It all makes sense. Now that I think of the little boy, I know it. The blond tips of his hair, the smirk he gives when he’s cheeky is just like Wyatt’s. I always thought he looked so familiar, and I blamed it on him being like Jaxson, but it wasn’t. It never was. How long has Jaxson kept this secret? I’m taking a wild guess that Dab and Atti don’t know. 
 
    "I would have saved her if I could have, Jax," Wyatt says tensely, holding the arms of my sofa like he is close to ripping it apart. 
 
    Jaxson doesn't say anything, I watch as Jaxson and Wyatt just stare at each other for a long time before Jaxson nods. 
 
    “For Winter. I can’t forget everything that’s happened between us, but Demi wouldn’t want this. You’re my brother,” Jaxson says. 
 
    “For Winter,” he responds with a nod of his head. 
 
    "Can we all hug now? I like group hugs." Atti says, and Dabriel whacks him on the arm. The tension leaves the room as everyone laughs. 
 
    "We have to leave tonight, Winter," Wyatt says, and Jaxson tenses up.  
 
    "No, I've just gotten her back, and she is coming back, to my pack with me for the night." 
 
    "My father, "Wyatt replies as he stands. 
 
    "Can wait. I need to see the pack," I tell Wyatt, who tensely nods. I know he doesn’t like the idea, but he seems to be giving me time. 
 
    "I have friends I need to see in the pack before we leave, is that okay?" I ask Wyatt as he watches me tensely. I walk over and wrap my arms around his waist and hug him. He hesitates a little before kissing the top of my head and pulls me closer. 
 
    "Yes, but Dabriel and Atti are going with you. They can bring you to me if you need to feed." 
 
    "I don't need to," I start, but Jax puts his hand on my shoulder. 
 
    "You are all welcome in my pack," he tells them. 
 
    "Sorted, now who is cooking dinner at your pack these days?" Atti asks, looking excited as I turn and I smile at him as he winks at me. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Five 
 
    Winter 
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    The drive to the pack was a little awkward and partly scary because Jaxson was driving. The guys just didn't know how to speak to each other after years of no talking. Or at least that's what I think has happened. I can see them being friends once, brothers even. 
 
    "So, is it cool being alpha now?" Atti asks, and Jaxson looks back at him for a second. I hold the handle of the door as Jaxson swerves out of the way of a car. I take it back, I don’t want them to talk because Jaxson apparently can’t drive and talk without nearly killing us. 
 
    "Not exactly. The war has been going on so long, since my sister’s death and the deaths of many other wolves at the vampire king’s hand. When the war was declared, the pack got used to losing people, but now they are losing hope. Things are changing. The pack lost eight wolves in the battle, and we still don't know who killed Fergus in the first place. The pack is grieving and feeling lost," Jaxson replies. I put my hand on his arm. 
 
    "I liked Fergus, he never told on us when he caught us meeting up,” Atti says. 
 
    "That's because he wanted to come with us. We were seventeen and going to find girls. Fergus was younger and couldn’t talk to girls," Jaxson says. 
 
    "Yeah, that would’ve been a problem, not that we were very good at getting girls anyway," Atti says with a little laugh. 
 
    "If your chat-up lines are anything like they are now, then I can see the problem," I say, and they laugh. 
 
    "I always had to speak for them, they never got girls," Jaxson says with a smirk. 
 
    "Come on, we are not that bad." Atti whacks Jaxson’s arm, and he laughs. 
 
    "You once told a girl that you thought her mouth looked big. That was the first thing you said to her, she threw her drink at you as a response," Dabriel replies dryly. I turn to him, and he flashes me a little smile.  
 
    "Okay, that was a bad day, but it was the only thing nice about her," Atti admits. 
 
    "That's terrible," I laugh.  
 
    “I know this is going to sound bad, but how many people have you guys slept with?” I ask. I probably don’t want the answer, but it’s a little annoying that they seem far more experienced than I am. I’ve slept with two guys. One was a guy from school and my first time, but we didn’t work well together, so we broke up. The second was my asshole of an ex, who liked to sleep with other girls. It was different with him because he was good in bed, but I guess it was his experience with other girls that taught him how to be good. 
 
    “I don’t want to answer that,” Jaxson says looking away. 
 
    “Only a few,” Atti says, and I turn to see him looking away. 
 
    “Dab?” 
 
    “No one. Angels can only sleep with their mate, I always intended that to be you,” he replies, and I look at him in shock. 
 
    “Show off,” Jaxson mutters as I blush. 
 
    “Why didn’t you wait? Not that I’m mad or jealous,” I say, knowing it does sound jealous. 
 
    “For wolves, it’s difficult not to have a sexual relationship sometimes for a release. I didn’t want to go mad and end up mating with Esta. Nonetheless, the prophecy was ancient, and who knew if you actually existed?” 
 
    “Yeah, what if we met you, and you had a husband and two kids?” Atti asks. I sense the guilt when I turn slightly to face him. 
 
    “I see your point. I don’t think I could put my whole life on hold for a story,” I tell him. None of them reply, but I do get it. I can’t say I’m not a little jealous that anyone got to be with my hot men first. Wait, they aren’t all mine, or are they? 
 
    We soon get to the line of trees that marks the perimeter of the pack, and Jaxson drives us through after giving permission for Dab and Atti to come in. The pack doesn't look any different, the same cabins and the same paths. The main difference is that there are no kids running around, and the people smile sadly at us as we drive past. Jaxson drives the car in front of the main cabin, and we all get out. I let Jaxson take my hand and lead me to the front door. It’s weird to think that he is alpha now. There are two wolves, standing guard outside like before. One of them is black and the other is slightly smaller and brown. They nod at Jaxson as he walks us past, Atti, and Dabriel following closely behind us. We walk into the lounge, and I see Anna standing next to the fire. She is watching it and doesn't seem to notice us come in. 
 
    "Anna," I say gently, and she turns to face me. Her face is red from crying, and her bump is so much bigger than when I last saw her. It hurts my chest to see her looking so vulnerable and lost.  
 
    "Winter, oh god," she says with a shocked smile, and I let go of Jaxson to run over to her. She pulls me into a big hug the second I'm close enough, and we embrace for a long time. I even feel her baby kick my stomach. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have let Esta take me away that night. I should have saved you,” she says. 
 
    “I’m okay, Anna, are you?” I ask her. 
 
    “Some days, not always. I have a few months left before this baby comes, and I have to be prepared,” she says softly, a little crack in her words is all that I can hear to suggest it’s hard for her to say. 
 
    “Fergus would be proud of you, he was a good man,” I say echoing the words that I told Jaxson earlier.  
 
    "Winter?" I hear being shouted behind me and Anna lets go of me. I turn to see Freddy jump over a sofa and crush me to him. Damn, did he get bigger? He’s almost as tall as me now. I kiss the top of his head of brown hair, the blond tips reminding me who he is. Freddy smells so much like Jaxson, but there’s a hint of something else. I can’t explain it, but I couldn’t tell before. It must be a weird new vampire thing. Can I even call myself a vampire? I’m not really, I’m just different, and like Freddy, I guess. 
 
    "I was so scared that Uncle J was wrong, and you weren’t alive. I tried to find you in the fight, but I had to get rid of a vampire in the house who wanted to kill me. I did find my swords, and I saw you out the window. I saw that stupid, big vampire take you away. I missed you," he says, crying into my shoulder. I hold him close to me, feeling more than a little sad that the first time he saw his father was when he was carrying me away, he doesn’t even understand what happened. 
 
    "Oh, Freddy. I'm so sorry I scared you. You know I wouldn't leave you if I didn't have to. I was having a long sleep because the vampire you saw saved me, and I couldn't come back to you." I tell him. 
 
    I hear a muffled reply, "You’re not leaving now, are you?"  
 
    I look over at Jaxson with pleading eyes. I can’t tell him I have to leave for a while again. Dabriel and Atti are staring at Freddy, and I know that they won’t let this go. 
 
    "Freddy, let Winter sit down. It's been a long day," Jaxson’s deep voice says. Freddy does and takes my hand in his. I sit on the sofa, and Freddy sits as close to me as possible, without getting in my lap. Jaxson seems to find this funny because he is openly smirking. 
 
    "Uncle J?" Atti questions Jaxson who nods as an answer. 
 
    “I didn’t realise you had a child, Anna.” 
 
    “Freddy is Demi’s son. Jaxson has brought him up.” 
 
    “I didn’t know she had a child.” 
 
    “Yes, when she came back from the vampires she was pregnant. She told us she had a relationship with another wolf that was kept there, but he died.” 
 
    “Interesting, and I’m sorry for your losses, Freddy,” Dabriel says to Freddy, who stares at him. 
 
    “Uncle J was like a dad, anyway,” he replies, and Dabriel tenses. Atti is looking at us in apparent shock but quickly hides his reaction as I shake my head at him. The room goes into a very uncomfortable silence. 
 
    "We need a private chat," Dabriel says darkly, and Jaxson glares at him. 
 
    "Freddy, go and get Katy and Harris."  
 
    "I'll go and cook something for us all," Anna says, walking from the room. Her usually happy self is gone, and I'm scared I won't see it again. 
 
    "You’ll be here when I get back?" Freddy asks me, and I nod. He moves away and goes out the door. Everyone watches him leave. 
 
    "Is that Wyatt’s son?" Atti asks loudly when it’s been a few minutes since Freddy left, and there’s no chance of him over hearing us. 
 
    "Yes, "Jaxson replies. The one-word answer floats around the room, and we all don’t know how to respond. 
 
    "Are you going to bother explaining why Wyatt doesn't know? How a half-breed is even possible?" Dabriel asks, moving to stand in front of Jaxson. I’ve never seen Dabriel angry before, his wings flutter behind him, and his skin is faintly showing symbols. Both of them start staring each other down, as they are the same height. When I see Dabriel’s wings starting to spread out, and Jaxson’s eyes start glowing, I know I have to intervene. I move in between them as the power in the room becomes frightening. I see Atti moving closer, most likely to stop this if it goes too far. It's a tight fit with Jaxson at my front, our bodies pressed tightly together. Dabriel's hard body is pressed against my back, and it's hard for me to even focus on what we were arguing about: Freddy, Wyatt's son. 
 
    "Jaxson, I know you didn't hide Freddy from Wyatt because of anger. I know because you love him like your child, and you wouldn't ever hurt him like that. They just want to know and help you. Dabriel is worried about Wyatt," I tell Jaxson who looks down at me. His eyes slowly return to their normal green, and he nods. I take a deep breath, I was worried he wouldn’t listen to me. 
 
    I hug him carefully and let him keep me in his arms as I turn around. Dabriel is looking down at me, I'm surprised there is so much passion in his eyes. My breath catches as I'm sure I can smell how much he wants to kiss me right now. As much as I want to kiss him. I’ve always felt this desire for him, it’s overwhelming and sucks you in. 
 
    "How is he alive?" Atti asks breaking the eye connection between Dabriel and me. Dabriel moves away, his arms crossed tightly across his chest as he stares at Jaxson above me. Jaxson keeps his arm around my waist as he talks. 
 
    "I don't know. When he was born, we didn’t know what to expect. I was sure he would die. He didn't.”  
 
    “He smells and looks just like a wolf. The only giveaway is his aura. I guess you never let an angel see him,” Dabriel says. 
 
    “He hasn’t left the pack. He is a regular wolf. In fact, he’s stronger than all the wolves near his age, he has immunity to silver, and can heal super-fast," he tells them, and they look a little shocked. 
 
    "Why did you hide him from us? We would have helped you, brother," Atti asks eventually, as he sits on the sofa. He rubs his face with his hands, looking stressed. 
 
    "Demi made me swear not to tell Wyatt. When she first came here, she was so scared of his father. She would wake up screaming, refuse to eat, and she wouldn’t leave the house. She told me she would leave with Freddy if I didn't do a blood oath. I wanted to refuse but I couldn't. She wasn’t right in her head at that time, and I knew she would run. I swore not to tell anyone that could tell Wyatt," Jaxson says, and they both nod their heads. 
 
    "He needs to know," I say to Jaxson. 
 
    "He won't take it well lass," He replies. I can just imagine how badly that could go. I am his mate, so shouldn’t I tell him? Maybe he’ll listen to me for a second before going to punch and likely try to kill Jaxson.  
 
    "I’ll tell him. When the time is right, I can tell him for you," I tell Jaxson. He nods down at me, in agreement. 
 
    "Winter!" Katy shouts from the doorway. She knocks Dabriel out of the way as she gets to me and pulls me into a hug. I remember how painful their hugs could be before, and now it’s not as bad. I wonder if I’m stronger than before. Katy pulls back and looks at me. I look her over, too, she seems older than when I last saw her, just like Freddy. I think losing Fergus, and the other wolves have had a bad effect on the pack. Katy is wearing jeans and a pink top, she looks okay considering the last time I saw her is when I dragged her into the training room, and she had been shot. I notice her hair is shorter but it’s tied back, so I can’t see how short. 
 
    "What happened to you? You look like you've just come from an intensive makeover trip like they do on TV for ugly humans. Not that you weren't hot before, but wow," she says, and I laugh. 
 
    "Long story, but it wasn't a trip," I say, and she nods. Katy takes my hand and gives it a squeeze. 
 
    "You saved my life," I say, as I held onto her hand. I remember her jumping in front of me and knocking me down. I have no doubt I would have died there and then from that bullet. I was lucky in a way that I died closer to the main action, where Wyatt saw me and managed to save me. 
 
    "You likely saved mine too, by moving me. You’re pack to me," she shrugs, and I give her another quick hug. I’m so happy to see her okay. 
 
    "So, who invited the witch and the angel?” Katy asks as she looks around and then laughs. “That sounded like the start of a lame joke," she says, and I laugh. 
 
    "This is Atti and Dabriel. They’re friends of mine," I say and they both nod for a hello.  
 
    "How do you always find the hot guys?" she whispers to me, and I smile. 
 
    "Don't know," I say, looking at them. I don't know how to believe they are my destined mates. I would thank the goddess for sending me them if I was sure she was real.  
 
    "Let’s go and help Anna," I say to Katy who nods. I leave the boys with a warning look and say, "Behave and no fights."  
 
    "Yes, madam." Atti winks, and Dabriel whacks him on the back of his head as I laugh. 
 
    "How the hell did you get those guys to listen to you?" Katy asks as we walk out. 
 
    "I didn't. I'm just friends with them," I say honestly, well not that honest, but I don’t want to explain the whole situation to her. At the moment, Atti and Dabriel are just friends. They have suggested they like me, but how much of it is the prophecy and how much is how they feel? 
 
    "Friends...right." Katy laughs. Anna is sliding around the kitchen when we come in, and she stops when she sees me.  
 
    "We’ve come to help," I say with a smile. Anna smiles back a little, but it seems forced. I want to tell her that I don’t think she should be cooking a meal for so many people while she is heavily pregnant, but that will just upset her. I can see she is trying to keep herself busy and help in any way she can.  
 
    "I'm just making pasta. Light and easy to make. You could help me serve it up," she says, and we all get to work sorting the food out.  
 
    When it's all on the table, Anna shouts, "Food’s ready." And, I'm surprised how loud she can be.  
 
    "How's the baby?" I ask as we sit down. Anna waits to answer as Jaxson takes the seat to the left of me. Atti grumbles but takes the seat next to Anna in front of me. Katy and Freddy sit on the ends.  
 
    "Healthy. I'm trying to stay happy for my child. It's not easy when I miss him," she says and puts down her fork. 
 
    "When he’s born, you will have a piece of Fergus, Anna. He would want you to be happy," I tell her, and she nods at me and starts eating. I don’t know how to sympathise with her.  
 
    We all eat, while everyone chats. Atti seems to like Freddy as he shows him something funny on his phone.  
 
    "That's the first time I've seen Anna eat a real meal in a month. Thank you," Jaxson whispers in my ear. His hand slides under the table and rests on my knee. 
 
    "No problem," I mutter as I start feeling dizzy as he rubs my thigh. I try to eat the pasta, but it doesn’t taste right. Everything is going blurry, and my hands are shaking. I don’t know what’s happening to me, but as I run my tongue over my teeth as they ache, I feel two small sharp points. Fucking hell, I’m a vampire. It hasn’t hit home until now, and all I can focus on is how the food in front of me looks terrible. All I can smell is Dabriel next to me, Jaxson and Atti smell good too, but Dabriel smells like a chocolate sundae right now.  
 
    "My little wildfire needs to eat," Dabriel whispers in my other ear. Jaxson and Atti hear because they both look at me.  
 
    "My room," Jaxson says, he takes my hand and leads me out the room as everything gets blurrier. I hear Atti explaining to the others what we are doing, but everything else drones out. When we get to the stairs, I stop as everything blurs but the smell of Dabriel and Jaxson. I try to get to Dabriel, but he moves away, and Jaxson steps in front of him. Jaxson lifts me into a hug, not an ounce of fear in his eyes. 
 
    My body seems to know what to do as I go to kiss his neck. I don't think, I only feel my teeth painfully screaming at me, and I sink my teeth into his neck. The taste of Jaxson is amazing, I feel myself being moved as I drink, the revulsion I expected to feel isn’t there. I wrap my legs around his waist as my hands go into his hair. I can't help the loud moan that escapes my lips as I rock my body against Jaxson. I pull my mouth away, and look up at him. Our faces are inches apart, and my body is desperate for him. Jaxson takes my mouth in a passionate kiss. A kiss meant for a dying person, a kiss that is so passionate that I can't comprehend it. 
 
    "Winter," he mumbles against my lips, and his lips go down my neck. My neck falls back in pleasure, the need to be with him is ruling every thought. 
 
    "Guys, you have an audience," Atti’s voice comes through the haze. Jaxson tenses up but removes his lips from mine. A little growl fills the air from Jaxson. It’s not so much threatening as it is a warning. 
 
    "J, she isn't herself. She’s jacked up on sex hormones. You don't want your first time to be like this,” Atti says, my mind clears a little, and I know he is right. I glance up at Jaxson, and his eyes are still glowing a threatening green. 
 
    “You’ve already swapped enough blood, sex would make you mates forever, and Winter needs to choose that," Dabriel says, coming into the room, and I hear the door slam shut. 
 
    "Dab?" I ask. Everything hits me quickly. My hand falls to my now normal teeth. 
 
    "Jaxson, I'm so sorry. I don't know what happened. I just," I blurt out quickly, Jaxson stops me with a small kiss. 
 
    "Don't over-think this. You’re part vampire now or a full one. Who knows? But if you need blood, I'm here," he says as he kisses my nose. The little gesture makes me smile. 
 
    "Me too, if I get that display," Atti says, and it makes me laugh. 
 
    Jaxson slides me painfully slowly down his body until my feet touch the floor.  
 
    "I feel better, all day I've been tired and a little stressed, but now," I say, and they all smile at me. It must be a regular thing for a vampire. 
 
    “Whose room is this?” I look around, there’s a massive sword on the wall over the dresser. The handle is green and brown, as I look closer I can see the sword has wolves running down the middle of it. It’s so big I would be worried I’d fall over if I tried to pick it up. 
 
    “I finally get to see your sword, you weren’t joking when you said it was in your room,” I say. 
 
    “He didn’t mean that sword, I’m sure he meant his cock,” Atti says and Dabriel whacks the back of his head, again.  
 
    “Stop doing that shit,” Atti says, rubbing his head. 
 
    “You’re an idiot,” Dabriel says, and Atti grins as he replies, “Takes one to know one,” 
 
    “Make that a child as well,” Jaxson says, and Atti just laughs. 
 
    "I’ll go tell Wyatt about your feeding, and keep him up to date. I need to visit my mother too, so I'll be a while," Atti says and comes over to me. He gently kisses my cheek and then disappears. 
 
    "That's creepy," I say looking at where he just stood. 
 
    "Can I have a word with Winter alone, Jax?" Dabriel asks us both. He’s leaning against the closed door. His purple eyes are watching me carefully. 
 
    "Yes." Jaxson nods at Dabriel. 
 
    "We’ll stay in here tonight," he says to me, and his hand brushes mine as he walks to the door that Dabriel opens. 
 
    "I'm going to help Anna clean up and get Freddy to bed. Call me if you need me," Jax says by the door. Dabriel and he stare at each other for a second, and Jaxson nods. 
 
    "Good luck with that." I smile at him. He chuckles as he walks out and Dabriel shuts the door behind him.  
 
    "Come here," he says, holding his arms open for me. I don't think as I practically run to him. He holds me tightly to his chest, and we both don't move for a while. I breathe in his scent, he smells like the sweetest thing I've ever smelt, and I feel my teeth getting longer. 
 
    "You smell like, well I guess an angel," I say, and he laughs.  
 
    "Well, that’s what I am. I didn’t want you to feed on me first, angel blood is a lot stronger than other kinds. I can’t always be around in the next few weeks, and you will need someone else. Don’t think I don’t want you, never believe that for a second," he says and looks down at me.  
 
    “You sure you don’t just like me because of the prophecy?” I ask him. 
 
    “I know we haven’t spent much time together, but one of my powers is to see the future. I cannot see yours well, only little things here and there, but the day I met you I had a big vision.” 
 
    “What of?” I ask into his chest. 
 
    “All of us. We were at a lake, Jax and Wyatt were in the water playing ball with Freddy. You were lying on my chest, and Atti was cooking some food on a barbecue. I never knew who Freddy was, but he was much older in my vision. He looked around eighteen.” 
 
    “And, you like me because of that?” I ask a little confused. 
 
    “No, for the peace and love I felt. The completion. The way you looked at me and how I felt for you. The vision showed me what I had already guessed. You are my future, Winter.” 
 
    “Dab,” I say as I look up, his skin is faintly glowing, and the effect is remarkable. 
 
    "You are so beautiful, Winter. I could spend the rest of my life staring into your eyes and never wanting to be anywhere else," he whispers. I don't say anything as I feel my heart pounding, for most guys that would sound cheesy but not him. 
 
    Dabriel is sweet, caring, and to me, he seems too romantic. I lift my head, sighing and press my lips to his.  
 
    The first brush of our lips is all me until Dabriel takes over. His mouth widens, and our lips crash together in a strong passion. He moans as he lifts me higher, and I feel him moving us. 
 
    We don't break our kiss as he lays me back on the bed and hovers over me as he deepens the kiss.  
 
    "Dabriel," I whisper as his body brushes against mine. 
 
    "Why do I feel like I'm always missing something?" Atti’s voice says from right next to us. Our lips freeze, and Dab lifts his head to stare at Atti. My eyes widen when I see his massive wings. They are full out behind his head, and I reach one hand up to stroke across his wing.  
 
    "It's because you have terrible timing, Atti," Dabriel answers with a shiver. His purple eyes look down at me, and he moves his body off of mine. I sit up, and Dabriel sits firmly next to me, his hand on my lower back. 
 
    "Wyatt is a little angry that you lost control, but at least it was Jaxson you decided to make a meal of,” Atti says and sits on the bed on the other side of me. I feel like I’m in a perfect place, a place a lot of girls would sell everything they own to be in. 
 
    “Anyway, Wyatt and I think it’s safer if I spell you now and then see my mother later. I’ll spell you to have brown eyes and hide your scent, but it won't work if you lose control and go all silver- eyed." 
 
    I turn to look at him on the bed as he takes my hand. "So, no getting angry?" I ask.  
 
    "No, Love," he answers seriously. I don’t like seeing Atti being serious, it’s weird. 
 
    "I need to return to my kind. I've been away too much, and my council is getting suspicious," Dabriel says, and I nod in understanding. 
 
    "Okay, I will see you soon, right?" I ask. 
 
    "Yes, and the next time we meet, I know our kiss won’t be interrupted," he grins and stands up. 
 
    "How do you know that?" I ask. 
 
    "The same way I told you not to go to the party. You still ignored me," he says with a slight bit of anger in his gaze. 
 
    "I paid the price for that," I say, regretting my actions. 
 
    "We all did, and I should have been there, I won’t let you fall again, Winter.” 
 
    “He is good at the romantic shit,” Atti comments and I laugh. 
 
    “You’re right,” I say. 
 
    “Atti, I need a lift," he says, and Atti nods. 
 
    "Be right back," Atti says and kisses my head. I watch them both disappear before lying back on the very comfy bed. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter Six 
 
    Winter 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    “She was born in the winter, Winter is her name, oh she brings the time of change, change that’s needed and a change that is planned,” the childlike, female voice sings in the background of the cold room I’m in. What’s with the weird songs?  I look around, and I can’t see the person who is singing, the song is just a hum in the background as it fades away. The room is empty, it looks like an apothecary with dozens of herbs in little bottles on a bench. There are many shelves all around, all of them are littered with glowing stones and jars of things I don’t recognise. 
 
    “Why him?” a man shouts as he slams the door open on the room I’m in. His figure is massive, and large black wings behind him are fluttering. They have white tips making me wonder what kind of angel he is. Elissa walks in after him and shuts the door. The man is tall with long white hair that touches the floor, his purple eyes are the first thing I see, and I wonder if he is related to Dabriel. He looks so much like him, but this man is older, the grey in his hair coming out and his face looks around the empty room with anger. Elissa places a hand on his shoulder, but he steps away, and I can see Elissa for the first time. She looks older than I usually see her, I can tell from one look at her. She looks closer to the age when I saw her die, and with the man Leo. Her black hair is piled in dozens of braids on her head, and she is wearing a green dress. The dress is far too revealing, and the man is just dressed in a black toga skirt. The man’s chest is hard not to look at, he is extremely muscular and tanned like he is out in the sun all day. 
 
    “Nicolas, I love him as much as I love you. This was never a competition between us all.” Elissa says sadly. 
 
    “No, because he had you first, and he left you. Now he walks back into our lives, and you claim to want us still. He is the king of the demons and even your sister doesn’t trust him,” he spits out and turns to face her. 
 
    “Plenty of women had all of you first, and you don’t see me upset when you hold your children or grandchildren,” she replies, I watch her face carefully, and I feel she regrets saying that. 
 
    “That was before I saw you and before I loved you. I love my children and you equally,” he replies, but his words are full of anger. 
 
    “Then can you see how I love him equally to you all?” she asks, using his words against him. 
 
    “This is a mistake, Elissa, but I won’t leave you for it. Love makes even the goddesses fall, apparently,” he says, and she moves to stand close to him. He kisses her lightly and pulls away. 
 
    “No more secrets, Elissa, I mean it,” he says, holding her chin with his fingers. 
 
    “No more,” she says carefully, and he lets go. She turns to look at me in the corner of the room, and her face lights up in happiness.  
 
    "We need to get up, lass," A deep voice drifts into my tired mind and pulls me out of the dream. I snuggle myself deeper into the warm pillow I’m lying on. I'm comfy, as my mind replays everything in that dream. Elissa loved a demon king and an angel, I think. The man I saw her with before, Leo, looked too much like Jaxson not to be related to him, so he must have been a wolf. I don’t get why I’m having these dreams of her, what’s the point of them? 
 
    "Winter," the same voice repeats and a big hand slides down my face. I open my eyes to a golden chest.  
 
    I look up to see that I'm lying on top of Jaxson. My body is wrapped around his, and he’s lying on some pillows. A quilt is wrapped around me, and I note quickly that I'm still in my clothes from yesterday. I move a little and feel something very hard pressing into my thigh. 
 
    "It's not every day you wake up with a beautiful woman in your arms," Jaxson says as a response, and I look up at him. 
 
    "No, I guess not, but I think you must be mistaking me for someone else. I can’t look good with morning hair and bad breath," I mutter, and he laughs. He pulls me up to him and presses his lips to mine. A sweet kiss that starts an inferno and soon I'm on my back, and Jaxson is on top of me. His tongue slips inside my mouth as he presses himself between my jean-covered legs. 
 
    His one hand moves slowly down my body, and just before his hand goes up my shirt a knock on the door stops us. 
 
    "I want to see Winter before she leaves for the vampire den!" Freddy shouts. 
 
    "It's a castle, not a den," Atti shouts down the corridor. 
 
    "Whatever! I still want to see Winter, but I'm not stupid enough to walk into that room without knocking," Freddy says with a hint of sarcasm. The little wolf is brave, I'll give him that. 
 
    "I can go in," Atti says. 
 
    I laugh into Jaxson’s neck as he shouts, "You all need to bugger off." 
 
    "Only because you don’t want to be away from Winter," Freddy shouts back, and we hear him high-five Atti outside the room. We listen to their footsteps as I’m sure Atti is distracting him for a little bit. 
 
    "God, I'm going to kill Atti, he is a bad influence on Freddy," Jaxson says, and I laugh more. 
 
    "I think Atti is a bad influence on most people." I smile.  
 
    "I can't see you for at least a week because my aunt’s pack is moving here. My aunt and her four mates run the biggest pack in Europe, and it’s in Scotland, so they won’t be long. There are four other packs travelling this way, too," Jaxson says and then kisses me gently. 
 
    “They want you as their alpha?” I ask him. 
 
    “Yes,” Jaxson replies quietly. He looks so stressed as he leans over me. I just notice that he must have shaved and showered as his face is smooth. I guess I was exhausted to have missed that. Jaxson’s hair is still longer than usual, he has to brush it out the way as it falls into his eyes at the front. It makes him look wilder, more like a wolf. 
 
    "I’ll miss you, too," I tell him. 
 
    "I can't protect you there. I trust Wyatt, but his family is a different matter."  
 
    "Wyatt will keep me safe. You can trust me with him at my side, hopefully, we won’t stay long anyway."  
 
    “I still worry about you, I lost you once, and it shattered me, Winter. This is my second chance from the goddess,” he tells me, and my stomach interrupts him by growling loudly. 
 
    "I’ll be right back. I’m going to get you some breakfast before your stomach decides to try and eat me," he says with a wink, and I laugh as my stomach rumbles again. He slides out of bed, and I see that he’s only wearing jeans.  
 
    His naked chest looks better than it feels. The dips on the sides that go into a very nice V shape I want to touch. Unfortunately, Jaxson picks up a shirt off the end of the bed and pulls it on. Damn, it’s like watching a reverse strip tease. Why did I sleep with him pulling that shirt off in the first place? Some things have to come before sleep, like watching Jaxson undress. 
 
    Jaxson pulls the door open as I sit up, and Freddy is waiting on the other side. I’m sure Atti couldn’t keep him away any longer. 
 
    "Go on then," he waves a hand towards me, and Freddy grins. He jumps onto the bed, making me nearly bounce off. 
 
    "Winter it was my birthday last week, and Anna got me this top. Do you like it?" He shows me his Harry Potter top that has 'Expecto Patronum' and wand lighting up on the end. 
 
    "That's wicked." I grin, and he laughs. 
 
    "So, you and my uncle? Does that make you my auntie? Auntie Win?" he asks. 
 
    "Err, I guess." I smile. 
 
    "Cool, I like it. Anyway, Atti is a witch and that Dabriel is an angel. How cool is that?" He tells me, and I nod with a laugh. 
 
    Looking at Freddy now, I don't know how I missed that he’s Wyatt’s son. They look so similar in their faces, the same nose, and same grin. The eyes are his mother's, and the blonde tips on his hair must be from his dad. 
 
    "You okay? You looked at me weird," Freddy says. 
 
    "Sorry, just a long day ahead." 
 
    "My new little buddy, I need to spell Winter, and you have training," Atti says from the doorway. 
 
    "Okay." He drags out the word and hugs me.  
 
    "He has the same moody attitude as someone else," Atti says once Freddy leaves. 
 
    "I knew I recognised it from somewhere." I chuckle. 
 
    "I made this for you, it will keep the spell on you as long as you keep it on and no silver eyes. It will make them look blue to everyone and mask your scent, so you just smell like a vampire."  
 
    Atti holds up a long necklace with a pink crystal on end. 
 
    "What kind of crystal is it?" I ask. It looks nothing like I’ve seen before, the inside of the stone has dozens of little pink things moving, and the outside is translucent. 
 
    "None that humans have ever seen or heard of. They are called Rose hearts. We grow them with our magic. We grow a lot of different crystal trees in our city. They all do different things, most are used to contain magic. Like Jaxson’s ward, there’s a large glass in the house somewhere that links his blood to it and keeps the department up. I'll have to ask him who did it for him. I did the last one for Fergus,” he says with a little hint of sadness. 
 
    “This crystal keeps magic inside it. A little of mine is in it, and it will make sure my spell doesn't wear off,” he says as he walks over to me. 
 
    “Also, don’t let anyone see it, witch stones are well known to hold spells,” Atti tells me seriously. 
 
    "Okay, let's get this done," I say getting off the bed and walking over to him. He puts the necklace over my head. His grey eyes start glowing as he speaks some words I can't understand or hear. A warm glow fills my chest by the necklace, and I look down to see it glowing before it stops. 
 
    "It's worked." Atti grins, and I smile back. Atti is so handsome when he’s this close. From a distance, he looks scary with his massive build and huge hands that look like he could squash you in two. It’s when you get close and see the playfulness in his eyes that the giant suddenly becomes something else. He’s handsome and perfect, every part of his face is free of any imperfections. He doesn’t have the stress or grief that follows Jaxson and Wyatt. Well, if he does, he hides it well. Dabriel is very dangerous, and I think that’s something to do with the responsibility he has in his life. Atti has been sheltered from that, but I wonder when he takes his throne, will he change?  I don’t think I want him to. 
 
    "Here, I brought you some normal food," Jaxson says coming into the room. I realise I’ve just been staring at Atti, and I move around him. I smile at Jaxson as I accept the bacon sandwich he made me.  
 
    I finish the food and freshen up in the bathroom. Atti gave me some of my clothes, and I change into a cream, turtle-neck dress and black leggings. I slip the coat on and my knee-high black boots. My hair I leave down, and the necklace is hidden well under my clothes. I didn't even need to do anything to my hair. It still looks like I've just walked out of a salon. Most girls would love this magic hair shit.  
 
    "Looking hot, Winter," Atti says with a whistle. Jaxson looks me over and nods at me. I know he likes it, but he doesn't have to say it. 
 
    "We need to leave," Atti says gently. Jaxson moves towards me and pulls me to him for a long kiss.  
 
    "Soon," he whispers as he lets go. I know it’s only going to be awhile, but it doesn’t feel right leaving Jaxson. Half of me wants to stay with him, but I know I need to be stronger. I need to be the kind of girl he has at his side and not an emotional wreck. 
 
    I move towards Atti, who pulls me to his chest when I get near. 
 
    "It feels weird, but just hold your breath. It helps. The first time is always the worst," he tells me before I feel myself disappearing. I can't look back at Jaxson as I have to leave him, so I close my eyes and hold my breath as Atti said. A hot sensation fills my whole body until it feels like I'm going to explode, and then my feet hit the ground. My arms are clenched around Atti. 
 
    "Winter, you’re here,” Atti whispers into my ear, and I finally find the strength to let go of him. The cold temperature is the first thing I notice. The second is that we are in the middle of snow-covered woods. High trees, covered in snow, line the sky, and the ground has several layers of snow on it. The temperature is freezing, but my coat helps a little, I’m not as cold as I think I should be. It must be another new thing to add to the ‘Winter's weird shit she can make list. 
 
    "Where are we?" I ask Atti. 
 
    "Wyatt will meet us here in a bit, I have to leave and come back as an official guest. I can't come as your friend or Wyatt’s. The vampire king is doing business with my mother, and I want to find out what it is. This trip works both ways, I can look after you and knows what’s going on that scares my mother," He tells me, and I nod in understanding. 
 
    “Winter, I,” he starts, but the sound of loud horses behind me makes me turn back, and I can see a few horses coming towards us.  
 
    "Horses? Where the hell are the cars?" I mutter, and Atti chuckles.  
 
    "You can't get a car up here. It's about another half an hour on horseback to get to the castle," he tells me. 
 
    "This sounds like a fucked-up fairy tale," I mumble, but Atti hears. 
 
    "Here comes your knight in shining armour, "Atti says as he takes my hand, and I see Wyatt riding towards me on a white horse. 
 
    Wyatt looks like a real knight on a white horse, he even has a silver sword strapped to the side of the horse. I didn’t know he could use a sword, but it makes sense. How strange is my life? 
 
    Behind Wyatt, are Drake and Alex on tall, brown horses. A grey horse with a young girl riding it is following them. The girl looks younger than me, around eighteen, if I had to guess. She’s pretty under her hood from what I can see, and I can just see the ends of her long, black hair. Her nearly black eyes meet mine like she knows I'm watching her. Alex and the girl are wearing big, black cloaks that cover them and Drake has a long, black coat on. They both look snow covered, I wonder how long they’ve been riding. 
 
    "Hey," I say when Wyatt stops in front of me. The white horse is huge this close up. She or he has a long, silver mane, and its very intelligent eyes watch me. I gently stroke my hand up the horse’s nose and the horse whinnies a little. 
 
    "Come, we need to leave Winter," Wyatt says tensely, looking around where we are.  
 
    "Thanks for the lift, I suppose I will see you in a bit," I turn to Atti. 
 
    "Remember, I'm not your friend in court. I don't want to ignore you, but I must in public. Bye, Love," he says and disappears once I step away.  
 
    "Hey, girl, it's bloody freezing," Alex shouts, and I smile over at her. 
 
    "I agree," I laugh.  
 
    Wyatt holds a hand out to me, and once I put my hand in his, he pulls me up in front of him with surprising speed. I manage to get my other leg over the horse as Wyatt holds my waist with both of his hands. He pulls me back to him, so I can rest on him as he holds the reins in front of me. Drake’s and Alex’s horses ride ahead, and the other girl nods at me as she passes to follow. 
 
    "How are you?" he asks once we set off. It takes a minute for me to get used to the feeling of riding, I hadn’t ridden a horse before but did use to ride donkeys at the beach in the summer when I was a child. They would get them out for the tourists, but Alex and I would save up our pocket money to have a go once a week. I guess it’s not too different, but Wyatt is in charge, and I’m just holding on to him. 
 
    "A little overwhelmed, but coping with it all," I say, and I hear his grunt as a reply. 
 
    "Who is the girl?" I ask, looking over to see her just behind Drake and Alex. 
 
    "That's Drake’s younger sister. It was demanded that she come to court with us,” he says. 
 
    “Why?” I ask. 
 
    “She is of age and unmated. Very unusual for vampire females. They usually have at least one mate by now," he tells me. 
 
    "Why is it unusual? She only looks eighteen." I ask. 
 
    "She is only eighteen, and we have a low survival rate for our children. Girls rarely survive past the age of five. Drake’s parents didn’t expect another child after Drake, and they lived in the human world when she born. She was brought up there, and my father allowed it. She’s the first vampire female not to be brought up in court, and that’s only because Drake’s dad used to be on the council," he says, and I rest my back against him as we speed up.  
 
    “The council?” I ask. 
 
    “Yes, there are four of them, all chosen by the king and replaced every hundred years. They make the small decisions and advise the king on the big ones,” he says. 
 
    “So, they are important,” I ask. 
 
    “Very,” he replies. 
 
    “Where are we in the world?” I ask. It’s weird to think I’m not in Wales anymore. 
 
    “France. Most of the vampire population live here,” he tells me. We don’t talk anymore as the wind gets louder and the snow starts falling. My coat is slowly getting wetter, and I’m feeling a tiny bit cold now. 
 
    "Are you mad at me?" I whisper as we pass a frozen stream of water.  
 
    "No, I'm angry at myself. I didn't protect you, and I don't deserve you," Wyatt says close to my ear. His arms wrap tighter around me. 
 
    "That's utter bullshit," I say and hear him cough, I guess he didn’t expect me to say that. 
 
    "I chose to go to the pack, and I decided not to hide. It was my choice, and I'm sorry for what happened." I say, and he kisses the top of my head. 
 
    "I'm sorry also. I didn't want to bring you here. It’s taking everything in me not to turn this horse around and run away with you," he says. 
 
    "Why don't we?" I ask. 
 
    "He will kill everyone you care about, Winter. I won't let him do that, and these are my people. I am their prince," he says, and I glance at Alex on the other horse. 
 
    "I get it," I say softly. 
 
    "Just don't wind him up," he mutters, and I nod against his chest. The rest of the trip is tiring on my thighs, I'm honestly worried how I'm going to get off this horse when my legs feel locked together. 
 
    "Welcome home, Prince," a loud voice shouts as we pass through a ward much like what the wolves have. The sick feeling is stronger, and I have to hold in a gasp.  
 
    My stomach is forgotten as I look up at the castle. 
 
    The castle is huge. I can’t even see all of it as we stop outside the massive stone walls and a metal gate. The castle has dozens of towers and one huge one in the middle. The central part seems like five floors because of the rows of windows. The castle is made out of grey stone and towers into the grey sky. The long, stone path leads up to the main castle, it has rows of tall trees on each side. The metal gates slide open, and Wyatt rides the horse inside with the others following. Two guards are bowing low as we pass, and I can’t see anything other than their snow-dotted blond hair. We stop as we wait for the gate to close behind us, and I stare up the scary castle. My fucked up fairy-tale is about to get a lot more real. 
 
    "By the way, you’re a princess here," Wyatt says, as he shakes the reins, and his horse rides off towards the castle. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Winter 
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    We ride up to the castle and toward another large metal gate, which opens to a stone courtyard with a long, grey stone path leading to another level of the castle. The tall walls of the lower part of the castle surround it, and it’s quiet. Very quiet and empty. I don’t know if I expected to see lots of vampires with coffins, but this wasn’t what I saw. Other than the stone walls looking aged from the snow, the place looks well kept. There are three tunnels going off the courtyard, and I can see some tables inside one. Another looks onto a big, open grassy field that’s covered in snow. I can’t see the other one from where we are. 
 
    Getting off the horse wasn’t a problem because Wyatt got off first like a pro and then picked me up from off the horse. Drake’s sister jumps off her horse and brushes her long, black hair over her shoulder as her hood falls. She walks up to Alex and Drake like it’s nothing. I honestly can’t say that I’m not jealous of her right now. Wyatt and Drake give the reins of the horses to the two vampire guards before they come back to us. The first few steps are a little uncomfortable for my thighs as we walk up the stone path and through the middle of the large, empty, stone courtyard towards to two large, old, wooden doors. I glance back at Alex who seems to be having the same trouble as she’s holding onto Drake, and she winks at me. I hope there aren’t any more horse rides in the future. 
 
    Wyatt holds my hand tightly in his as we wait for the large doors to be opened. I glance behind me at Alex who nods at me; her worried face mimics mine. Who would have thought we would be here now when we were packing our bags for university only a year ago? We were happy about all the freedom we would finally have. Apparently, our freedom comes at a high price. I glance over at Drake’s sister, and I see the determined look on her face, and I force myself to look as strong as she does.  
 
    The door swings open, and the first thing I see is two middle-aged men. They both have black eyes and are standing with their arms behind their backs. They’re wearing all black, with a red crown stitched over their hearts. The older one with slightly grey hair steps forward and places his closed fist over his heart as he bows. 
 
    “Prince Wyatt. We welcome you and your new mate home,” he says, a thick accent coming out that sounds kind of French, but it’s different than I’ve heard in the movies. I’ve never been to France before, I’m taking a wild guess we won’t be going to see the Eiffel Tower anytime soon. 
 
    “We don’t need to be this formal do we, Harold?” Wyatt asks as the man straightens up. 
 
    “Always breaking the rules, my Prince,” he chuckles slightly. Harold looks me over, and my heart must be beating a million miles a minute that he will see through Atti’s spell. The necklace feels warm against my chest like it wants to remind me that it’s there. 
 
    “Always. This is Winter Masters. Winter, this is Harold Livingstone, part of my father’s council of four,” he says. 
 
    “It’s lovely to meet you,” I say.  
 
    Harold bows toward me like he did Wyatt. “The pleasure is mine, Princess,” he replies smoothly.  
 
    I automatically correct him before I think about it, “I’m not a princess,” I blurt out. 
 
    “Yes, you are, my mate. I’m sorry, Winter is very new the supernatural world,” Wyatt explains, and his thumb rubs circles on my hand in comfort. 
 
    “Understood. Your father is busy this evening and will meet you all in the morning,” Harold replies, looking at me again. The man doesn’t seem bad, but I have to remember he isn’t human. While he looks in his forties, he’s likely decades older than that.  
 
    “Fine,” Wyatt replies and looks down at me. I can’t read his expression, and it’s gone too fast for me to figure it out. 
 
    “My son, Easton, will take you all to your rooms.” Harold waves a hand towards the man who hasn’t said a word. Easton has short, blond hair, slightly shorter than Wyatt and a younger looking face. He seems okay. 
 
    “Thank you, Harold,” Wyatt says and Harold bows once more before leaving. I watch him move through the doors, and I see a girl about my age walking down the steps, on the side of the courtyard, from the corner of my eye. She looks like a zombie as she walks into the castle past us all. I was so busy watching her, I don’t notice that Drake has been talking to Wyatt. 
 
    “Leigha is staying in the room next to yours, and I will take the other side with Alex,” he says. 
 
    “That’s best,” Wyatt says quietly as he watches me. His gaze goes to the girl just before she turns around the corner, and he looks back at me. His expression is neutral, and yet I feel he wants to say something to me. I look away and notice that Leigha is staring at me. She is stunning now that we are closer. Her hair is pitch-black, and it suits her toned, dark-gold skin. She has her hair braided in the top half, and the rest is down. She has the dark vampire eyes, a light row of freckles over her nose, and big, pouty lips. She looks a little like a doll, but her expression tells me she’s not friendly. I can see the similarities to Drake; they both have the dark hair, but Drake has a lighter skin colour.  
 
    “Winter, let me show you around my home,” Wyatt says and Harold’s son, Easton, comes running over. 
 
    “My prince, I was told to take you to your room first.” 
 
    “You don’t need to. You will follow Drake to whatever place he wants and then tell anyone that asks that you did your job. Understood?” Wyatt asks. The power surrounding his words is almost too much for me to bear. I remember feeling the pressure in my head before when he used his powers. It’s just the same now. 
 
    I feel like a bug being squashed, and he isn’t even using it on me. I wonder what it’s like for humans to have it used on them. I remember when we first met, he tried to get me to dance with him. If I were human, I would have. 
 
    “Yes, my prince,” Easton replies robotically and turns to Drake. It looks like he will wait forever for whatever Drake asks him to do. Wyatt’s power is scary.  
 
    “Do you use your power a lot on humans?” I ask him. 
 
    “No. Only when I feel they’re scared of me and need to relax. Most humans can sense there’s something dangerous about me.” 
 
    “Is that why you tried to get me to dance when we first met?” I ask. Everyone is listening to our conversation other than Drake, who is talking to Easton. 
 
    “Yes, you looked like a little mouse about to get eaten. I wanted you to talk to me, and the way you were watching the dancers,” he shrugs as I look at him. “I thought you liked dancing,” he says and kisses my hand. 
 
    “I don’t, I have two left feet,” I say, making him smile slightly at me. 
 
    “Come with me Winter, time for me to show you my home,” Wyatt says as he holds his hand in front of him, and I walk ahead. Wyatt moves an arm around my waist, and we walk into the vampire castle. The last place I want to be. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Eight 
 
    Winter 
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    The inside of the castle is just what I expected it to be. We first walk into a long corridor with large stairs on each end. The decor looks like something out of the Middle Ages; a long, red, patterned rug stretches down the hallway on wooden floors. There are no photos or paintings on the castle walls. The place just seems empty. The lack of sounds is what is indeed strange, there are no footsteps of people or sounds of conversation in the air. 
 
    “This way,” Wyatt whispers to me, and he walks us down the left corridor and up the stairs. I see several doors down the hall, but they’re all closed. There’s also a staircase going down under the stairs that I see. 
 
    The room we go into is far bigger. It’s a big library with many bookcases lining the three walls, they have ladders to reach the highest level. The decor is cosy with soft-brown walls and dark, wooden floors. I spot a fireplace in the corner of the room–next to a few cosy chairs. There’s a massive, red and brown rug in the middle of the chamber and seven sofas placed around. There are many chairs dotted around too. The place just seems comfy, and the two huge windows let in enough light without having to use electric lights. There are two large chandeliers above that look electrical, so I can guess the castle is wired up somehow. 
 
    “This is the royal library. The history of our race and all the others is in here,” Wyatt tells me and walks to the window of the room. It’s so tall and overlooks a massive garden that must be in the middle of the castle. The garden is bursting with different colours, it’s such a contrast to the grey castle and white snow on the ground. 
 
    “The royal gardens,” Wyatt fills in my unasked question. 
 
    “Lovely,” I say as I look around. The roses lining the opposite wall are the main attraction, with a water fountain in front of them. There are two people sitting on the edge of the fountain. 
 
    “Much like you, Sweetheart,” Wyatt says making my heart tighten as I look over at him. Wyatt watches me carefully, the haunted man I have come to know doesn’t seem so haunted anymore. I wonder how much it will affect to him to know what Demi and Jaxson hid from him. Will he hate me for keeping it secret until I can tell him? 
 
    We walk around the rest of the castle. Wyatt shows me the five living areas, a corridor full of rooms which he said houses most of the council and their families. He tells me the rest of the vampires live outside the castle on the other side, that part isn’t attached to the castle. Wyatt takes me to the right aspect of the castle and through a few doors until we get to a row of five rooms. I’d never be able to find my way back here, this place is like a maze. 
 
    “This is mine,” Wyatt says as he opens the door in the middle. I walk in as he holds it open, and my jaw drops at the massive room. There are three large windows and one large, glass door that looks like it opens to a balcony that overlooks the forest. The room has a large, four-poster wooden bed with white sheets that look new, and they match the white walls. There are three doors in the chambers and I guess they are for wardrobes and a bathroom. The room is relatively new, it doesn’t fit the old theme of the castle, but I like it. 
 
    “I don’t have any clothes,” I mumble as Wyatt shuts the door. 
 
    “It’s all taken care of, Winter,” Wyatt says as he looks around the room, his face trying to hide some pain from me. The problem is that I’m starting to know him too well, the way he clenches his fists. The vacant look his eyes have when he’s thinking of something wrong. When he’s thinking of Demi. 
 
    “You okay?” I ask him. He doesn’t look at me as he answers. 
 
    “I haven’t been back here since I took Demi. Once I realised who she was, I trashed this room. I grew up with her, just thinking she was a normal wolf until my father bragged to everyone at a party that he had the prince of the wolves’ half-sister,” he says and walks over to the window. 
 
    “I took her to Jaxson the next day, and my father thought that she had just escaped. I had to leave her there and come back here, I couldn’t go back into this room before today, and someone has replaced everything in it.” 
 
    “Wyatt.” 
 
    “I stayed next to my father’s side, until I found out, she was dead. I found out when her body was thrown in front of my Dad,” he tells me.  
 
    I don’t know how to tell him how sorry I am for his loss. I want to tell him about Freddy, but I can’t find the right words to say. “Who killed her?” I ask instead. 
 
    “Talen, he’s one of the council, and you’ve seen him before. He came to get you for my father, the one with the red crown marked on his head,” he tells me, and I suppress a shiver at the memory of the big man with the dead look in his eyes. 
 
    “He’s my father’s closest friend and does anything he asks. I want you to stay far away from him. If he speaks to you, tell me.” Wyatt says. 
 
    “I will,” I say, and we go silent for a while. “Jaxson will kill him one day,” I say, more of a thought than something I wanted to say out loud. I remember the promise Jaxson made when I first started to get to know him better. Jaxson wouldn’t hesitate. 
 
    “I’ll help. I wanted to kill him so many times, but I couldn’t. Not without leaving Jaxson’s pack alone to find him. It took everything in me not to kill him when he came for you. I cared about saving you more,” he admits and looks back at me. 
 
    “You stayed all that time in town to protect Jaxson?” I ask, my voice like a whisper. 
 
    “He may hate me, but he needed my help. I didn’t stay for Demi, I stayed for my stubborn brother that wouldn’t speak to me,” Wyatt says, and I stare at him. He loves Jaxson like family, they all do. They might not show it because, well they are guys, but I can see it. I can feel the love through our strange bond when he speaks of Jaxson. 
 
    “He should know,” I mumble as I move closer to him. There are a lot of things both these men need to know. I lift my hand and place it on his shoulder. 
 
    “We have other things to worry about now. Like making sure no one knows who you are and getting you out of this hell hole alive.” Wyatt says. 
 
    “Should we even talk about that in here?” I ask. 
 
    “The room is warded. There’s a crystal built into the wall, no one can hear what’s said in here. This is the only place we can discuss private matters,” Wyatt says as he walks up to me. I let him undo my coat, it drops to the floor as he pulls my damp hair off my shoulders. I breathe in his calming scent, which makes me want to rub myself all over him. That’s a bizarre thought, but it’s true. Since I woke up all I’ve wanted is to be close to him. The same feelings I have for all four of them. Wyatt’s blond hair is damp from the snow, and the darkness of his black coat bounces off the great, dark eyes that are currently watching my own. The slight dimples in his cheeks appear as he smirks at me. I’m sure he knows how attracted I am to him at the moment. I want to blame it all on the prophecy, and any other reason other than me, being a normal girl attracted to an insanely hot guy. That’s all it is, the prophecy may have guided them to me but that’s it. The rest is us, how I feel about them all and how much I care. I should tell Wyatt about my odd dreams of the past and how Elissa mentioned a prophecy.  
 
    “I have to tell you something,” I start, planning to tell him all about my weird dreams when the door is knocked upon. 
 
    The door swings open and Drake’s sister walks in, shutting the door behind her. She’s changed into black leggings and a short black shirt that shows off her flat stomach. There isn’t even one curve, totally unfair. I could never pull that outfit off. 
 
    “My prince and his mate, I’m sorry to be rude but I wish to speak to the princess,” she says with a slight Russian accent like Drake’s. I turn to see her watching me and not Wyatt. It’s clear the question was for me, alone. 
 
    “Why?” Wyatt asks, and his voice doesn’t sound happy at us being interrupted. 
 
    “It’s okay, Wyatt. I’m kind of hungry, could you get us something to eat?” I ask.  
 
    “You hurt a hair on her head, and I will take yours off. Drake’s sister or not,” Wyatt warns her. He walks over to me and takes my head in his hands as he gently kisses me. 
 
    “Always teasing,” I whisper. 
 
    “Could you handle more?” Wyatt whispers against my lips. I can’t reply as he lets go and walks out of the room. 
 
    “We haven’t met, I’m Winter.” I hold out a hand to her and she shakes it tightly. 
 
    “I’m Leigha. I want to make a deal with you,” she says, getting straight to the point. The girl doesn’t seem like she wastes any time on being nice. 
 
    “One Wyatt wouldn't approve of?” I ask with a smile. 
 
    “Yes. I will teach you how to fight and how to use your powers.” 
 
    “How do you know I have any powers?” 
 
    “My gift is to see other gifts, I can tell what they are from one touch,” She touches my shoulder. Her eyes start glowing black like I’ve seen Wyatt’s do before she lets go. 
 
    “Well, well Princess, don’t you have a few secrets?” she says without an ounce of a smile. 
 
    “If you repeat any,” I warn. 
 
    “I wouldn’t. I’m not stupid, and I know who you are,” she tells me.  
 
    I wonder who she thinks I am, and if she knows about the prophecy. “What did you sense?” I ask her and cross my arms. 
 
    “The power to move things, perfect aim, a weird connection with animals, and something else I can’t get a reading on,” she tells me. She looks as annoyed as me that she can’t tell me what the last one is. I guess she’s right, the aim thing I learnt with Jaxson. I apparently managed to move all the guys and furniture away from me when I got mad yesterday. I’ve always felt close or need to help animals so I guess that can be called a connection.  
 
    “You may be right,” I say. 
 
    “I will help you to learn how to fight like a vampire, how to protect yourself and you will take me with you when you leave. I don’t want to be sold to a bunch of stupid, old men that I don’t love. I would kill them first,” She tells me plainly as she walks towards the window of the bedroom. 
 
    “Why did you come here then? Why not run?” I ask her. 
 
    “Drake means everything to me. Our parents passed away last year, and I have no other family. Drake won’t leave Wyatt and his mate. I don’t want to make him, so I don’t have a choice.” 
 
    “Why do you think I can take you with me?” 
 
    “You’re a mate of the Prince. A princess here, and you’re allowed one person as your defender. If you name me as yours, you can take me with you and demand I don’t marry anyone,” she tells me. 
 
    “A defender?” I ask. 
 
    “Or protector. Whatever you want to call it, Drake is Wyatt’s,” she tells me, and I sit on the edge of the bed. This is a big decision, but I feel a little sorry for her. I can’t imagine what it would be like to lose your parents and then be forced to marry some men you have never met. 
 
    “Can you fight?” I ask her. 
 
    “I can show you tomorrow,” she offers. 
 
    “I’ll think about it. I want to help you, but I can’t agree to something like this so quickly. I don’t know you.” 
 
    “I get it. I will help you and protect you. I only ask that you protect me, too. There’s something going on in this castle,” she says. 
 
    “Like what?” I ask her.  
 
    “Have you heard of mini-demons?” she asks me. 
 
    “Yes, well, kind of, once,” I think back to Harris telling me about them. He said that witches have them as familiars, and there were other types. 
 
    “Well they are pests, but some of them will talk for some decent alcohol. I’m not joking, they love to get drunk. Anyway, one of the castle towers has a problem with them. There are hundreds up there, and they see everything in the castle,” she says. 
 
    “You think we should ask them?” I say as I realise what she’s thinking of.  
 
    “Yes, they look a little scary until they show their true form, but they speak some English," she tells me. 
 
    “Why do you need me then?” I ask her. 
 
    “They are stuck-up, little fuckers,” she says. 
 
    “What?” I laugh, not expecting her to say that. 
 
    “They won’t speak to me. They like royalty, and I want to know what they know. Will you help?” she asks, and I think of Atti saying the king was up to something, and that’s why he is coming to the court. 
 
    “Okay, but we will need a big distraction,” I say, thinking what we could do. 
 
    “That’s something we need to think on, and if you have an idea let me know. I'll leave you to your prince.” 
 
    “When will we go?” I ask her. 
 
    “You are too watched at the moment, but, in a little while, they will get lazy and bored of seeing you,” she replies before she walks past me out the door without a goodbye. I don’t disagree with her.  
 
    Wyatt comes back into the room a little later as I stare out the windows. The forest looks so peaceful, like a white wonderland. It reminds me of my dreams of Elissa and how they always have snow around. I wonder if she’s trying to warn me of something. 
 
    I turn as Wyatt puts a hand on my shoulder, and I look up at him. 
 
    “I found chocolate cake,” he says, making my dreams come true. Who wouldn’t want a hot guy who brings you a chocolate cake? 
 
    “You are amazing,” I mumble as I practically run over to the tray on our bed. There are two bowls of a red-looking soup and two plates of chocolate cake.  
 
    “What flavour is the soup?” 
 
    “Just tomato. If you want blood, you only need to ask,” Wyatt smirks as I look back at him.  
 
    “Where do you keep the blood bags?” I ask him, and he shifts uncomfortably. 
 
    “We have human slaves, Winter, but I don’t expect you to feed on them. I don’t either, but if anyone asks you, you feed on them, alright?” I nod and remember the girl I saw. 
 
    “Slaves like the zombie girl I saw outside?” I ask him. I lose my appetite for food as I remember her face. 
 
    “Yes,” he says only, a clear warning in his eyes. I don’t think he likes me questioning him on this. 
 
    “Do they have any choice? Do they enjoy being snacked on all the time and used as a food source?” I asked crossing my arms as my anger rises. 
 
    “My kind will feed on them here and in front of you if they want,” he tells me. “I told you once that my kind isn’t right. What did you think you were walking into, Sweetheart?” he asks with a hint of sarcasm. 
 
    “I don’t know. How many slaves do you have here? How many humans like me?” I ask him. 
 
    “Hundreds live in the basement housing, and you are not human,” he answers, his dark eyes glowing.  
 
    I want to scream at him for not feeling anything for those people. “Hundreds,” I echo his words. 
 
    “My kind will feed on them in front of you. It’s just their way, and you cannot show them the disgust you are showing me now,” he tells me. 
 
    “It’s wrong!” I shout. “How can you think it’s right? They are people, and you keep them here for food. Can your kind not work out a way to feed on blood bags? It’s not right, and you can’t tell me how to react. If I look disgusted it’s because I am, I won’t change who I am to keep some selfish vampires happy,” I say, my mind going fuzzy with anger. 
 
    “You’re right. I can see it now, the queen you will be.” 
 
    “I won’t be any queen to monsters who have no humanity,” I reply and hold my head up as he stares at me. The dangerous and powerful side of Wyatt is coming out in his words, and all I want is to run from him. 
 
    “Then we will change the future,” he replies as he moves a step closer. 
 
    “Can we?” I ask a quiver in my words.  
 
    “For you, I would make the whole world change or let it burn down,” he tells me so passionately, that I take a step back. 
 
    “Winter, your eyes. They are so striking,” Wyatt says staring at me. 
 
    “I . . . ,” I manage to get out as Wyatt moves closer to me. Wyatt’s hand guides around my waist as he pulls me to his chest until we are so close that I can see the silver specks in his own eyes. 
 
    “There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do to protect you, you know that?” he whispers but doesn’t want an answer as his cold, soft lips meet mine. I melt into his body as my hands slide up his chest into his hair as he deepens the passionate kiss. I feel us moving just before my back is laid onto a soft surface and Wyatt’s body covers mine. I moan slightly as he kisses down my neck and his hands slide under my top, his thumbs brushing under my breasts. My back arches as his sharp teeth graze my lower neck, an overwhelming urge to feel him bite me is controlling my mind. 
 
    “Wyatt, please,” I whisper desperately as I run my hands over his tight back. 
 
    Wyatt doesn’t reply, but pleasure fills my whole body as I feel the sharp pain of his teeth going into my neck. The pain is brief and replaced by a wave of pleasure that goes to every part of my body as I press myself as close as I can to him. Wyatt’s hand grabs the back of my head to keep me in place as I wriggle underneath him. Desperate for any kind relief, I scream out in pleasure as Wyatt’s knee pushes in between my legs and the simple contact is enough to finish me off. 
 
    Wyatt pulls away to look down at me, my neck feels a little sore, but I’m in a state of wonder as I look up at him. His lips have a tiny drop of my blood on them, and his face is showing a million emotions as he looks at me. Much like what I’m feeling for him. 
 
    “You taste like heaven,” he says before he kisses me gently. I sigh as he pulls away from me and frowns at something next to me. I look over to see the soup has slipped out of the bowl and all over the tray but thankfully the chocolate cakes are safe in their big containers. 
 
    “Oh my god, I thought the chocolate cake was lost. That would have been terrible,” I murmur as I pick up my cake and sit up on the bed. I moan as the melted chocolate centre hits my tongue. Chocolate tastes even better now than it did before. 
 
    “I feel second best to a chocolate cake right now,” Wyatt says, reminding me that he’s in the room. 
 
    “You are,” I tell him around another bite. He laughs loudly before getting his cake and handing it to me. 
 
    “I’ve eaten something far better, you can have mine,” he says, making me blush, but I still take the cake. 
 
    While I eat my cake, Wyatt puts the tray on the desk near the front door, and I put my empty bowls on it when I’m done. I turn around to see him pulling off his shirt, and like my personal strip tease, he pulls off his trousers, too. Wyatt looks like a God without his clothes, a sculpted chest, a six pack and a line of blond hair up his chest that I want to feel. He looks amazing, and I don’t know what to say as I stare. Over his heart is the same mark as mine, it’s the same size and looks just right on him. Kind of sexy if I’m being honest. 
 
    “I like the shocked look on your face,” he smirks at me.  
 
    I snap out of my drooling gaze before I say, “Why are you just in your boxers, not that it isn’t a beautiful sight?” 
 
     “I usually sleep naked, but for you, I’m a gentleman.”  
 
    I laugh as a reply and take my clothes off as he watches. I’m not as skilled at taking clothes off and looking sexy like Wyatt does, so I end up tripping on my one legging-covered foot and face-planting the floor. He laughs as I glare at him and stand up with my hands on my hips, just in my panties and top. “You’re not a gentleman right now.”  
 
    He looks me over slowly. “Believe me, I am,” he says before getting into bed as I watch. 
 
    After we’re both tucked in, he pulls me close to him. The feel of all his skin next to mine is making me fuzzyheaded, so I try to distract myself. 
 
    “The prophecy says I could destroy people,” I say, but it’s more of a question. 
 
    “Yes, but we won’t let that happen. We’re your mates, and that’s the only part of the prophecy that we are confident of,” he says gently. 
 
    “Is that why you four like me? Just because you were told to?” I mumble. Wyatt puts a finger under my chin and forces me to look at him. 
 
    “No. The first moment I saw you, I knew there was something different. I didn’t realise how different but that’s not what makes me want to be with you. Your kind, yet bossy, attitude, the way you don’t care who I am, and how passionate you are about the people you care about. You care about the human strangers here, when most people would be worried about themselves. I hated that I had to force you into becoming a vampire because of what happened, but at the same time, I respect you for it. You didn’t care that it was a supernatural war and you were human. You only cared about those you love, that is something rare,” he tells me. 
 
    I don’t know how to reply to his comment, so I just nod. 
 
    “I often wondered what it would be like to born human and have a simple life,” he says. 
 
    “I did have that, and I still got here,” I say as I rest my hand over his mark. The area feels warmer than the rest of him. 
 
    “A few hours after I was born, my eyes turned silver. Every vampire fell to their knees, and their eyes turned the same silver as mine as the words ‘true king’ was singing through their minds. The only one that didn’t kneel was my father. He was livid that I had controlled his whole race, and I was only one-day-old. He tried to kill me, but my mother stopped him. She convinced him that he needed an heir, and he let me live for her.” 
 
    “Jaxson told me something happened when he was born too. How is that possible?” I ask. 
 
    “The goddess.” 
 
    “Harris told me once that a goddess made all the races.” 
 
    “Yes, we think she did, but no one believes in her anymore. It’s said her sister Elissa made up the prophecy over five hundred years ago.” 
 
    “Elissa?” I question him because I can’t believe it. Elissa can’t be real. The woman I’ve been dreaming of since I was ten years old. 
 
    “Yes why?” he asks me, he turns to look at me as sit up.  
 
    “I’ve been dreaming of a girl called Elissa. I have been for years.” I say.  
 
    Wyatt sits up in bed as he stares at me, “That’s,” he says, but shakes his head at me. 
 
    “I know. It means I must be the girl in the prophecy, a prophecy she apparently made for me,” I say to him. The whole idea of having four mates is hard enough to process, let alone that they are princes, and I’m meant to rule. Also, the total destruction problem if I fall. I can’t even think about the saviour will die part. Who the hell is my saviour? 
 
    “Don’t worry about it now. Every day, we’ll go the library and get every book we can find on Elissa and the goddess. I will get Alex and Drake to help you.” 
 
    “Okay,” I say feeling too worried to even sleep. 
 
    “What did Leigha want?” Wyatt asks me. 
 
    “Oh nothing, just to be friends,” I say and look away. I’ve always been a terrible liar. 
 
    “So, you’re not going to tell me?” he chuckles. 
 
    “No,” I reply slowly. 
 
    “Lucky I like you, my little mate,” he says. 
 
    “I more than like you too, Wyatt,” I say before I pull him down into the bed and lie on his chest. It doesn’t take long for my dreams to come and take over, it never does. 
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter Nine 
 
    Winter 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    "Winter," a voice sings. The female voice keeps repeating my name again and again, as I open my eyes. The sound is different from the childlike, female voice I’m used to hearing. I recognise the voice straight away as I glance over to see Elissa. Dressed in the usual white dress and this time wearing a long, white cloak. She is standing next to me, close enough for me to reach out and touch her, but I can’t move my hands. She points in front of me, and I look where she is looking. 
 
    We are in a park, and a woman is walking through it, pushing a black pushchair with its hood down. There's a little toddler in it, but I can't see her, just her white trousers and her pink shoes sticking out the end of it. The woman is wearing jeans and a black coat. A man is walking next to her, his arm around her waist as he looks at her with love. The man seems so familiar too, with light-brown hair and pale-green eyes. The woman has short, brown hair, a slim build, and is about my height with bright-blue eyes. She stops at a bench and sits down, the man sits next to her. The baby is facing me, a few steps away from us, but I don't look at her as I stare at the woman. She seems so familiar to me. 
 
    "I have to tell you something," she says to the man. Her voice is so soothing, and I’m sure I’ve heard it somewhere before. 
 
    "Yes?" he asks.  
 
    "You know I'm different," she says gently.  
 
    "We don't speak about that, you promised not to use your powers," he replies in a heated tone. 
 
    "And I haven't. It's not safe for our baby to be around us. You know what you are, and what I am," she replies, her tone careful and controlled. 
 
    "Where can we take her, Isa?" he asks her. 
 
    "You have to take her. I can't," she says, her face filled with tears. 
 
    "No," he whispers, reaching over to wipe them away. 
 
    "He has found me, you’re human, so he won't find you with her," she says, and he shakes his head.  
 
    He looks at the baby before replying. "That's why you brought us here?" he waves a hand around the empty park. I look around, wondering what he’s talking about. 
 
    "Yes, I have to go back alone," she replies, and he takes her head in his hands. 
 
    "He will kill you. I love you, Isa, I can't let you," he starts and shakes his head. 
 
    "It's me or her. Just keep her away from my kind," she tells him, 
 
    "What of the prophecy?” 
 
    "We always knew it was her," she whispers quietly. 
 
    I block out what they are saying to look at the baby. She looks around two, with dark-brown hair clinging to her heart- shaped face.  
 
    "Remember what I am showing you. You need to understand your past before you can save your future," Elissa whispers into my mind. 
 
    "Why do you always talk in riddles? What are you showing me?" I demand as I look at the little child. 
 
    "Your family," she whispers as I look back at the baby, and she opens her bright-blue eyes.  
 
    Blue eyes I’ve seen a million times in the mirror. 
 
    I open my eyes with a jump, as I throw my covers off and get out of the empty bed. That couldn't have been me. My mother wasn't there, and I don't know who that guy was. I have a few photos of my father, and he doesn't look like him.  
 
    No, it's not true.  
 
    The door opens and Wyatt comes through it, shutting it behind him. "Hey, I had to check something and didn’t want to wake you," he tells me. Wyatt looks at me as I run my hand through my sweat-filled hair, my whole body is still shaking. 
 
    “Bad dream?” he asks. 
 
    "I'm going to shower," I say and walk straight to the bathroom, knowing he’s watching me the whole time. 
 
    Only, I open the wrong door, and it's a massive walk-in closet with clothes lining each side. Ah well, I needed a change of clothes. I ignore all the other clothes when I see my bag on the floor and pull out some jeans and a blue top. I get some clean underwear out, too, before opening the other door and finding the bathroom. I don't even look at Wyatt, but I hear his chuckle. 
 
    "She can't go to see a king looking like she has been pulled through a bush backwards, Wyatt," Alex’s voice comes through the closed bathroom door as I turn the hair dryer off after a long shower. The shower is amazing and kind of like a waterfall. There is even a dressing table in here, with everything a girl could need. I look at myself closely in the mirror, noticing again how my hair doesn't need straightening anymore. My eyelashes are so long and black now. My face just looks more refined. 
 
    "She won't!" Wyatt defends me. 
 
    I walk out with a glare at my best friend which stops when I see what she and Wyatt are wearing. She’s dressed in a black dress that shows off her back and goes high up her neck at the front. It falls to the ground and looks stunning with her long, red hair. My mouth drops open when I see Wyatt stood in a black suit. His hair is gelled to the side and his suit stretches across his chest. When I finally meet his gaze, my body tingles in excitement at how he’s looking at me. Memories of him on top of me last night flood my mind, and my face heats up. 
 
    “Always jeans,” Alex says with a slight tut and draw's my attention towards her. A thankful distraction from the extremely hot vampire I’m mated to. 
 
    "What am I supposed to wear then?" I ask Alex and look down at my jeans which have a small hole in the knee. I don’t look that bad, but compared to them I look a little weird. 
 
    Alex just shakes her head at me and opens the wardrobe. Whoever went shopping for me went overboard. The closet is full of dresses, smart trouser suits, and little tops. 
 
    "Out of all the things in here, you chose this?" She points at my outfit. 
 
    "I like jeans," I reply dryly as she grabs my hand, and pulls me into the room. Alex shuts the door, leaving Wyatt on the other side. 
 
    "The vampires are old school here, they all dress in cocktail dresses, and the men are in suits. That’s why Wyatt is in one. You don't need to stand out any more than you already are going to, Win," she tells me. I sit on the small cushioned bench in the room. 
 
    "You’re right, this is just a lot to take in," I mumble. I think that’s the understatement of the year. 
 
    "I get it, but Drake told me all about the prophecy last night.” She stops to look at me, her face is scared–an emotion I rarely see on Alex. 
 
    “I want you alive at the end of this," she tells me and turns back to the dresses.  
 
    "I will be," I reply as Alex slides the dresses along the rail. There are around twenty different dresses, all of them long and look like designer makes. The vampires don’t have a problem with money, but it makes me uncomfortable.  
 
    "You are a lucky bitch, you know that, right?" Alex says as she looks at a dark-blue dress. 
 
    "In what way?" I ask her. 
 
    "Imagine all the hot sex you’re going to have with those four hot princes," she says, and it makes me laugh.  
 
    "I haven't got my head around being with any of them yet, let alone all four," I mumble out eventually, but she hears me. 
 
    "I would ride them all like a pony if I were you, have you seen them?" she replies, and I laugh. 
 
    "I know you would." 
 
    "Ah it’s a shame my heart is only made for one guy, but I know yours isn't. You already love all those men, even if you don't know it yet," she replies. I don't think on her words because I don't like how right she likely is. Well, for at least two of them. Atti and Dabriel are growing on me too. 
 
    “I have something for you,” she pulls out a small vial. It’s filled with a glowing purple liquid. “It's a contraceptive herb from the angels. It will stop any little Winter's running around.”  
 
    “Thanks, do I just drink it?” I ask. 
 
    “Yep. Drake gets it for me, and I asked him to get you one. You don’t need to thank me, I don’t want to be an auntie yet,” she winks at me, and I drink the vial. It tastes like a fizzy drink. 
 
    "I had a dream last night," I mumble as she pushes the blue dress away and pulls out a long, red one. 
 
    "A bad one?" she asks and stops to look at me. She knows how messed up I can get over my dreams. When I was thirteen I had a terrible dream: a woman I couldn’t see was being held down by big, blue men. They were just shadows, but there were two of them, they changed as I watched into men and then shadows again. The dream was terrifying as I watched them kill the woman, they pulled some white and blue light out of her. When I woke up, I was screaming at the bottom of the garden. I must have walked out of the house in my dreams, Alex ran out and pulled me inside the house. She covered for me when my mum came running down the stairs and found us in the kitchen. We were lucky my mum believed the story that I saw a mouse when I got up to get water.  I couldn’t sleep for days after that dream, and every time I closed my eyes I saw the brown-haired women on the ground. The weird thing is that Isa looked like the woman from that dream. I can’t remember it anymore, but there was something familiar about her. 
 
    "No, not really. I was a toddler, but I wasn't with mum or dad." I tell her, and she raises an eyebrow at me. 
 
    "What do you mean?" she asks. 
 
    "Someone else was my mother and father. I don't get it, my dreams are becoming more real, and with everything going on, I’m worrying that they aren’t just dreams anymore. Elissa said they were my family." 
 
    "Maybe they are just dreams," Alex suggests. 
 
    "Yeah, and maybe vampires don’t exist," I say sarcastically, and Alex comes over to me with a simple, white dress. It has two silver rings that hold it up on the shoulders, and it looks like it stops below the knees with a slight slit because of the tight fit. It's posh and sexy at the same time. I’m a little worried this is going to show off my not so flat stomach and curves, but it looks my size. 
 
    "You know, whatever happens, your mother loves you, and I love you. Don't worry too much about a dream you can't change," Alex tells me as she puts a hand on my shoulder.  
 
    "Thanks, and I love you too," I say, and she grins as I stand up and take the dress off her. I quickly change and do a twirl for Alex, and she nods. I glance at myself in the full-length mirror, the dress is tight around my hips, but it has slight waves. It looks good and hides the proof of my chocolate addiction.  We walk out of Wyatt’s room and find him with Drake in the corridor. Wyatt looks at my dress closely before taking my hand and pulling me gently to his side. Drake is dressed similarly to Wyatt, and it’s the most dressed up I’ve ever seen him. 
 
    "You may dress Winter whenever, Alex," he says. 
 
    "I told you so," she laughs.  The door to the left of ours opens and Leigha walks out. She looks every bit the vampire in a tight, black dress, it stops mid-thigh and covers her arms. The top half is open to show her shoulders. When she turns to shut the door, I see her mark on her shoulder. Its looks a little like a bird, made up of dozens of swirls. It covers the top of her arm and over her shoulder, where the birds head rests.  
 
    “Let’s hurry, I want to get this stupid thing off,” Leigha crosses her arms and walks ahead of us. I glance at Alex, who is trying not to laugh. 
 
    Drake wraps a hand around Alex’s waist, and they walk after Leigha. We follow them down an endless number of corridors and stairs. Weirdly, we manage not to pass anyone else. The place reminds me of a haunted castle of one of those ghost shows because the dated corridors are quiet and mainly dark, apart from the small, wall lights. 
 
    "Where is everyone?" I ask Wyatt. 
 
    "The humans use back passages, and the vampires are all called to court to meet you," he replies. 
 
    "Oh, no pressure," I respond. I have to remember to thank Alex later for dressing me. I couldn’t turn up in front of hundreds of vampires wearing jeans with a hole in them. They would never take me seriously. 
 
    "None at all. They will love you," he replies. Our eyes lock together for a second before we both turn to see where we’re going. I only needed that second glance to fill myself with a false sense of safety, a safety I only feel at Wyatt’s side. 
 
    “Does the king have a mate?” I ask. 
 
    “He has turned ten female humans, but he never calls any of them a mate. They usually die when he gets bored of them and doesn’t let them feed on any other vampire or himself. They may wear his mark, but he has no respect for them. That was my mother’s title,” Wyatt says with little emotion in his words. 
 
    “I didn’t realise you could turn more than one person,” I say.  
 
    “It’s not advised, but yes, you could turn endless numbers. Most people see it as an insult to do that. Sometimes the turned don’t survive, or they go a little mad,” he tells me. It's a scary thought that his kind could just go around turning people. 
 
    We walk up to large, stone doors, with three guards standing outside looking at us. Three have dark skin and black eyes that match their uniforms. The red crown is stitched over their hearts, and they put their fists to their hearts as they bow. 
 
    "Open the doors," Wyatt says, and they quickly do as he asks. I didn't feel him use his power, but he makes you want to do as he says anyway. I have to remember he is a prince here. 
 
    The door swings open to the throne room. Hundreds of eyes stare at me from their seats on both sides of a long path towards the throne. I don't look at them as my gaze hits the famous vampire king. He looks like Wyatt, with his light-blond hair, but his has a bit of grey on the roots. He has a big build like his son, filling out the gold throne he sits on. The king is wearing a black suit, a few buttons are undone on his shirt, and he looks casual compared to the vampires in the room. Next to him, on the left, are four vampires seated next to each other in small gold chairs and a long wooden table stretched out in front of them. Harold is the first I see and then an older, stern- looking woman with short, grey hair, and she gives me a slightly distasteful look as our eyes meet. The other two are familiar, the one with the red crown tattooed on his head smirks at me. The seat next to him has the common, greasy- haired man he was with when he came to get me from Wyatt months ago, who also is looking very happy. I try to ignore the three wine glasses full of a dark-red liquid. I know its blood, but I’m going to pretend its wine. Yep, it’s wine. 
 
    I press closer to Wyatt as we walk, and he squeezes my hand once in support.  I glance around the room, seeing all the vampires. They look like they’re waiting for a supermodel contest as not one of them is bad looking. It’s intimidating because they are all stick thin, pale, and mainly blonde. There are a few dark-haired people in the crowd but not many. I catch a glance of a little boy in the seats, his white hair standing out compared to the light-blondes in the room. He looks around Freddy’s age, and he smiles at me. I pull my gaze away as we get to the end of the path. The massive, gold throne stands on its own at the front of the room, and it’s made of solid gold by the looks of it. It’s big enough to put the queen of England’s throne to shame. There are four large, glazed-glass windows behind the throne; they have a red tint in them, making the room almost seem like it’s glowing red. 
 
    The king stands up, his thick, red crown shining in the light from the large windows. Though, the king is difficult to look away from, I feel drawn to look at the crown. The top looks made out of smooth thorns, and has four large red stones encased inside it. I can sense its power from where I am standing. It's like my insides are telling me there’s something different about the crown.  
 
    "My son has returned and with a human mate," he says, looking happy, but it's clear it's an act. His fake eyes meet mine like he knows what I'm thinking as Wyatt stops before the three steps that separate us from where the king is standing. You wouldn't think he was evil. In fact, he almost looks like an average guy. One you would expect to pass on a street as he goes to his nine-to-five job at an office. Except he is the monster under the bed, instead. 
 
    "Father, this is Winter Masters," Wyatt says respectively and slightly bows his head.  
 
    "Winter. Come here," the king holds out his hand. Wyatt’s grip tightens on my hand as I try to let go to move forward, and the king laughs. 
 
    "You are not letting me near your new mate. I don't blame you son. I only wish to greet her." He laughs, and the crowd of vampires laughs with him.  
 
    "Fine," Wyatt says and lifts my hand to place a kiss on it before he steps back next to Alex and Drake. Leigha is standing at my side, and she bows before stepping back. I walk toward the King, and he offers me a hand. I place my hand in his, and a wave of sickness fills my body. I quickly pull my hand away, and the feeling goes away. 
 
    "Winter. You look so familiar to me," he says, and he moves closer as I take a step back. 
 
    "We haven't met," I reply, making him laugh.  
 
    "I'm sure we haven't," he replies staring down at me. He is as tall as Wyatt which makes him far more intimidating as I look up to meet his eyes.  
 
    "Oops, wrong timing," Atti’s voice says behind me, and I turn to see him walking down the middle of the Throne room. Atti looks every bit the prince, he told me he is. Wearing a black shirt, and black trousers under a long black cloak that hits the floor. A small black crown sits on his head, and his hair has been cut shorter. It now hits his eyebrows and is a lot shorter at the sides. It suits him. I nearly trip when I see the white and black tigers that walk next to him.  Atti is extremely tall, and these tigers are half his size. The white one has white and grey striped fur, a tail made of sharp looking spikes mixed in with soft fur. It has two massive teeth that make it seem like a Sabertooth tiger. The black one is a little smaller, with large eyes and bigger ears. A shiny coat covers its whole body, with large black spikes running from its neck to the end of its tail. They both have bright grey eyes, just like Atti’s grey eyes. Atti moves between Drake and Alex as they step aside. He stops next to Wyatt.  
 
    "My Queen has sent me, we have things to discuss." Atti bows slightly. 
 
    "You are welcome witch prince," the king replies with an amused look in my direction. 
 
    “Looking as hot as ever Winter. Seriously, the dirty things I’m thinking of doing to you in that dress,” Atti says in my mind, and I cough to hide my shocked laugh. 
 
    I move slightly away as the king moves closer to me and takes my hand again. The sickness is overwhelming, and I can just barely stand up, as he offers my hand to Atti, "May I introduce Winter Masters. My son’s new mate and our new princess." 
 
    Atti takes my hand and presses a little kiss on the back of it before he lets go. A look of disgust fills his face for a second as he looks at me. He hides the emotion so quickly that I can't be sure it was there. 
 
    "A human mate?" he asks Wyatt, who moves closer to me and pulls me to him.  
 
    "Careful, witch," Wyatt spits out. If I didn’t know better, I would be convinced these two hated each other. It’s a little upsetting to see, and weird to watch. I guess they must have had years of perfecting it. 
 
    "Boys, now, now. You are starting to sound like his dead father and me," the king points at Atti, and a feral-sounding growl comes from the white tiger as Atti stands straighter than before. 
 
    "Be careful. You are not my king, and you will not speak of my father like that," Atti warns. The king just nods, a calculating look on his face as he returns to his throne. I move to stand next to Wyatt, who holds my hand. 
 
    "Come here, human," he says, and I think he means me until I see a girl around seventeen running across the room from where she was standing by the wall. Her clothes look worn and stitched in many places. Her hair is pulled up in a tight bun, her skin is pale, but she is still gorgeous, though way too thin. The king pulls her roughly onto his lap the minute she gets near and bites her neck. She moans in pleasure, but her voice withers away as the king feeds from her. I watch in horror as he feeds, my hands crawling into Wyatt’s arm as he holds me to him. No one does anything as he kills the girl, and her body falls the ground. 
 
    "Does your mate need a feed?" the king asks as he steps over the body. I stare at her empty eyes, feeling my anger rising beyond control.  
 
    “Winter I know Love, I know. Your eyes are changing, and I need you to be strong. The king is a bastard but strong with many secrets. We can’t just kill him, the vampires would avenge him, and they love him.” 
 
    Atti must have noticed how upset and angry I am, as he whispers in my head, and I turn to him to see him shaking his head a little, and I close my eyes.  
 
    "No. Winter developed a new power, and we will be using the training rooms to work on it," Wyatt replies. 
 
    “Ah, what power does our princess have?” the king asks. 
 
    “My mate can move thing with her mind, a form of telekinesis. Much like my uncle had, if I remember.” 
 
    “Yes, a compelling gift indeed,” the king says, but I keep my eyes on the floor.   
 
    "You’d best teach our new princess how to fight and use her powers. I expect to see you at the council meetings,” he tells Wyatt. 
 
    "Yes, father."  
 
    I open my eyes, just to see the king smiling at me. An evil smile.  
 
    “Miss Leigha Sokolov, what a beautiful vampire you have turned into. My council will be finding mates for you soon,” he says, and Leigha steps to my side. 
 
    “As you wish, my king,” she bows her head and glances at me when she turns around. The panic on her face is enough to let me know she needs this deal as much as I’m going to. 
 
    “I always expected Wyatt to take you for a mate, perhaps when he is bored of this one,” the king waves a hand at me. 
 
     Wyatt doesn’t say anything but squeezes my hand so tightly I’m scared it’s going to snap off. Leigha’s eyes meet mine, and she only looks down. 
 
    I quickly put my eyes to the ground as I feel a wave of dizziness. 
 
    Wyatt turns with me by his side and walks out the throne room with Alex and Drake following us. Leigha stays near my side, and I look back at the girl’s body on the floor in front of the big, gold throne. Such a waste of a short life, she is so pretty, and the king had no regard for her life. Like she didn’t matter, when she did. I don’t think I'll ever forget her empty, blue eyes. 
 
    “Look away, this can’t be changed, Love,” Atti whispers in my mind, and I turn away as Wyatt walks us out the door. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Ten 
 
    Winter 
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    We walk straight back to our rooms and get changed into something more comfortable. Wyatt tells me he has to see the council, and that Drake, Alex, and Leigha will take me to training. Wyatt doesn’t bring up what happened in the throne room, and I know it’s because he can’t protect me from his kind and their ways. 
 
    I walk next to Alex, and yet, what I'm used to seeing doesn't happen. Every set of eyes we see is staring at me and not Alex or Leigha. I don't get it, they are far prettier than I am. 
 
    "Why are they all stopping and staring?" I ask when we walk through an archway into a massive, stone courtyard. The snow has been swept away, and despite the fact it should be freezing in my sweatpants and long-sleeved top, I’m not cold. There are boxes of weapons on one side and around twelve vampires fighting each other. Each one stops when they see me. 
 
    It's creepy. 
 
    "They’re curious about their new princess. Many have heard about you," Leigha tells me, and Drake nods next to her in agreement. 
 
    "Why are they still staring then? It's getting awkward in here," Alex says, and I hear a chuckle from one of the vampires in front of me. 
 
    "They want Winter to say hello," Leigha says to us like it should be obvious. 
 
    It isn't. "Hello!" I say and try to do a little wave as I step forward. Unfortunately, I'm way too clumsy to be princess and trip on a stone after two steps. I manage to stop myself from falling, but everyone saw. 
 
    Alex just bursts into laughter next to me. Leigha even laughs a little.  
 
    "Very princess-like Win," Alex finally says, and every one of the guards bows at me, with their one hand in a fist on their chest before straightening again. I want to stop them, but I know it’s likely rude. 
 
    "Leigha will be training me," I tell Alex and Drake who look at me like I've grown two heads. 
 
    "Are you sure? Leigha is–" Drake starts, but his sister interrupts. 
 
    "Is happy to help my princess," Leigha says, and Drake narrows his eyes at her. "So, Princess, what can you do?" Leigha asks me with a dare in her eyes. 
 
    “Not sure, I managed to move things once when I got mad. I’m good with a crossbow and throwing daggers,” I tell her, and she nods.  
 
    “Hand to hand combat?”  
 
    “I’m alright, I had some training but more at a human level,” 
 
    “Come,” she waves a hand, and we walk through the men training, who quickly move out of Leigha's way. I’m glad it’s not just me she scares. She opens a small, wooden door, and I quickly follow her. Inside is a gym, like nothing I’ve seen before. It looks more like an army, training camp. There’s a big structure in the middle, it’s made of wood and ropes. There are several large, metal barriers. I watch as someone blows a whistle, and two vampires run down the marked track towards one of the biggest ones. The metal is tall and smooth with nowhere to put your feet to climb. The monsters jump about three feet away, one looks like he’s flying as he jumps over, and the other just gets to the top but manages to pull himself over. 
 
    “This is where young vampires are trained. I did a summer here once, vampires have the speed and strength to be able to do most things, but you need to learn how to use them. Your other powers we will work on when you find out how to complete this whole course in five minutes. That’s the average time.” 
 
    “That tall metal wall?” I ask. 
 
    “Yes, and you will,” 
 
    “You will see a Winter-sized shape in the wall.” 
 
    “Try not to hit it then,” she says with a smirk. I have a feeling she’ll enjoy seeing me run into that wall. The door opens as Drake and Alex walk in. Alex’s eyes widen as she looks around the army camp. Yes, I’m calling this the army camp room, or torture room. I haven’t decided yet. 
 
    “Alex will be doing the same training as you, but not all of it. I will deal with her combat training,” Drake says. 
 
    “You have to be joking?” Alex glares up at him. 
 
    “No, I am not joking.” he says plainly, and Alex groans. 
 
    “You best have a big bath waiting for me at the end of this.”  
 
    “I'll even join you,” he replies, and she leans up to kiss his cheek.  
 
    I glance back at Leigha who is watching the room. “Where do we start then?” I ask her, thankful for the new trainers I’m wearing. 
 
    “Follow me,” she says. Alex comes over and walks next to me as we follow Leigha up to what I’m guessing is the start of the course. The first part looks like a simple, wooden climbing frame, and thankfully, there are steps. I’ve never climbed anything like it in my life, so I don’t know how she expects me to do this part. 
 
    “Go,” Leigha waves a hand and checks the watch she’s wearing. Alex and I take off for a run, and I stop when I get to the wall. I manage to pull myself up the first few without too much trouble, but it’s hard. I glance at Alex who’s using her strength to propel herself off each one and to the next. I guess I could try that, I push down and try to jump up to the next holder as Alex did. Except I have no control and I push down too hard. I fly up with a scream and land on top of the tower with a giant thud.  
 
    “Holy crap,” I mumble. I rub my sore shoulder where I landed and crawl to look down the wall at Alex’s shocked face. I wait for her and help her up the last part.  
 
    “How did you do that?” she shouts. 
 
    “Didn’t mean to,” I reply.  
 
    “Less chatting, that took you three minutes slow coaches,” Leigha shouts from the bottom. 
 
    “I dislike the army brat,” Alex says as she pushes a stray red hair out her eyes.  
 
    “She’s your sister- in- law,” I reply. 
 
    “Still a brat,” Alex laughs, and we both stop when we look over the other side of the tower. There are five nets, I guess you have to jump from one to the other because the wood connecting them is too small to walk on. The distance between them is vast, and the wooden floor underneath is far away. Falling would hurt. 
 
    “After you,” I wave a hand, and Alex just looks at me with an ‘I’m not that stupid’ look. 
 
    “Fine,” I say and walk to the far side of the tower. I run for it and jump, I fly through the air as everything slows down. I can see myself landing with my right foot on the net. The net bounces my foot back up, and I push harder with the next step on the net. Everything seems easy when it’s so slow, and the next thing I know, I’m at the last net which is attached to another tower. I climb, using the holes until I get to the top.  
 
    “Yes!” I say and wave over at Alex on the other side, her jaw is dropped open. I wait for Alex to make it over. She does, but I cringe when she nearly misses the third net. I help her up the last part, and she collapses on the floor. 
 
    “Kill me now, I mean it. Find a stake,” she breathes out. 
 
    “That was fun,” I say and smile down at her. 
 
    “There is something seriously wrong with you. Stop being such a bubbly pain in my ass,” she says as she dramatically sighs. 
 
    “Come on before army brat finds us,” I say and offer her a hand. The next part is to the left and looks like a puzzle of small wooden pieces. They look just big enough to walk on. 
 
    “There isn’t anything to hold on to,” Alex says. 
 
    “I guess balance is a vampire thing,” 
 
    “Fuck me,” Alex pants out. She doesn’t like heights. I put a hand on her shoulder before going first. The wooden strips are thick and just big enough to put your one foot on. I figure I’m going to have to move quickly, one foot after another. I make the first few steps no problem until I look down. There’s a big pool under the bars that you can’t see until you’re walking across it. One minute I’m walking, and then I’m falling. 
 
    “Ahhh,” I scream as I hit the cold, murky water. It’s deep enough that I have to swim up to the top. When I get out, I hear another splash and turn to see Alex’s red hair just before she comes up. 
 
    “Ten minutes, and you fell. You two are going to be training for a long, fucking time,” Leigha says as she stands at the edge of the pool. Drake stands next to her with his hands on his hips, both of them looking scary as hell. 
 
    “They both seem to like the serious jackass look,” Alex says to me, and I laugh as I nod. 
 
    “Apparently you both like the drowned rat look,” Leigha replies and just stares at us. She doesn’t give a crap. 
 
    “Did you just call me a rat?” Alex asks. 
 
    “Yes, a drowned one,” she replies.  
 
    Alex looks at me, apparently agreeing we do look bad and then says, “Fair enough, then army brat.”  
 
   


  
 



Chapter Eleven 
 
    Wyatt 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    “Please, I didn’t kill,” the middle-aged, half-turned woman pled in front of the council and me. I can’t help her, and I doubt she killed the vampire, she is accused of. She’s lucky she’s even in front of the council and wasn’t killed straight away. The only reason she isn’t dead already is that she’s beautiful and half-turned. The sun shines through the red glass and makes the woman seem like she’s glowing red. The whole morning has been filled with petty things like this, I wonder how my father can just sit here and do nothing like I am. The vampires have become selfish and cared only about things that don’t matter instead of things that do, like a human’s life. The last vampire in here was accusing her next-door-neighbour of stealing a necklace made of diamonds. I'll have to get Atti to check out Jewel’s hiding places for it before the two vampires try to murder each other. 
 
    “Don’t listen to her, you were caught with the sword in your room. Humans are not allowed to kill vampires, you know the rules and the punishment,” Talen says, an evil gleam in his eyes. I bet the fucker put the sword in her room, the vampire that was killed was one of Talen’s cousins, yet he apparently doesn’t feel sorrow for his loss. No, this is all a game, and he will kill that woman. I’m sure he’s wanted an excuse to kill her for a while. If I knew about this meeting before now, I could have made Atti take her to the human world, she doesn’t deserve to have the death she will have. No one does. 
 
    “Take her to my suite. I’ll deal with the punishment and her death,” he says, and the rest of the council nods their heads. Disgust fills me when I see the two guards drag the poor, screaming woman away. I turn to stare at the empty, golden throne. The weight of the responsibility I will one day have is crushing. Winter was right when she called my kind heartless monsters because that is what most have become. They stay in this castle, separated from the human world and feeding off the humans that are born and bred here. They don’t treat them any better than dogs. 
 
    “Your mate fits in well with the vampire life, must be a difficult transition for a human who knew nothing of us,” Harold says as he comes to stand next to me. The rest of the council are walking out. 
 
    “It is. Winter deals well with changes,” I remark. That’s a little understatement, Winter has fit into my world like she always belonged in it. Maybe she always has. 
 
    “Have you spoken to the king?” he asks once the throne room is empty. The words echo around the room, a room that has only ever given me pain as I grew up. I look at the cold, wooden floor in front of the throne. Demi’s ruined body is still fresh in my mind, as the last time I saw her was on that floor. Talen had removed her heart and drained her of all her blood. I doubt he made her death natural. I never did get to bury her, I just took her body back to Jaxson’s pack and stayed near until a guard found her. “No, his defenders say he is busy,” I reply. I’ve been working with the council for the last two weeks, and I only get to see Winter for a few hours a day. It’s not ideal, but with my father refusing to come to the meetings, I have to be there.  
 
    “He isn’t here,” Harold says.  
 
    “Where is he then?” I ask. I didn’t know he had left, not that he would tell me. 
 
    “With the witches and the dark queen,” Harold says, and I know it’s a risk for him to tell me. I trust Harold, out of all the council and most vampires, he is more human. Harold is who I get my blood bags from because he and his family don’t use the servants. I know his family half live here and in the human world. 
 
    “What does he want? I know he visited the angel council and the light queen,” I say, remembering my previous conversations with Atti and Dabriel.  
 
    “I’m unsure, but it doesn’t bode well for us. I respect your father, but I believe in the goddess,” he says and bows at me. I watch as he walks out the room. It’s a risk for anyone to hear him say that, no one talks of the goddess in the castle. I didn’t know he believed in her, I thought my mother was the last one who did in this place. They all thought she was crazy when she spoke of the goddess and a time of change coming. At least from the way people talk about the last queen. 
 
    I walk out the throne room and search the castle for Winter. I find her training with Leigha and Alex. At least she hasn’t fallen in the water pond today, she must have figured out how to balance. It was a little funny to see her coming back for the first week looking like she’d been swimming in her clothes. Winter’s long hair is up in a ponytail, but it’s so long that it hits her lower back. The tight yoga trousers and vest top are showing her more toned body. Winter is more toned since becoming a vampire, but the training is making her curves look more seductive than I’m used to. She’s always been a temptation, but now it’s impossible to resist her. Drake is leaning against the wall by the door when I come in. 
 
    “Prince Wyatt, are you done with the council meeting already?” Drake asks, pulling my gaze away from my mate. I never wanted to force a mating with her, not the way it happened. I remember holding her body in my arms as I gave her my blood, pleading with the goddess to let it work. I couldn’t lose her. She came back wearing my mark. The mark looks so sexy on her lower back, I only get to see it when she wears those small shorts and a vest top in bed. 
 
    “Yes. How is she doing?” I ask. I watch as Winter jumps over a medium- sized wall. I wonder if she can jump the highest yet, I jumped it when I was ten after one year of training in here. 
 
    “Better. Leigha is good for her, doesn’t give in to any whining that she can’t do this. She’s training Alex as well, although I don’t believe it is helping them bond,” Drake says. 
 
    “Leigha has said no to every vampire the council has suggested, it’s now twelve she has refused,” I tell Drake. 
 
    “I don’t believe she needs a mate,” he says. 
 
    “The king hasn’t heard what she’s doing yet, I can’t defend her for long. Talen has never taken a mate, and I’ve seen how he talks about her,” I say. 
 
    “He is not touching my sister,” Drake warns. 
 
    “I won’t let him, but taking one mate would save us a lot of trouble. Not all the guys are bad. Easton, for example, is from an influential family, and is a good man.” I say referring to one of Harold’s children, a good guy but a little-laid back. 
 
    “She would eat him alive,” Drake laughs. Winter stops to chat with Alex before the massive wall. 
 
    “Yes, she would,” I chuckle. 
 
    I listen in on Alex and Winter's conversation because I don’t want to interrupt their training. 
 
    “Do you miss Jaxson?” Alex asks. I know she does. 
 
    “Yes, and Freddy. God, I miss Freddy, I love him, and it’s difficult that I can’t tell Wyatt about him,” Winter says with a sigh. Who the fuck is Freddy? I know our relationship is based on sharing, but not with another guy I don’t know. Why would she have hidden a massive secret like she is in love with someone else, from me? She hasn’t told me she loves me, but I feel it in our bond. I don’t know if she can feel my emotions yet, it might not happen until we finish the mating because of how different she is. The warmth she feels when she talks about this Freddy is hard to believe. 
 
    “It’s hard not to be honest with him, I don’t like keeping secrets from my mate.” 
 
    “You should tell Wyatt soon, but I agree it’s difficult. Its weird hearing you call Wyatt your mate,” Alex replies, and I turn to walk out the door before I hear the response.  
 
    I don’t know who Freddy is, but I won’t share Winter with anyone other than my brothers. I just can’t. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter Twelve 
 
    Winter 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    “Hey, mum,” I say when she answers my call. I’ve gone to call her five times this week and changed my mind. I’m not sure what’s stopping me, maybe it’s finding out any answers I don’t want. I don’t think my mum would have lied to me my whole life. She isn’t that kind of person, my mum is sweet and kind. The type of person that spends her last money of the week on buying food for the homeless outside her church.  
 
    “A call a month? Is that all I’m getting now. I miss you Winter, and I’m worried,” she says, sounding upset as she talks. It hurts to know I’ve upset her. I never meant to. 
 
    “I’m fine, mum, I just needed an escape for a while, just like Alex said,” I reply. 
 
    “You think I believe that crap, Winter Masters? This is your mother you are speaking to,” she says, making me feel like shrinking in my seat. Why do mothers become the scariest people on earth when they’re upset? 
 
    “Mum, what was my dad like?” I ask her, changing the subject. 
 
    “What exactly do you want to know?” she asks. She isn’t saying no, so that’s a start. 
 
    “When did you meet? You never told me,” I ask her. 
 
    “Oh, well. I first met your father in university, we were just friends for a year, but I always liked him as more. He was studying to be a doctor, and I was just finishing my art course. He was two years younger than me,” she says. I hear her moving around in the background. 
 
    “So, how did you get together in the end?” I ask her. 
 
    “He moved onto my street around five years later. I took him a toffee cake over to say hello, and then we got together,” she says. 
 
    “Why weren’t there many pictures of him around? I can only remember seeing one of him at his graduation,” I ask her because that’s the only photo I’ve seen of him older. There are several of him as a young boy, but she has none of them together. 
 
    “He didn’t like the camera, honey,” she says tensely, a little too protective for me to believe her. I hate thinking she would lie to me. 
 
    “Mum, you wouldn’t keep anything from me, right?” I ask her, my voice betraying me as I try to sound strong. 
 
    “I could ask you the same question. But, I don’t hide anything from you unless I think it will cause you pain,” she says the end part in a whisper. I know she doesn’t want to tell me something, I can just hear it.  
 
    “What if I needed to know, mum?” I ask her.  
 
    “Are you okay? All these questions are worrying me more than I am already,” she asks.  
 
    “I’m good, just been thinking about things,” I reply. I hear someone come into the room and ask for her help. 
 
    “I have to go, Winter, I’m at work. I hope you enjoy the rest of your break and come home soon. When you need to,” she says. 
 
    “I will, mum. I love you,” I reply, feeling more than disheartened. 
 
    “Bye honey, I love you more,” she says and puts the phone down. Why do I feel like that conversation gave me more questions than answers? I know she is hiding something. Mum always avoided any questions about my dad. The dream with Elissa has been stuck in my mind this last month in the castle. We can’t leave because the king is insisting Wyatt stay to help him with council decisions. Wyatt says they are just idiots. Last night, Wyatt told me we could leave in a month, after the royal ball the king is throwing in celebration of me. I run my hand over my hair, it’s braided down my back, the braid hitting the top of my bum. My hair grows impossibly fast, and yet, the rest of me rarely need shaving. I’ve only shaved once in a month and my legs are still smooth. Alex said it’s the same for her. Training with Leigha is getting better but nowhere near her high standards. I can make it through nearly all of the course in ten minutes now, but I can’t jump the huge, metal wall. It’s impossible. What’s worse is when training is over, I’m nearly always alone. Drake takes Alex away, and Leigha watches me but doesn’t talk much. I usually stay in my room like now or go to the library. The library is slowly becoming useless, half the books are in Latin or French, and the ones in English are so poorly written, so it takes ages to read a few sentences. Nothing is coming up on the goddess that we can use to help me. 
 
    “Why do you look so down?” Atti asks as he appears next to me, making me jump out my skin. I don’t want to admit that things are difficult here. I don’t get to see Wyatt much, and all I do is train until I can’t stand up. I miss Jaxson, Atti, and Dabriel. I miss Freddy, too. 
 
    “I miss some people,” I say, choosing to look out the window again. I feel Atti move close to my side as I sit on the window seat. Three library books sit in front of me as I try to read them. One of them is purely French, so I’ve given up on that one. 
 
    “Like me?” he says, his voice holding a teasing quality. 
 
    “Maybe,” I say with a small smile. 
 
    “Everyone misses me when I’m not around, don’t worry it’s natural,” he says, and I roll my eyes, but the smile on my face stays there. I didn’t know I needed Atti until he was here, and he can always make me feel better. 
 
    “Dabriel and I want some time alone with you. You’ve been all work and no play for too long, Love,” Atti says and offers me a hand. I look down at my jeans with holes in them and my Batman top. It will do. Atti is wearing jeans and a tight, grey shirt that clashes with his eyes. I look at his hand before slipping mine inside it, and he pulls me to his chest.  
 
    “Smile, Love,” he says, and I feel his magic flowing around me. It’s only a second before my feet hit the ground. I open my eyes as Atti lets me go and standing a few steps away is Dabriel. His arms are crossed against his tight, white shirt. He looks normal in jeans and a backward cap covering his white hair. Dabriel’s purple eyes seem to draw me in as I walk over to him, and he greets me with a little kiss. His hands are sliding down my back slowly as he pulls away. 
 
    “I missed you, Dab,” I say, and he grins.  I look over his shoulder in shock when I see the Disney castle behind him.  
 
    “Disneyland?” I turn, asking Atti who nods. He doesn’t seem jealous that I kissed Dabriel, but then Atti has never tried to take our relationship further than friends.  
 
    “Where else would a princess go to chill out?” he says, and I laugh. 
 
    “I’ve always wanted to come here,” I tell him. 
 
    “Then your dreams have come true. Please, I want to find that Thunder Mountain ride,” he winks at me. 
 
    “Let’s go,” I say and take Atti’s hand. Dabriel takes my other hand and we walk down the path, out of the small corner Atti brought us too. It feels weird holding both their hands in public and a few people stare. I think it has more to do with how hot Atti and Dabriel are. I wonder if humans can tell there is something different about them. I guess there’s something else about me now, too. 
 
    We go on several rides on the way to the mountain ride. Atti pulls out fast track passes for us all, so we don’t have to wait. When we get to the mountain ride, Atti sits next to me in the front cart, and Dab takes the seat behind us. I guess his wings need the extra space. I know he has some kind of glamour on, so the humans don’t see them, but I can. Dab looks hot with his angel wings. The ride starts inside the mountain, and as it turns, I slide into Atti. When we are just coming out of the mountain, I turn to look at Atti, and he kisses me. His arm is tightly wrapped around my waist as the cart swerves around the track but all I can focus on are his sweet lips. Atti tastes like the sweetest thing in the world, and when he pulls away, his glowing grey eyes tell me that he felt affected by the kiss as much as me. I slide to the left of the cart, when it turns, and I catch a glance of Dabriel’s face. I expected jealousy or anger, but instead, there is just a happy, warm look in his eyes as they meet mine. 
 
    For once, I can see this working for us all, the happiness Dabriel told me about once. The rest of the day we go on the rides, except when Dabriel and Atti have a competition in one of the shooting gun booths. I had to distract Atti when he lost, and he looked close to killing Dab who was grinning. Silly alpha males.  
 
    “The fireworks start in a minute, Minnie,” Atti says next to me as we move through the crowd outside the castle. I grin at him with my Minnie mouse ears headband on that Dabriel brought me. Dab jumps over a small bar to a bit of grass no one is standing on. I follow and stand next to Dab. Atti comes behind me and rubs my arms. 
 
    The fireworks light up the sky, shining brightly against the dark skies. This was just the day I needed, a reminder that even in darkness, a beautiful light can brighten up the world. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Jaxson 
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    "My cheeky, little lad," my aunt says as she comes in the pack. Her hundreds of wolves following close behind her, most are in wolf form, and the rest are in the row of twenty different cars I can see. They’re all getting out of their cars as she pulls me into a tight hug. My aunt looks my age and a lot like me, with dark-brown hair and light-green eyes.  She always wears bright clothes around her curvy form. While she looks like an innocent aunt to me, I know she is fucking far from it. This woman handed my ass to me when I was ten in a sword fight. She then beat me for four years before I could beat her. She is that good. 
 
    "How has my wee, little lad been?" she asks me. I hate when she calls me that. I hope she doesn’t say it in front of Winter, she would wind me up for it. Just thinking of Winter makes me miss her; that girl has me wanting to fall to knees in front of her. 
 
    "I’m coping with my new responsibilities," I say, and she gives me a brief glimmer of pain in her neutral expression. Fergus's death is like a little hole in my chest, it’s always there as is my sister’s, but I have to live on. My life has always been drenched in war, and there are always high prices. I see the price every day in my sister-in-law’s eyes as she rubs her pregnant stomach. 
 
    Both of my siblings are dead, and I wish it were different in our lives. A lot of fucking good wishing does, no one ever responds. 
 
    "Aye, I know you are, we will hold the ceremony tonight and crown our new king," she says with a big smile.  
 
    "Yes, it's time I took my throne. I want you to meet Freddy. I know you haven't had a chance," I say, and she nods following me up to the main cabin.  Harris comes out one of the cabins and walks over to us. 
 
    “Aunt Lucinda, meet my beta, Harris.” I wave a hand at Harris, who nods in greeting. 
 
    “We have all the extra cabins ready for the guests, my mother is currently sorting the list out for your pack,” Harris says. 
 
    “A list would be good,” she replies. 
 
    “Go and help, when you get a second, check that the guards are alert. We don’t need anyone coming into the pack while we are weak. Talk through the bond if you need me,” I tell him. Referring to the bond I have with all the wolves in my pack since I became their alpha. I can contact any of my wolves when I need to, and because Harris is active, he can send messages to me. Not all the wolves can do that, mainly it’s used for just betas and guards. 
 
    “Yes, alpha,” 
 
    “Less of the alpha shit, my name is Jax to you, Harris,”  
 
    “Alright Jax,” he chuckles and runs off. 
 
    “I’m proud of you, Jaxson, if nothing else, know that laddie,” she tells me as we walk on. 
 
    Everything has been fucked up since the night I lost Fergus and nearly Winter. I had to find a witch quickly to make the pack safe, bury my brother, and look after his pack. The ceremony tonight will finally bond me with the whole pack, and I wish Winter could be here.  I still have no fucking idea who killed my brother. It was someone in the pack. I'm sure of it. I was with Freddy inside the house when it happened, so I'm not sure who was missing. It pisses me off that I don’t have a clue who managed to stab my brother in the heart.  
 
    I see Esta walk past the garages at the side, and she waves at me. I don’t bother looking at her. Esta has been playing a fucked-up game from the beginning. I never lied to Esta or dragged her along. I told her when we were eighteen that I wouldn’t mate with her. I only wanted a friend. She said to me that the prophecy must be fake, and she still wanted to wait. I let her keep telling people we would mate eventually because Fergus asked me to. He didn’t want everyone to know about my friendship with the other princes, and the fact that he was aware I believed in the goddess. It’s hard, not to believe in someone that predicted your birth. I never wanted a relationship with the girl from the prophecy. I convinced myself I would kill her and get rid of the threat straight away. God knows, I have no love for humans. 
 
    Then Winter slammed into my life and in my heart.  
 
    I couldn’t walk away, instead, I got as close as I could. 
 
    She is my queen, and I want her at my side; I knew that from the moment my lips touched hers. 
 
    I fucking hate that she’s in the middle of all my enemies right now.  
 
    "I smell vampire on you, please say you haven't chosen a vampire as a mate," she says. She must be smelling Winter. Her scent does feel a little like a vampire now, but it's different, like she is. An image appears in my mind of her standing in the middle of her living room, her eyes glowing silver as a blue wave flows out of her chest and hits everything in the room, including me, who flew into the wall and landed on my ass. Whatever she is now, she isn’t just a vampire. She is so much more. 
 
    "No, well not exactly. We have a lot to discuss," I say eventually as I hold the front door open. The two wolves guarding it look at me briefly before focusing on me. I had to replace five guards after the attack; the ones that we lost. The two new ones are Suzy and Malic. Those are the two guarding the cabin and me now, and the rest are patrolling the edges of the ward. My brother used to only let one woman in his ten guards. I chose the best at fighting, and that’s Suzy. She has power to stop her enemies with one touch. Her seven mates were not happy, but they wouldn’t try to stop me. 
 
    "We do," she says. The house feels a little colder without Fergus. We may not have agreed or believed the same things, but he was my brother. 
 
    "Uncle J!" Freddy runs up to me, looking flustered. 
 
    "What's going on?"  I ask him. 
 
    "Frederick! Where are you my wee one?" My great aunt from my father’s side says from the kitchen. She is a bigger woman who just loves children and smothers them. I remember her as a child, and I understand Freddy’s panicked look. I used to hide when I knew she was coming over, I’m sure I still have the itchy jumper she knitted me once. She forced me to wear it all Christmas day when I was fifteen. It has a reindeer with a light- up nose, if you squeezed the fucking nose, it played a song. Atti saw me in it when he came to get me at midnight to see the others.  
 
    He wound me up for a year, I wouldn’t be surprised if he tells Winter about it. I fucking hope he doesn’t. 
 
    "Save me," he pleads, and Lucinda starts laughing next to me. 
 
    "Freddy, this is my Aunt Lucinda." I introduce him. 
 
    "Why don't you go and help some of the wolves into the old cabins?" she suggests, and he grins. A grin that reminds me of Wyatt, a lot of Freddy reminds me of Wyatt as he gets older. I just hope his vampire side doesn’t come out anytime soon. It’s not the right time. 
 
    "Yes, I can do that, and hello!" he says before running out of the room.  
 
    "He reminds me of you as a child," Lucinda says watching him fly out the door. 
 
    "Hmm, perhaps. Let's go to my new office," I tell her, and she nods, all business now. My aunt has four brothers-in-law, all of them are bringing wolves here from their different packs. We are grouping, and they will all be here today. The first time the whole wolf population will be together in many years. 
 
    We walk into Fergus’s old office, my new one and it still faintly smells of him. I miss him, I remember holding him against the wall as he threatened Winter. I wouldn’t change it, but I hate that we spent the last few months of his life arguing. The last day was the only time we had agreed that I wouldn’t leave Winter, that I wanted her as a mate. When I told him that, I had already called the engagement with Esta off because I'm in love with Winter, he asked me to stay for the wedding and then go to get her.  
 
    I never expected Esta to kiss me. She’d never tried before, and I thought she fucking understood after our many talks about being friends. She told me that pretending to plan to mate with me kept her away from the other wolves’ pressure to choose a partner. I understood in a way until she attacked Winter. I knew something was up then, and she hasn't come near me since the party.  
 
    "I have found the girl from the prophecy. I love her, and she will be my queen," I get straight to the point, no point fucking about. 
 
    "Where is she, then?" Lucinda asks. 
 
    "With her other mate or her other soon-to-be mates," I reply. I don’t care about having to share her, I never did. Jealousy will be something we can work on, but my wolf is bonded to the guys anyway. I couldn’t challenge them without expecting a bad fight. We are too evenly matched with each other.  
 
    "Which prince?" Lucinda asks me. I guess she expected this, too, because her expression isn’t one of shock. My aunt always believed in the prophecy. Our culture finds it common to share, it’s just unheard of between different races. 
 
    "Vampire," I reply. 
 
    "Have you lost your mind to let her go there?" she says, her hands on her hips. 
 
    "We have little choice. Winter is stronger than she looks and a little bit vampire now," I tell her. 
 
    "Is she just human?" she asks me. 
 
    "No, when I first met her, I started training her in defence. She was very strong for a human and hits targets dead centre with no training. When she gets mad, she can move very fast. I'm not sure what she is," I reply. Lucinda doesn’t say anything for a while, just looks out the small window in the room. I look where she is watching as three wolves walk with a young child on one of their backs. Two wolves in human form are following those carrying bags, their laughter I can pick up with my hearing. 
 
    "I can look into this. We have some old books from the times the goddess and her sister were alive. They might have something in them about these kinds of powers," she finally replies and faces me. 
 
    "Thank you," I say simply. 
 
    "Your mother always wanted you to fulfill the prophecy, but it was the vampire king that killed her. He will do anything to stop it and get his way. She is not safe there. No matter who she is with," Lucinda warns. 
 
    "I trust Wyatt and Atti. They will keep her safe," I say. 
 
    "Perhaps, but she needs more protection," she shakes her head slightly. 
 
    "Yes, I'm working on it. Our world is not going to be happy about her existence," I say and lean back in the brown leather chair. 
 
    "It's finally some proof that our goddess hasn't left us," she says.  
 
    "She never did. I have to tell you about Freddy," I say, I know I can trust her. 
 
    "What about him?" she asks. 
 
    "He is a half breed, half vampire, and half wolf. He’s different, and I'm worried because his father is going to find out about him soon. I've kept him a secret for so long, to keep him safe." I say, the words feeling strange to say now that the blood bond is broken. I felt it break when Winter guessed; it was like being free. 
 
    "It's not as surprising as you think, but I'm a little surprised there is a hybrid so close to us. We must keep this to ourselves until the boy is older. Who knows what powers he might have," she says finally. I’m glad about her reaction, not everyone will feel the same way. 
 
    "Agreed. I want to assign Katy as his protector for now," I say thinking of the young girl. Since she was shot, she has become dedicated to her training, to building on her power and maturing in general. 
 
    "I remember you telling me about that lass who was shot and recovered well, any reason why?" My aunt replies.  
 
    "Harris is going to be announced as my only beta tonight. I only trust him. Katy has an ability to hide her scent, she could protect Freddy’s if need be," I say, and she nods. 
 
    "I trust your judgment, alpha,"  
 
    "It’s weird hearing you call me that when I remember you chasing my ass around the pack when I drank your whisky," I say, and she laughs. I was thirteen at the time and wanted to impress the two girls my age in the pack, it didn’t work. 
 
    "You were always my alpha, you only had to grow up and realise it. I'm glad some girl has given you the kick up the backside that you needed," she says, making me laugh. 
 
    "You have no idea, the woman is more stubborn and headstrong than me," I mutter. 
 
    "I can’t wait to meet her," Lucinda grins. 
 
    "Soon, I swear it." I nod. 
 
    "Another thing. You know my power is to talk to the trees and plants. The earth is worried, keeps telling me about demons," she says, a slight shiver of fear passing over her eyes. 
 
    "Like what?" I ask her. 
 
    "That they are coming, the demon king is coming back," she says. As far as I know, demons are fairy tales, told to scare little children. I only know of mini-demons, but they aren’t a threat. A demon king doesn’t sound right. 
 
    "Back?"  
 
    "Aye. They say, he once lived on earth, but a goddess’s death locked him away. I don't understand everything they say, but they are clear. War is coming. That's why I'm here, my bonny, little prince," she says. Lucinda walks over to me and places her hand on mine on my desk. "We need a king." 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Winter 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    My eyes threaten to close as I read a chapter in the old book. The women are describing how some Lord is throwing a dance, and everyone has to attend. Nothing about the goddess in this one. I have decided I don’t like the castle, most of the vampires don’t speak a word of English, and the ones that might do tend to ignore me. They just bow and wait for me to go away. The humans, well normal people just run away from me or bend so low I’m sure their backs are going to break. Neither is any good for them or me. I should have realised that we are in France, so not everyone is going to speak English. Apparently, Wyatt can speak a couple of languages, who knew speaking in French is sexy? Wyatt is very hot when he talks away in French. 
 
    "Anything?" I ask Alex who shakes her head at me, her long, red hair shines from the dull strands of light coming through the library's tall windows. We are sitting on one of the sofas, both of us have books in our laps and a pile of them on the floor next to us. Leigha is watching us from a chair near the window. She won’t help because, apparently, she doesn’t like dust or old books. She also informed us that we wouldn’t find anything other than old-wives’ tales in here. I’m starting to believe she’s right, but we have to try. I haven’t had any dreams in a while, and I’m starting to think Elissa has left me to it. If she was Demtra, the goddess’s sister, then wouldn’t she have been a goddess too? 
 
    "It would help if they wrote these books better, it's like reading a child's diary," she says and closes the leather-bound book. 
 
    "And you’ve read a lot of those?" I chuckle as I push my own book closed and dust flies everywhere, making me cough. 
 
    "I used to read your diaries all the time, who knew you liked Travis in year six?" she says and grins at me. 
 
    "Bitch, those aren't meant to be read by anyone, and he had lovely hair," I mutter. 
 
    "Don’t worry, I never told him," she laughs as I throw one of the pencils I have near me at her, and she catches it.  
 
    I glance back at the pile of ten books I've read through in the last week on the goddess. Most of it is made up, and not one of them describe how she looks and gets it right. I've told Alex, Drake, and Wyatt about what she looks like so they can help search. Leigha listened but still just told us we’re wasting time and should be doing more training.  
 
    It's been a long month with two weeks of training in the morning for three hours. I enjoy reading for the rest of the day. I haven't seen Wyatt much, other than at night and in the morning. I had to force myself to drink two mugs of blood last night because I was so hungry. I want to say it was gross, but it wasn't. It so wasn't, and it reminds me of chocolate, melted chocolate.  
 
    "Mr. sexy witch is coming your way," Alex says and nods behind me. Sure enough, Atti is walking straight towards me. I don't recognise him like this, his usual carefree face is gone and replaced with a stern look that matches his massive build. The five vampires that are in the room with us all stand to watch as he stops in front of me. I get up from my chair, so we are facing each other. 
 
    "You are requested in the prince's room, I offered to take you, so I might meet the princess properly," Atti bows slightly and winks at me as he straightens.  
 
    "Of course, let’s go," I say, and he takes my hand gently and links it into his arm. I glance back at Alex to see her grin at me. 
 
    I feel Atti's magic sweep over as he moves us to God knows where. When I finally feel my feet hit the ground, I open my eyes and see the inside of Jaxson’s cabin. Freddy sees Atti and me first because he jumps up and throws himself into my arms. Jaxson is sitting with a younger woman, who looks at me with curiosity. 
 
    "Whoa, hi little wolf," I say and tighten my arms around Freddy. The soothing earth smell of the wolves calms me. I missed Freddy so much. 
 
    "I missed you, and Uncle J is miserable without you here. All he does is mope around," Freddy tells me. Freddy has gotten taller since I last saw him, he reaches my chin now. I know he’s going to be taller than me when he’s done growing up. I hope I get to see it. 
 
    "Does he?" I ask Freddy, but Jaxson answers, 
 
    "Yes, lass. Now, come here," he demands. Part of me wants to jump into his lap, but my stubbornness takes over.  
 
    I let go of Freddy, to stand straight with my hands on my hips. 
 
    "I don't believe you asked nicely," I say, holding in the urge to smile.  
 
    Jaxson grins, "I don't ask anything nicely," 
 
    "If I say please, do I get a hug?" Atti says next to me, a slight joking smirk on his face. 
 
    "You don't have to say please, only the jackass over there," I point a thumb in Jaxson’s direction as I speak. Everyone in the room laughs as Jaxson gets up and stalks over to me. I duck behind Atti to hide, and Atti disappears on me. 
 
    "Damn witch," I mutter as Jaxson picks me up and kisses me. His lips move softly against mine like he is reminding himself I'm real. I sigh and run my hands into his hair. 
 
    "That's gross, they always do this, Aunt Lucinda. At first, it was just weird looks between them, now it's always kissing," Freddy says, and I break away from Jaxson with a grin. 
 
    "Remind me when he gets a girlfriend to be this annoying to him," Jaxson says. 
 
    "Will do," I giggle. 
 
    "Winter," Dabriel’s voice comes from behind me, and I turn in time to see him walking into the cabin. I let go of Jaxson to run to Dabriel, who pulls me into a hug the moment I get close. I pull back slightly to look at him.  
 
    He is just stunning. Long white hair is tied at the back of his head with many braids running throughout it. His purple eyes watch mine, and he’s wearing the white tunic and trousers I saw him in the first time we met. 
 
    It must be an angel thing to wear all white. 
 
    His wings are folded at the sides, and I stare at how soft they look. All white feathers with silver strands just like his hair. 
 
    "How is the vampire castle?" he asks me, his hands sliding down my arms leaving goose bumps and butterflies in my stomach. 
 
    "Mostly boring," I reply. 
 
    "I'm glad of it," he responds and kisses my forehead. I turn around as Jaxson comes to my side and takes my hand. Dabriel walks over to Freddy and Freddy hugs him. 
 
    "We must get on with the ceremony, the wolves are waiting my alpha," Lucinda says as she watches me. 
 
    "I need a second alone with Winter," Jaxson tells her. 
 
    "Yes, my alpha," Lucinda bows and walks over to me. Jaxson stays close to my side, and I feel like I’m going through some test. 
 
    "I am honoured to meet you, Winter. My name is Lucinda," she offers her hand to me, her strong Scottish accent flowing through her words. She sounds a little like Jaxson, but Jaxson’s accent isn’t as pronounced as Lucinda’s is. 
 
    I take her hand as Jaxson winds his arm around my shoulders.  
 
    "This is my aunt that I told you about once, she is like a mother to me," Jaxson says. It’s clear from his words how much she means to him. 
 
    "I remember," I mumble as she stares at me. 
 
    "Atti, why do you have pictures of like a million cats on your phone?" Freddy says, and Atti looks over from where he’s sitting on the other sofa. 
 
    "They’re my kitties," he replies. 
 
    "Crazy cat man," Freddy mumbles. 
 
    "Your right, I do have an addiction to puss–" Atti replies, and I glare at him before he ends that sentence. 
 
    He coughs out, “I mean I have an addiction to cats.” 
 
    I think he forgets that Freddy is nine. 
 
    "You do," Freddy replies not getting the joke. 
 
    "Sorry, I meant to say cats when I realised who I was talking to," Atti says into my mind with a slight sheepish expression when he sees me glaring at him.  
 
    "Bad influence," Jaxson says to me, and I nod. I guess Atti doesn’t have much experience with kids. I don’t have a lot other than when I used to babysit the neighborhood kids for pocket money growing up. 
 
    Jaxson takes my hand as Atti gets told off by Lucinda. I almost want to stay to see what happens, but Jaxson pulls me into the dining room. 
 
    "I want to ask you something, but can you sit?" he asks me, looking nervous. It is the first time I've ever seen Jaxson nervous, it's just not like him.  
 
    I take the seat he pulls out, and I sit down. I watch as Jaxson falls to his knees in front of me. 
 
    "By the goddess, I ask you, 
 
    To be your mate and give me the ability always to protect you. 
 
    I will be yours, and you will be mine, 
 
    Until the end of our time. 
 
    I give you my heart and ask for yours, 
 
    Will you be my mate?" he asks on his knees. The position isn't lost on me, and it’s the second time he has kneeled for me, the man who once told me he would never kneel for anyone. My heart pounds against my chest as I stare into his bright-green eyes. The amount of love in them is overwhelming. I didn’t need to think about it long. I know people say that distance makes the heart fonder, well it’s true. Being away from Jaxson has just taught me how much I love him, that time and distance have no effect on my feelings for him. 
 
    "Yes, and I will protect you as long as I live," I whisper. Jaxson’s smile could have set the earth on fire as he lifts me up and kisses me. A wave of power and promise sweeps through me, making me dizzy. The words are filled with some magic. 
 
    "The ceremony is to make me king, and I want you at my side as my new queen,” he tells me.  
 
    "You’re sure?" I ask in a breathless whisper. 
 
    "Yes, my mate," he says, his expression is filled with love and pride. 
 
    "We are not mated yet," I grin. 
 
    "We have exchanged blood and said the vows. We have to consummate the bond, but we are still linked either way, even if you decide to walk away or try and kill me for pissing you off." 
 
    “You could try being nice and not pissing me off,” I suggest. 
 
    “It’s not possible, and you like it,” he says and kisses me gently.  
 
    "I like you my Wolf-man," I respond. 
 
    "I like you, my little human," he kisses me gently. A kiss full of unspoken promises. 
 
    "We must get ready, Anna has left a dress on my bed for you."  
 
    "What if I said no?" I ask at the door. 
 
    "I always get what I want, lass."  
 
    "Doesn't surprise me, Jax," I laugh and walk out of the dining room. I don't see anyone as I walk to Jaxson’s room and find a long, dark-green dress on the bed. It has three slits across the ribs, and it looks tight. I put it on, and it sticks to all my curves. I’m lucky I’m getting a little more toned with all the training; my stomach is flatter than it’s ever been, and my body feels lighter. It doesn’t mean I’ve stopped eating chocolate cake every night because I haven’t. No one is brave enough to refuse me chocolate. 
 
    I look in the mirror, and it doesn't look too bad, just a little slutty. Alex would be proud. 
 
    The dress hangs off both my shoulders, and I take my bra off because the dress is so well fitted, I don't need it, and don't want bra straps showing. I end up taking my underwear off too because you can see them outlined in the tight dress. I'm glad I had flat, black shoes on that are hidden under the end of the dress, anyway. 
 
    My hair is down and reaches my backside now, must be a vampire thing because it grows way too bloody fast. 
 
    I'm just smoothing my dress down when the door opens, and Katy comes in. She squeals and throws herself into my arms.  
 
    "You look so hot, like out of this world. A real queen for us," she whispers the end part. 
 
    "You look lovely, too," I replied looking at her small, green dress and black cardigan. Katy’s hair is cut short, stopping near her chin and falls straight. The effect makes her look a lot older. 
 
    "I came to do your hair and makeup," she holds up a little bag and points to the only chair in the room. I pull it out a little, so she can get behind it and sit as she plugs in a hair curler. 
 
    “We’ll do the makeup first, I think," she mumbles, and I stay quiet as she starts applying something to my eyes. 
 
    "So, how does it feel to be a princess of the vampires and soon to be the queen of the shifters?" she asks me. 
 
    "How did you know?" I ask her.  I didn’t know she knew about Wyatt and me. 
 
    "I've seen how you and Jaxson are together. There is no way that man isn't going to have you at his side. Harris told me about you being the girl from the prophecy. Just don’t destroy us all," she jokes. 
 
    "Oh well, no pressure. If it helps I don’t have any plans to destroy things or people," I tell her. 
 
    “That’s a relief. I couldn’t see you hurting anyone, Winter. You’re so sweet,” she tells me. 
 
    “I’m not that nice, Katy, but I’m not a monster. This whole prophecy is weird to accept,” I say, and I hear her going through her makeup bag.  
 
    "What part?" she asks. 
 
    "That I’m going to have more than one mate for starters? That they are princes, and the other two princes in my life I have big crushes on," I reply. 
 
    "It's weird because you are human," she says.  
 
    "What do you mean?" I ask. 
 
    "This is our way of life, Winter. I know humans don't share, and that's fine for them, but I believe love is infinite." She brushes foundation around my face. 
 
    "I just," I reply, but I don’t know how to explain it. 
 
    "You just don't know how your future is going to be?" She finishes my sentence. 
 
    "They are all princes who will be kings one day. How am I going to move between them all?" I ask. 
 
    "You believe in the goddess and her plan. You are her program Winter," she tells me. 
 
    "Why do you think that?" I ask. 
 
    "My mother and fathers taught me about the goddess. It's said that the goddess that made the prophecy had four mates: a vampire, a shifter, an angel, and a witch. Something went wrong, and she was killed," 
 
    "What do you think happened?" 
 
    "I don't know, no one does. It was so long ago. All we know is that all her mates were killed on the same day. That she and her sister who made all the races, died on the same day," she tells me. A memory of a dream of Elissa dying flashes in my mind. 
 
    "Where did you learn this?" I ask her and try to turn my head to see her. I open my eyes as she starts messing with my hair. 
 
    "My mother has these old books, she said they were passed down through her family. There are lots about the goddesses’ sister in them, but only my mum can read them as they are in Latin," she says. 
 
    "I need those books. I've been searching for anything on the goddess. It’s essential, Katy," I tell her. 
 
    "All done, and I’ll get them for you. She would happily share them with our new queen and tell you anything you want to know," she says. 
 
    "When did you get so mature?" I ask, while she’s curling bits of my hair. I stay quiet when she doesn’t reply, and I feel her pulling parts of my hair back. 
 
    "Around the time my queen saved my life," she winks at me as she moves a few pieces of hair around my face and moves back. I stand up and stare at myself in the mirror. My hair is half up in a bun with bits braided and other parts twirling down my back. My face looks more defined like this, it's amazing. 
 
    "Wow," I mumble. 
 
    "Come on, hot stuff, I know a wolf that needs you," Katy laughs and opens the door. 
 
    We walk down the corridor and the stairs, at the bottom is a sight that makes my heart jump.  
 
    Jaxson is standing in the middle of Atti and Dabriel. Each one of them is looking like kings of some fairy tale. Jaxson is impressive with his hair styled and wearing a green shirt, and black trousers. Atti has on his crown and is wearing his cloak over his black shirt and pants. Dabriel also has a crown on, smaller than a king’s but still impressive. Dressed in all white, as I’ve gotten used to seeing. Each one of them seems in shock as I stroll down the staircase. 
 
    "Fuck me," Atti says, and Jaxson whacks him on the back of his head. 
 
    "What Atti meant was that you look beautiful, Winter," Dabriel says as he looks me over. A wave of heat is touching every part of my body where he looks. 
 
    "Yeah that," Atti mumbles, and I look over at him as he stares at me.  
 
    "My queen," Jaxson says as he steps forward and takes my hand in his. 
 
    "That's a bizarre thing to get used to being called. I’ve just gotten used to the term ‘princess’," I tell him, and he smiles. 
 
    "It must be," Jaxson nods and walks us out the door. 
 
     My jaw drops, and I quickly remind myself to close it when I see all the wolves outside the cabin. There must be hundreds, maybe close to a thousand of them, all in wolf form with their heads touching the ground. They look like they are bowing. The driveway has been covered in little, green lights in lanterns. They hang from the trees and on hooks on the ground to make a pathway for us to walk. We walk slowly down the driveway with Atti and Dabriel following us, until the path turns left and we walk up a little hill. I smile at a few little wolves sitting next to each other as they raise their heads a little as I walk past. A little, grey one with both the tops of his ears missing nods at me before lowering his head. I wonder what happened to him, but I don't have time to think about it as we come to a large clearing at the top of the hill. The floor is made out of stone and carved with wolves in a large circle. I walk up the three steps, Atti and Dabriel stand like guards at the sides of the steps. Lucinda is positioned in the middle with five men behind her. I see Freddy in his wolf form next to a few wolves, and I look away quickly as Jaxson walks us up the steps. We stop before Lucinda and she bows. When she talks, her voice echoes around the trees, like they are carrying her words as a blessing. 
 
    "We have come here today to swear our allegiance to our new king and our new queen. Jaxson is the last of our royal line, and we ask the goddess to bless our new king. Every wolf here has sworn allegiance to you and your new queen. We will protect you as you protect us," she says and one of the males behind her hands her a silver dagger. They are all large men, but one of them gives me a small, reassuring smile. 
 
    She cuts a line down her hand and offers the knife to Jaxson. He accepts and cuts his hand, as they hold hands, a wave of power hits us all. I fall to my knees as everything turns green, I hear a voice, but I can't make out what she is saying, only that it’s a woman. When it finally stops, I open my eyes to see Jaxson glowing, actually glowing a faint green. His eyes find mine, and he reaches for me. The moment his hand touches mine, a warm feeling surrounds me. Jaxson doesn't stop as he pulls me to him in a passionate kiss. Our lips meet, and the world blurs. I don't see anything other than Jaxson, his hands on my waist, our lips pressed together, and our minds focused on each other. The wolves howl loudly, the sound echoing through the forest. When we break away from each other, Jaxson grins at me before turning to Lucinda. One of the males behind her rushes to help her up, and she smiles at us. 
 
    “The goddess has spoken, and this is your birthright," Lucinda says and accepts a box from one of the men. Lucinda opens it and pulls out a crown like no other. The green metal stretches around in dozens of twirls. There are four, dark-green, massive gemstones held by the crown.  I can’t take my eyes off of the crown as I feel its power from here, so much like the crown the vampire king has. What is different about those crowns?  
 
    Jaxson gets on one knee in front of Lucinda as she moves to hold the crown over his head. 
 
    "The new king of the wolves, we welcome you," she says and places the crown on his head. All the gems glow brightly, and the wolves howl once more as Jaxson stands. 
 
    He looks so much like a king, it's hard to watch without feeling like I’m in a movie. Jaxson looks powerful as he stands watching his wolves, they rejoice with their howls. I may not be able to understand the wolves, but their joy is evident, and it makes me smile widely. When his eyes meet mine, I nod in respect. I know how much he wanted to avoid this, but it's where he is meant to be. 
 
    The rest of the night, I meet a lot of different wolves, some speak English and some only a little. I can see the difference of females to males there are at the party. Jaxson never leaves my side. Atti and Dab stay close, as well, as we dance and eat some food. 
 
    "I want to take you somewhere," Jaxson asks as we sway to the gentle music the band is playing. 
 
    "Should I be left alone with the new king?" I tease him. 
 
    "Yes, My Queen," he says seriously, and I can only nod. I wave at Atti and Dabriel, who laughs at something Atti says to him while they watch us. God knows what he said. Jaxson walks us off to the right of the party and through the woods. The sun is finally setting in the sky, and the forest seems so peaceful.  
 
    "What happened when you and Lucinda exchanged blood?" I ask him.  
 
    "Lucinda had exchanged blood with every wolf here, so I connected with everyone. I can feel all the nine hundred wolves that are bonded to me," he tells me. 
 
    "That's a lot of pressure," I respond. 
 
    "It's my job, I wouldn't deserve the title of a king if I couldn’t protect them. My grandfather was the last king, and he was a good man. Females can’t take the throne, and my mother only had me before she died. My aunt couldn’t have children, so I’m all that is left. I think it was meant to be this way; the power I was given at birth and the power I just got from the wolves. It all was given to me, so I can be the king they need," he tells me. 
 
    "The goddess made a right choice then, I couldn’t imagine anyone better for the throne than you," I say and stop talking when I see the cliff we’re at. It seemed like years ago when we were last here, but I know it's only been a few months. No words are needed as we walk over. 
 
    Jaxson moves us onto the smooth rock as I wrap my arms around him. He rests his chin on my head as his power lifts the rock and travels us down into the cavern. When he stops, I let go and look around. Nothing has changed since I was last here and, yet, so much has. Jaxson moves behind me as I stop to put my hand in the water. 
 
    "I love you," he says in a whisper only meant for me as he kisses my neck. I arch myself into him as his hands sweep down my body. Jaxson pulls the zip on the back of my dress down until my dress falls off me slowly. Leaving me bare to him.  
 
    "Jax," I say in a breathless whisper as he turns me to face him.  
 
    "Tell me to stop, and I will," he says.  
 
    "Don't stop," I reply. Jaxson’s light growl fills the cavern and my ears as he pulls me up to him. My legs wrap around his hips as he kisses me–a kiss that starts an inferno inside my body. Jaxson carefully lays me on the damp, soft floor of the cavern and leans back to pull his shirt off. The gentle, yellow light lets me see his large chest for a second before he’s on top of me. Our bodies are pushing against each other as we both struggle with our passion. Jaxson kisses down my body, stopping to make me moan like crazy as he kisses my breasts. His lips move slowly down my body until he finds my core. I scream out in pleasure as he devours me, just like the wolf I know he is. There's nothing sweet about how Jaxson takes me over the edge. It's all fire and passion like he is. He moves up my body before leaning back to undo his trousers. My eyes widen at the sight of his large, thick length as he kicks his pants off. 
 
    Jaxson settles above me, and he looks down at me. "You’re mine, lass," he says against my lips before kissing me deeply as he pushes inside me. My back arches in pleasure as he fits perfectly. A slight sting of pain is lost in pleasure as he kisses my lips and fills me completely. Jaxson doesn't wait, and he instantly starts thrusting away, our moans filling the cavern. 
 
    "I love you, Jaxson," I mumble again and again as we both lose ourselves. 
 
    A burning pain fills my middle back as we both finish, making me wriggle and wrestle between the pain and pleasure filling my body. 
 
    "It's just my mark, it will stop in a second, lass. I'm sorry, I forgot about it," he says as he pulls me on top of him, the pain from my back feels like it’s going to burn through my whole body. When the pain finally stops, I sigh as Jaxson runs his fingers over my skin where the pain was.  
 
    "Can I see your mark? I've never seen it," I ask him after a while. 
 
    "Yes, I will never refuse you anything," he says. 
 
    "Even your brownies?" I ask. 
 
    "Well, if I have to, I’ll share them with you,” he says, looking worried, and I laugh. He grins at me as he sits us up. I sit on the ground as he turns so I can see his lower back. There's a wolf, made up of twirls at the bottom, and it's howling up at something. It's amazing and looks so real. I must have it on my back now, I wonder what it looks like next to Wyatt’s. 
 
    "You need to go back with Atti, the necklace will hide our mating," he tells me. He doesn’t look happy about it.  
 
    "I don't want to leave you, but I can't leave Wyatt," I tell him. 
 
    "Have you told him yet?" he asks. 
 
    "No, he’s been busy with his father," I respond. I’m sure he is avoiding me. Every night, I’m sure he waits until I’ve gone to sleep to come back, and in the mornings, he’s gone before I say a word to him. I see him sometimes watching me in training or the library, but he disappears if I get up. I don’t know what I’ve done to upset him. 
 
    "I never wanted him to hate me. I never actually hated him for loving my sister. I'm glad she had a little happiness before her death." he tells me. I can’t help feeling a little jealous of Demi; she had Wyatt first and gave him a child. I know it’s silly, and it doesn’t take away from the sorrow I feel for Freddy, Jaxson, and Wyatt. 
 
    "He did love her, he has always told me that. He stayed around this town, making sure you were safe. He may not admit it, but he loves you, too. You are like real brothers, blood or not. It never mattered, and I understand because I feel the same about Alex," I tell Jaxson. 
 
    "I kept his son from him," he says, a hint of sadness in his voice. I know he didn’t want to, not really. 
 
    "You didn't have a choice, Wolfman," I tell him. 
 
    "I hope Wyatt sees it like that," Jaxson replies and pulls me to him. We kiss slowly as the sun sets in the sky, and the wolves rejoice at their new king with howls that fill the night. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Winter 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    "Winter," the childlike voice sings into the air. The cold air chills my skin as I open my eyes. I'm in the middle of a forest. The dream is the same one I've seen many times before they started changing. Elissa is sitting in the midst of a clearing, in front of a small fire. Mumbling words I can’t hear as her black hair sways in the wind. My head turns up when another woman walks over. She has a red cloak hood over her face, so I can't see her, but I'm sure it's a woman from the way she moves and the shape of her body under the cloak. She stops next to Elissa and rests her hand on her shoulder. 
 
    "The boys want to see you, sister," she says. This must be Demtra, the goddess that made all the supernaturals. It’s strange to be so close to her, I’ve gotten used to Elissa by now. I look at her differently, now that I know she is a goddess, the one that made the prophecy about me. 
 
    "I love them, and I love him," Elissa replies, her voice sounding cracked like she has been crying. 
 
    "I understand," Demtra says, her voice sounding like velvet and like I’ve heard it before. 
 
    "I am pregnant," Elissa says quickly as she stands. 
 
    "Who is the father?" Demtra replies, the forest seems colder all of a sudden. Elissa doesn’t say a word as she looks at the fire. Demtra follows her gaze. I can only see them both staring at the fire for a long time; the tree’s creaking in the wind. I look down to see I’m wearing a white dress, a dress I’ve never seen before, and it matches the blue one Elissa is wearing. She must not feel the cold like me. 
 
    "That child will be half goddess and half demon," Demtra says, her voice echoing in the woods. 
 
    "And still mine. I will love her regardless," Elissa says quickly, she turns to look at her sister for the first time. 
 
    "And so shall I, sister," Demtra says and slightly nods her head. 
 
    Elissa embraces her sister tightly.  
 
    "Have you seen any of the future of this child?" Demtra says as Elissa pulls away, I can only see bright blue eyes under the red cloak. 
 
    "Yes," she says. 
 
    "And?" Demtra asks when no one says anything for a while. 
 
    "He will kill the child and me for the power. He will kill all my mates when they choose to protect the child and me," Elissa says, her sentence ending on a sob. 
 
    "No," Demtra whispers into the fire.  
 
    "We will change it, I promise you this," Demtra says. The words echo in my mind just as Elissa turns to look at me with wide eyes.  
 
    "Winter Sweetheart, wake up." A hand shakes me awake from the dream, and I open my eyes to see Wyatt leaning over me in bed. His hair looks freshly showered and still slightly damp. A warm smile is on his face as his dark eyes search mine. 
 
    "Bad dream?" he asks as I relax into his bed. I remember coming back last night, and Wyatt wasn't in bed. I assume he was keeping his father busy because he knew I was gone for the evening. Atti told me that when he brought me back. 
 
    "Yes, more of Elissa and Demtra," I say feeling tired, the dream is fading from my mind even as I speak about it. So, Elissa was pregnant and with a half-demon baby. So, did she have a demon mate? She must have, but why would she say that he would kill her and the child. What happened? I remember the dream when she died, I wonder if that was the demon king? I never did get to see his face. She said the child survived then, so is there a half demon and half goddess running around somewhere? 
 
    "Demtra, did you see what she looked like? There were ten books that referenced her, but we don’t know if they are true," Wyatt asks. 
 
    "No, but I was certain who she was," I reply. 
 
    "I believe you, did you learn anything interesting?" he asks me. 
 
    "Elissa was pregnant. Demtra said the child would be half goddess and half demon," I tell him.  
 
    His eyes widen. We are just getting used to the possibility that the goddesses existed and now demons must exist too. "That's impossible," he says. 
 
    "Clearly not," I say gently.  
 
    "You are mated to Jaxson now," Wyatt says, not a question but a simple truth. My back still tingles a little from the mark, and I haven’t even seen what it looks like yet. 
 
    "Yes, I love him as much as I love you," I tell him and realise what I said a second too late. 
 
    "You love me?" Wyatt echoes in shock. I’m not taking it back because I mean it. I know it, despite my mind telling me it’s wrong to be in love with two different people, it doesn’t feel wrong. It feels right. 
 
    "Yes, I have for a while now," I tell him quietly, and he still doesn't respond. 
 
    "Who is Freddy?" he asks, and I'm sure my face goes pale of all colour. 
 
    "How did you find out about him?" I ask, wondering how much he knows. His face is clouded in anger. 
 
    "Find out what? I heard you tell Alex that you love Freddy. Do you tell all your guy friends that you love them? I can accept my brothers as your other mates but not anyone else. Why didn’t you tell me about him?" Wyatt asks sitting back and away from me on the bed. 
 
    "I have to explain this to you.” 
 
    “Explain what?” he asks me. 
 
    “Freddy is your son," I whisper, and he looks at me in shock before he laughs. 
 
    "I don't have children. I've only ever slept with Demi, and she was a wolf. I may have fed off humans, but I never slept with them. It’s the best-kept secret of the vampire prince and not even my friends know. I’m too fucked-up to risk letting anyone close because my father would use them against me. He killed the first girl I slept with," he snarls and gets off the bed. He stands near the door like he wants to run out of it. 
 
    "Demi was pregnant when you took her to Jaxson. She made Jaxson swear not tell you or she would leave," I say, and Wyatt goes still. He doesn’t move an inch as his eyes go entirely black, a pressure in my mind as he talks.  
 
    "He kept my child from me?" 
 
    “Don’t use your power on me. It only hurts me, Wyatt,” I say, holding my head. The pressure disappears quickly.  
 
    “Just answer, I didn’t realise I was doing it, Winter,” he says. That’s the entire apology I’m getting from him when he is so angry. He is shaking. 
 
    "Yes, but for the right reasons, Wyatt. Think about it, if he told you, you would want to see him, and someone would have guessed. Jaxson has made sure no one thinks he is anything but a wolf." 
 
    Wyatt listens to me as his eyes glow blacker than I’ve ever seen them. I flinch when he punches a hole through the wall by the door.  
 
    "My mate kept this from me as well until I found out. You didn't think I needed to know!" Wyatt shouts at me. Blood drops off his knuckles, the wound closing as I watch. 
 
    "I was trying to find the right time," I say, but Wyatt slams the door open. 
 
    "I just can’t deal with you right now," he says and shuts the door behind him, the whole wall shaking with how hard he slammed it. I don't know how long I sit in bed, with silent tears falling from my eyes before I get out of it. Times like this, I need chocolate. I can only find a few packets of unopened Oreo’s in the drawers, and they just remind me of Wyatt.  
 
    I go into the bathroom and take all my clothes off before looking in the mirror at the markings on my back. The wolf is just below the phoenix and the two are connected with little swirls. If only the actual two men would get along like the mark is or without trying to kill each other. The wolf reaches to the middle of my back. I can almost feel Jaxson as I touch it. I shower quickly and dress in jeans and a white shirt before leaving my room and bumping into Atti. 
 
    "I wish to speak with you and the prince," Atti says, and I nod, opening my door and letting him in. 
 
    "Wyatt isn't here," I say, but Atti cuts me off. 
 
    "When I saw how mad he was, I took him to Dabriel and Jaxson. I also told Leigha you won’t be training today. She is telling people you hurt your arm or something,” he says, and I hit his arm. 
 
    “Ouch, what was that for?” 
 
    “He will kill Jaxson in the mood he’s in, and you need to take me to them. I love them both, and I can’t let them kill each other, they won’t talk,” I blurt out, and Atti stops me by placing a finger on my lips. 
 
    “Dab won’t let that happen. They will calm him down, this isn't your fault, Love," Atti says as I pace in front of him. I need to be there and stop anything bad happening. Can Dabriel stop them if they decide to kill each other? Can I survive the loss of either of them? No, I can’t. They are everything now. 
 
    "It feels like it," I reply. 
 
    "No, this happened way before you even met them. It’s their past to deal with, and they will not blame you, or I'll drop their asses in the middle of the Antarctic until they cool down.” He says casually. I wonder if he can take them there, it’s a scary thought. 
 
     “Now, I want you to meet my familiars. I think you’ll like them," he says making me smile and slightly agree with him.  
 
    "Where can we go that someone won't see and hear us? Only this room is warded." I say. 
 
    “I’m a witch, we can go wherever I want to, remember?" he teases. 
 
    "Oh, I forgot," I say, feeling silly. 
 
    "You forgot about my witchiness?” he grins. 
 
    "’Witchiness’ isn't a word," I tell him as he moves closer. 
 
    "It's my new word I invented today," he chuckles and pulls me to his chest. 
 
    I close my eyes and hold my breath as Atti moves us to where ever he wants. When I open my eyes, we are in a stone room. The room has archways surrounding an altar in the middle with three steps leading up it, and it's very familiar. 
 
    "I've seen this place in a dream," I mumble and Atti looks down at me. He seems to know this and nods. I wonder if he brought me here to see if I recognised it. It’s the room Elissa died in, I kneel down and place my hand on the cold, stone ground. The place where she died. 
 
    "We used to come here as kids to meet. The place is well-guarded, and my mother showed it to me. Everyone is scared to come here," Atti tells me as I stand up. 
 
    "Why?" I ask. The place is full of cobwebs and dust. The archways are falling apart, and the white floors I remember are now grey and covered in vines. I walk over to the entrance where the wind is blowing through the room from. There is a small corridor, as derelict as the rest of the place, and two door frames that go onto a balcony. The air is warm outside, and the sun is shining over three mountains that I can see. I walk to the edge of the balcony where there was once a small, stone wall, but it’s falling off the edge. Once I’m close enough, I can see we are on the top of a big castle. The castle has holes everywhere, vines covering the bits of stone that have fallen. The place is destroyed. I can see stone buildings in the fields surrounding the castle, the areas are covered with weeds and trees. The place is a mess but still beautiful, untouched by the world. 
 
    "It's the old home of the goddess and her sister," Atti tells me, and I step back from the edge. I rest my head on Atti’s chest, and he just lets me. I don’t know why I feel such sadness being here, but I do. The place I remember in my dreams is a ruin now, and I have a feeling the demon king did this. Why would he do that to her? Elissa said she loved him. I could never hurt someone I love as he did. 
 
    I hear a slight growl behind Atti, and I look around him to see his familiars walking outside. They both stop by the door, sitting down as their big eyes meet mine. They look like tigers, just not any that I’ve ever seen in a zoo, and they are bigger. 
 
    "Mags and Jewels," Atti waves a hand towards them, and they both turn to look at him. 
 
    "Was the story about Jewels and Mags, true?" I ask. I remember him telling me he found Mags as a kitten in magazines, and she still likes sleeping in them. I know that much is true because I still have photos on my phone that he sent me of a cat on top of a pile of magazines sleeping. The cat was white and sort of looks a little like the white tiger, much smaller and more cat-like though. 
 
    "Yes, until we touch our familiars, they live in their glamors. They both are the cats I once sent pictures of to you, but they don’t like to wear their glamors," Atti says. 
 
    "Wow," I say. He sent me a photo of Jewels once, a healthy-looking black cat with grey eyes and wearing a gold necklace. Atti said she borrowed it from his mother. 
 
    "The white one is Mags, and Jewels is styling all black," Atti waves a hand towards them. 
 
    "Is Jewels still stealing?" I ask as I take a seat on the ground, leaning back to look up at Atti. 
 
    "I'm pretty sure she has robbed half the vampire court. I had to tell her off when I caught her staring at the king’s crown." He chuckles and sits next to me. Atti wraps an arm around my waist and pulls me to his side. I rest my head against his large, firm chest. Atti smells like flowers in a meadow. So very sweet. 
 
    "Where is she putting it?" I ask distracting myself. 
 
    "Under my bed, I’m just giving it to the humans to put back. Unless you want some priceless heirlooms, she managed to find a ring with a rock the size of an apple on it." Atti grins at Jewels when she turns her head our way. Jewels walk over to where we are sitting and places her head on my lap. I stroke her lovely fur with little fear. I never thought I would say that, having no fear of a giant tiger with massive teeth who purrs on my lap. 
 
    "I hate how the humans are like slaves to the vampires. They won’t even look at me, and the vampires just feed on them whenever they want. I’m thankful they haven’t killed any more humans in front of me, it's so wrong, and I want to kill them for it." I tell Atti who nods. 
 
    "I know. My city isn't like that. We don’t have humans in our walls. Everyone is paid for work, and we believe in community. That if you help someone, they assist you back," Atti tells me.  
 
    "Tell me about your people," I ask him. I look over at the snow-topped mountains, this place is really beautiful and is so quiet. I bet it’s very private, too.  
 
    "We are split. Dark witches rule one-half of the city, and light witches, like my mother, rule the other. Our people don't mix or breed with each other anymore. All witches monitor the elements but depending on what side you’re born on you are more likely to control individual ones. Light witches have control over water, air, and a little earth. Dark witches control fire and spirit. They also have some weather magic," he says. 
 
    “What about you?” I ask. 
 
    “I’m special. I have high control over all of them,” he tells me. 
 
    "Why are you split?" I ask. 
 
    "Their queen is persuasive, she managed to convince enough of the dark witches that my mother isn't strong enough to keep us all safe. My mother is powerful but crippled with the loss of her mate, my father," Atti says, his voice echoing with the light wind. 
 
    "How did he die?" I ask. 
 
    "My father died in the war between the angels and my kind. My mother killed Dabriel’s father for killing her mate," he tells me. 
 
    "Oh, I'm sorry, Atti," I say and lean up to kiss his cheek at the same time he turns his head. We both pause, a breath away from each other. I move slightly and brush my lips against his. A low groan escapes Atti before he responds with a gentle amount of pressure. Atti’s kisses are sweet, his lips move softly on my own. It's almost like he is treasuring me, taking his own time.  
 
    A low growl escapes Jewels, reminding me that her head is still on my lap. I look down with a chuckle as I break away from Atti. 
 
    "Sorry, girl, I didn't forget you," I say and stroke her head. 
 
    "Worst wingman or wing cat ever," Atti grumbles, but it sounds playful.  
 
    "Wing cat?" I ask, and he laughs. Mags chooses this point to walk over. It's hard not to be a little scared as her long teeth shine in the dim light of the room. Mags is scary, she looks like she could rip someone to pieces in seconds.  
 
    Mags moves in between Atti and me. She nudges my spare hand with her cold, wet nose. I try to control the slight shake in my hand as I stroke the top of her head, and a loud purr fills the balcony.  
 
    Atti stands up and stares down at his familiars and me; Jewels is now snoring lightly on my lap, "They haven't let anyone but J, D, and Wyatt touch them before. Even my mother they hiss at.” 
 
    "I like them, do all witches have familiars?" I ask. 
 
    "Most do, my mother has a large, white bear. The dark witch queen is rumoured to have a falcon she can fly on. The animals vary depending on if you are light or dark," he says, and I nod. 
 
    "Do you think Wyatt will be okay?" I ask looking up at him. His cloak floats in the wind, his short, blond hair lighting up his worried expression. 
 
    "I don't know, Winter. It's not every day you find out you’re a dad and your best friend has brought up your child for you," he says. 
 
    "It sounds like something off that TV show, you know the dude who shouts a lot," I reply trying to remember the name. 
 
    "Jeremy Kyle?" he asks. 
 
    "Yeah that! Alex loves that show," I say, and he laughs. 
 
    "We should send Wyatt and Jaxson to the show. Could you imagine it?" Atti laughs. 
 
    "I can imagine the title now: ‘Prince of the vampires wants a DNA test on the king of the werewolves’ nephew’," I say and start laughing. Atti laughs with me until we are both wiping tears away. 
 
    "In all seriousness, he doesn't need a DNA. Freddy looks so much like Demi and a little like Wyatt," Atti tells me and moves to lean against the wall. His eyes never leaving mine. 
 
    "How is it possible?" I ask. 
 
    "I believe there are a lot more hybrids out there than we know. So many people have gone missing over the years. Other people could have hidden their children, just claiming they are normal. Their powers could be easily hidden," Atti says. 
 
    "Freddy is immune to silver, heals super-fast, and Jaxson says, he fights well already," I say. 
 
    "I wonder if mixing our races can cause these extra abilities. Freddy could be stronger than us all when he is older," Atti says. 
 
    "Do you think that's why the prophecy exists? It wants us all together. Any children I would have with anyone in our group would be a mix," I say, and Atti nods. 
 
    "I believe so. I don't think keeping our races apart and at war was ever the goddess’s idea," he says, and I agree. 
 
    "No, I don't think she would have wanted this," I say. 
 
    "If you think about it, when she created the races, they must have bred with humans. So, isn't everyone a half-breed in a way?" he says, and I’ve never really thought about it like that. 
 
    "I guess you’re right," I smile up at him.  
 
    "I'm getting jealous of my cats," Atti says, nodding at them both. Jewels’ large head is taking over my lap and Mags is pressed against my side as I gently stroke her soft fur, avoiding the spiky tail. 
 
    “I need a favour,” I ask him, remembering the mini-demons. 
 
    “Will I get a kiss from the princess if I say yes?” 
 
    “Yep.” I grin, and he laughs. 
 
    “What would the princess want?” he asks. 
 
    “I need a distraction, big enough that most the guards will go to it for around ten minutes. Oh, Wyatt has to be with you too, Drake as well, if possible.” 
 
    “What will you be doing?” 
 
    “Something not dangerous, I promise.” 
 
    “So you’re not going to tell me?” 
 
    “You probably don’t want to know,” I say, knowing he’ll want to come with me, and he can’t be the distraction if he does that. 
 
    “Time scale?” he asks, and I grin. 
 
    “Soon,” I respond, and he nods, clearly thinking about it. 
 
    "We should be going back soon. Leave Winter, guys," Atti says, and they both move slowly. Jewels lick my cheek, making me laugh before walking back to stand next to Atti. One on each side. 
 
    "Why did you cut your hair?" I ask him as I get closer. 
 
    "I felt like a change," Atti shrugs. 
 
    "You’re hot either way," I reply with a slight blush, and he grins at me  
 
    "Thank you, Love," he says and pulls me closer to him. I look up as he leans down and kisses me gently. I don't notice him use his powers this time until we’re in Wyatt’s bedroom.  
 
    "I should go," Atti pulls away, one look suggests he doesn't want to.  
 
    "You’re right, only a week or so until I can leave," I say smiling. 
 
    "I can't wait for that," Atti says and vanishes into thin air.  
 
    I wander around my room, and I jump when the door opens. Two humans come in the chamber, both dressed in rags with dark-coloured skin and dark-brown hair. They both instantly lower their heads and bow at me. 
 
    "No, don't do that. I'm not…I was human like you," I mumble out as I move over to them. They both lift their heads but don't say anything. I notice the trolley full of sheets outside the room, and I assume they are here to clean something. 
 
    "Are you here to clean?" I ask and they both nod. 
 
    "Can you talk to me?" I ask, as they both glance at each other.  
 
    "We are not allowed, Princess. We will change your bed sheets and clean," the taller one says. 
 
    "How about I do it?” I ask, and they look at me like I’ve grown two heads. 
 
    “I don’t think–” the one starts, so I suggest something else. 
 
    “Could one of you get me some lunch instead? I have no idea where the kitchens are," I say. I have an idea, but this place is a maze. 
 
    "I can do that," the smaller girl says and moves quickly out of the room.  
 
    "I will clean," the other girl says, a look full of worry at me before she gets sheets off the trolley. 
 
    "And I will help you," I say. 
 
    "You are a princess, they would kill me and my family for letting you do such things," she says, looking at the floor. This is so wrong. 
 
    "Then it will be our secret, how long have you lived here?" I ask her. 
 
    "I was born here," she tells me. 
 
    "Oh," I reply, and she looks at me. Her pale-blue eyes like mine, the same dark-brown hair and we could have swapped places in a second. I could have been born here and her in my place in the world. I can’t imagine the life she has here, but I don’t know how to help her without getting myself killed. 
 
    "Why don't you escape?" I ask after a while of silence, both of us just staring at each other. 
 
    "The same reason you don't, I have people I love here. My whole family is here, and we don’t have your powers. If we are lucky, one of them might choose us as a mate," she tells me.  
 
    "Even if you don't love them?" I ask. 
 
    "Love is just fairy tales," she says. 
 
    "It's not," I reply quickly. 
 
    "Maybe not for you, Princess, but for me, it is," she says, and we clean the room in silence until the door swings open. Talen is standing there, holding the door open. 
 
    “Out, the Princess and I need to chat.” 
 
    “Don’t,” I say, but the girl runs out of the room. Talen shuts the door and walks over to me as I drop the bed sheets on the floor. 
 
    “No protectors around? Silly mistake, little girl,” he says. 
 
    “I don’t need them,” I respond, trying to hide my shaking hands behind my back. Talen is creepy and evil. He watches me as I keep eye contact with him. His eyes are slightly red, meaning he fed recently. Talen is wearing a black suit, a black tie and his white shirt has a drop of blood on it.  
 
    “You think you are safe?” he says and laughs. His laugh crackles around the room. He moves quickly right in front of me, and I panic. The power I’ve only felt once before fills my body, and I watch as a blue glow moves out of me and slams into his chest. He flies across the room and hits the wall, breaking the mirror that he hits. 
 
    “What are you?” he asks, I lift my hands as I see they are glowing blue. The door opens again, and Leigha comes in, she quickly moves next to me. 
 
    “Get out, you will be lucky if the prince doesn’t kill you for this, Talen. The king cannot protect you all the time,” she says calmly. 
 
    “Don’t threaten me. You will soon be underneath me screaming my name. Someone needs to teach you some respect, and that you’re just a woman,” he spits out. 
 
    “She is my defender and protector. She will not marry anyone. Run along and tell the king that. You don’t deserve any respect, Talen, from any person–woman or not.” I tell him. I straighten my back and smile at him, feeling a confidence, I didn’t know I had. 
 
    “You can’t do that!” he shouts at me, his face slowly turning red. 
 
    “She can,” Drake says walking into the room. He walks over to Talen and punches him. The force slams him into the wall again, and he slides down, unconscious with blood all over his face. Drake picks up his foot and walks out, dragging Talen behind him. 
 
    “Thanks!” I nervously shout after Drake and shut my door. I lean against it and look at Leigha. 
 
    “Thank you,” I tell her. 
 
    “A servant came running to me, she told me he was in your room. I sent her to find Drake.” 
 
    “I will have to thank her,” I say, and Leigha nods. 
 
    “You shouldn’t be alone, but well done on using your power,” she says. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to,” I reply. 
 
    “You did. We will work on your powers tomorrow. I didn’t want people seeing you use them and turning all blue. It doesn’t matter now that Talen has seen you,” she says, but she doesn’t look that worried. 
 
    “Okay.” I nod, and she walks to the door. 
 
    “I will stand guard until Wyatt returns,” she says. I want to tell her that might be a long time if he hasn’t got himself killed by my other mate. Worry and the urge to throw up fills my body. 
 
    “You don’t have to–” I start saying and she stops me. 
 
    “Winter, you just saved me from a life not worth living. I will protect you until you release me, but I will be your friend endlessly.” She says. 
 
    “Thanks,” I say feeling a blush. Leigha shows me a rare smile before she shuts the door. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Wyatt 
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    "Atti, I'm going to fucking kill you," I shout as Atti disappears on me. I was walking down the corridor, trying to calm down when he grabbed me and brought me here. We are in a field in the middle of nowhere. What the fuck is he doing?  
 
    I sense him a moment before he comes back, with Dabriel and Jaxson at his side. 
 
    "I'm going to sort your mess out with Winter," Atti tells me and disappears, but I just stare at Jaxson.  
 
    The new king doesn't look worried as he should be. 
 
    "You fucking bastard. You kept my son from me?" I say, my voice is loud and full of anger.  I go to move to hit him when Dabriel runs between us. His skin is glowing, and he’s giving me a clear warning look at me. I respect Dabriel, but fighting an angel isn't easy. They’re great warriors. Even if the dark angels are more the fighters of the angel race with their ability to cause pain with their touch, light angels aren’t easy to beat. They train all their lives, and with their capacity to heal themselves and fly, a fight could go on for a while, and they would still beat your ass. 
 
    Jaxson just nods, a grim look on his face when I look over at him. 
 
    "Demi didn't want you to know. I was blood bound never to tell you, I couldn't," he tells me. 
 
    "What?" I ask feeling the painful shock of his words. When you are blood bound, it's a promise you can never break. The result would be death if broken. 
 
    "Why would you agree to that?" I ask him. 
 
    "She threatened to leave if I didn't. I had just met her, and she was scared of me, afraid of her past. She wasn’t thinking right, you know how scared she was. How heartbroken that she couldn’t be with you," he says. 
 
    "You brought my son up," I say, the anger fleeting away. I can't be mad at him, not now. I don't know why Demi made him do it, but I guess she was scared of my father finding out. I don't blame her, not in that sense. This whole situation is fucked-up. Winter is mated to us both, and hurting him would only hurt her.  
 
    "His name is Fredrick, but we call him Freddy. I have a photo for you, I knew it wouldn’t be long before we needed to chat," he says and pulls out his wallet from his jeans. Dabriel moves out of the way, his powers disappearing now that there is no threat.  
 
    "Here," Jaxson hands me a photo of a boy around eight. His hair is brown and blond at the tips. He looks like Demi, so much that it hurts a little. His eyes are the same colour as hers, but his grin, in this photo, looks like me. 
 
    "He is nine now and a real pain in my ass," Jaxson says as he messes with his hair, watching me carefully. I expect he still thinks I’m going to try and kill him. 
 
    "His powers?"  I ask. 
 
    "He is immune to silver, heals extremely fast, and is very fast. Faster than most wolves in the pack. He’s training with two swords, and he’s good. I think spending so much of his life in the pack makes him smell more like wolves. If you get close enough, you can feel it a little. Every wolf in my pack would protect him. I will keep him safe," he tells me. He apparently loves my son, and I bet Freddy loves him like a dad. A little jealousy fills me before I realise how stupid I’m being. I wouldn’t have been any sort of dad to him, I would have kept him hidden away from me. I’m too closely watched, someone would have told my father. One look at Freddy, and he would have known who his mother and father are. 
 
    "Thank you, I owe you for keeping him safe," I say, offering my hand to him. 
 
    "You were always a brother to me. I would have done it anyway, without him being my nephew. Just for you," he says and shakes my hand. He pulls me into a hug and pats my back.  
 
    "I have missed you, my brother. You are the only one out of these idiots that can hold your drink," I say with a grin and tuck the photo into my trouser pocket. 
 
    "You know angels don't drink," Dabriel groans.  
 
    "Except you when you’re mad," I smile tightly. I owe these men my life, more than once over. When I was younger, I hated my life. I was the unwanted son, my mother was dead, and I was beaten daily. My father said it would make me a stronger king. Dabriel healed me time and time again. Jaxson and Atti made life worth living. Now, they are family to me, or at least Jaxson is now that he is mated to Winter. It won’t be long before Atti and Dabriel mate with her too, she loves them. It’s easy to see. 
 
    "Not often," Dabriel answers tightly.  I only laugh as a response. Angels are the most uptight people you will ever meet. Dabriel is a little different, but you can't change everything about where he comes from. His brothers are worse, a pair of idiots in my opinion.  
 
    "So, half of us are mated," I muse. 
 
    "And, you’re a father, it has been an interesting few months," Dabriel comments. 
 
    "How are Winter's powers coming along?" Jaxson asks. 
 
    "Better, Leigha is training her well. Leigha hasn’t tried her other powers because she’s struggling with her normal, vampire ones. It won’t be long until we can move her back to her apartment, and we can work on them more," I say. 
 
    “Have you asked if she wants to move back? She could run into the pack. You could come too and live near Freddy while we tell him,” Jaxson offers. 
 
    “I'll ask her,” I nod. 
 
    "I can't find anything about her kind of power," Dabriel says. 
 
    "She has dreams of the goddess and her sister. More recently she told me she had a dream about two people claiming to be her parents," I tell them. Neither of them seems that shocked. 
 
    "Let me guess, one of them wasn't her mum?" Jaxson says. 
 
    "Or her father. I don't know what's going on, but I think her mother is the next best option to get some answers," I say. 
 
    "Do you think she could be related to the goddess? That could be the reason she has such a high connection to them in her dreams?" Dabriel says. 
 
    "Perhaps, but why haven't we heard about a child of the goddess," I say. 
 
    "We can't guess this, it's too important," Dabriel says. 
 
    "There a pub over there, why don't we go for a drink? Atti will find us," Jaxson offers. 
 
    "I’d like that," I reply, and he nods. Dabriel grins as we walk over the field.  
 
    Things are finally back to normal with us, well better than normal now, because we love Winter. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Winter 
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    "Winter, you’re so lovely. My lovely, lovely Winter," a voice mumbles to me as I open my eyes in bed. Wyatt is laying on the bed next to me, a relaxed grin on his face which doesn't match the Wyatt I just saw earlier today. I stayed awake until one in the morning, but he didn't return. I had guessed he was staying away from me. The overwhelming smell of beer and spirits hit me as he moves closer. 
 
    "Are you drunk?" I ask him, and he nods, looking like a happy puppy with his blond hair all messy.  
 
    "Did you see Dabriel and Jaxson?" I ask him. 
 
    "Yes, Dabriel passed out after four drinks. Angels are such lightweights. Jax and I got into a competition with these biker men,” he says and leans his head on my shoulder. 
 
    “We ended up winning and then fighting them because they’re sore losers. So much fucking fun,” Wyatt says, I just notice the slight line of blood on his cheek and the dirt in his hair. 
 
    "Are you guys alright?" I ask. 
 
    "I had to convince them that they did it to themselves, but they’re fine," he laughs. 
 
    "I asked if you were alright," I chuckle. 
 
    "I'm good, excellent. I'm a dad," he says with a smile. 
 
    "That you are," I say a little wide-eyed. I’m not sure if I like drunk Wyatt, but he is cute. 
 
    "Atti showed up, grumbled about us being irresponsible and that you need us to protect you. I mean the guy that hides my shit regularly, said I was irresponsible," he laughs. 
 
    "Yeah, totally strange," I comment, holding my hand over my mouth, so I don't laugh.  
 
    "Totally," Wyatt mumbles and lies back on the bed, I grab his arm when he nearly rolls off. 
 
    "Oh shit, I forgot the floor was there," he says. 
 
    "Yeah, easy to forget the floor," I chuckle. A moment later he’s asleep, and I snuggle into his side before drifting off myself. 
 
    When I wake up, I'm alone in bed, and I can hear the shower. I dress quickly in jeans, a purple vest top, and a leather jacket I like. I get bored while I’m waiting for Wyatt, so I make the bed. The human who helped me clean up yesterday flashes through my mind as I look at the broken mirror on the floor. 
 
    Is there any way I can help them escape? 
 
    Wyatt comes out the bathroom, fully dressed in black trousers and a white shirt. The buttons are undone at the top, and he smiles at me until he sees where I’m looking. The cracks in the wall are huge, and the broken mirror, with Talen's blood on the floor, was difficult to miss. 
 
    “Who?” Wyatt asks tensely. 
 
    “Talen. Drake and Leigha helped me deal with him. He was just trying to scare me.” I say carefully. 
 
    “I’m going to kill him,” Wyatt starts for the door, and I stop him by grabbing his arms. 
 
    “No, just leave it. He got what he deserved from Drake. I doubt he’ll try that again. I made Leigha my defender, and he hated that. I don’t think he will come after me again,” I say looking into his dark-black eyes as they glow. They slowly return to the black colour with bits of silver in them. 
 
    “Leigha would be a good defender for you, I suspected that was what she was doing training you,” 
 
    “So, you’re not going to attempt to murder Talen,” 
 
    “It wouldn’t be an attempt, but for now I will let him live,” Wyatt quietly says as he kisses my forehead. I don’t miss the ‘for now’ part in his sentence. 
 
    “Okay,” I reply. 
 
    "Let's get some food from the kitchen, and then I want to take you somewhere," he says, and I nod. 
 
    "Hangover food?" I ask following him to the door. 
 
    "Vampires don't get hangovers, and it's harder to get drunk. I think I drank around four bottles of Jack Daniels last night and a lot of beer," he says as he shuts the door behind me. 
 
    "I like wine, myself," I say. 
 
    "I have a private collection of wines in the kitchen. Each bottle is priceless and extremely old. I can show you if you want. I may even let you try one for a kiss," he teases me. I remember the mini-demons and how we need some expensive alcohol. Maybe they will listen if I bring some costly, old wine. Wyatt is going to kill me.  
 
    I paint a sweet, innocent smile on my face as I answer, 
 
    "I would love to see them." 
 
    Wyatt just grins at me and holds my hand as we walk through the many corridors. We pass seven vampires on the way, and each one bows low as we pass. I have to hold back the urge to tell them off and make them stop doing that. 
 
    Wyatt takes me into the surprisingly small kitchen, with dozens of cabinets, several cookers, and a lot of humans running around. Each one of them stops as we walk in. 
 
    "Carry on," Wyatt tells them, and they do, but slowly, as they watch us. 
 
    Wyatt offers me a stool at one of the empty work tops and goes off to talk to one of the people. The woman moves aside, clearly in fear as he asks, "Can I help myself?" 
 
    "Ye...yes," she says, and Wyatt nods. I shoot the girl, around my age, a small smile, and she drops her head to look at the ground as she waits. 
 
    Wyatt brings over a plate of bacon, eggs, and hash browns. We eat in what would be a comfortable silence if it wasn't for the people in the room stopping to stare at us now and then. It's like they haven't ever seen Wyatt or me eat before today.  
 
    Wyatt surprises me by taking my empty plate and washing them up before we leave. We take a lot more corridors until we get to the stables. 
 
    "I should get to training soon," I say. I missed yesterday as well. 
 
    "I sent a note to Leigha, she will understand. Nonetheless, Leigha has to get ready at some point for the ball," he says. 
 
    "Not long until we can go home. I’m not a fan of dancing and dressing up, but I’m excited because I know we can leave after," I stop in my tracks as Wyatt opens the stable doors. Wyatt doesn't have time to answer as he chats with the two men in the room. They rush off to get Wyatt’s horse, while I worry. I don't want any more rides in the snow, but I don't tell Wyatt that as his huge, white horse is brought out. Wyatt places me on the horse and takes the seat behind me. Every part of my back is touching him as he wraps an arm around me and takes the reins with the other. 
 
    “What’s your horse’s name? I didn’t ask before.”  
 
    “Star,” he tells me. 
 
    “Simple, I like it,” I say, and he kisses the top of my head. 
 
    "I'm glad I don't get cold that much anymore," I shiver a little as a cold wind hit my face. My leather jacket is doing little to stop the breeze. 
 
    "Not much further," he tells me. 
 
    We travel into the forest and take a left down a worn path. At the end is a cave entrance, two women statues are outside. I lean back to look at them when I realise that they are both familiar. They both look like Elissa. 
 
    The one looks just like my dreams with long hair circling her, and the other statue looks a little like her, but she has shorter hair and a slightly different facial expression. I’ve never seen her with short hair. 
 
    "I wanted to show you this," Wyatt says. 
 
    "It's Elissa," I reply, and Wyatt hums as a response. We get off the horse, well I fall off with Wyatt’s help, but it's not as bad as before. 
 
    Wyatt ties the horse up before we both walk in. Inside is an altar of some kind, filled with lit candles and incense fills the air. 
 
    "There are a few of these places, people come here to worship the goddess. My father allows it to exist because my mother loved this place," he tells me. I didn’t think people believed in her anymore. 
 
    "It feels tranquil," I tell him. 
 
    "It is," he says looking at the candles. They’re all different, and there are twenty of them, in a circle. 
 
    "Wyatt, I'm sorry I didn't tell you about Freddy straight away. I should have," I say. 
 
    Wyatt takes my face in his large hands and rests his forehead against mine. 
 
    "I am sorry, not you. I was just shocked and possibly jealous of Jaxson’s part in my son’s life. I spoke with Jaxson, and considering we both love you, I want this to work between all of us," he tells me.  
 
    "I love you, too," I whisper and he kisses me. The passion overrides anything else as we wrestle with each other. Clothes disappear as we tear them away, desperate for each other. When we both are finally naked, and Wyatt settles himself over me, he doesn't wait or pause as he pushes himself inside me. I moan loudly as he holds my hip with his one hand and pulls my neck towards his mouth. Wyatt stops to look back at me, still inside me. 
 
    "There's no going back after this, you will be mine," he warns me.  
 
    "There was never any going back from the day I met you. I've always been yours, Wyatt," I whisper, and his eyes turn silver before he kisses my neck. Wyatt sinks his teeth into my neck as he starts thrusting away inside me. The pleasure is overwhelming, and we both lose ourselves. Wyatt pulls back to kiss my lips as he picks up more speed. I lean up and bite into his neck. Something changes the minute I taste his blood because the pleasure increases; every sip tastes like Wyatt, and I'm filled in every sense with him. My body explodes in pleasure, as Wyatt finishes with me, our moans filling the cavern.  
 
    "Winter, the future is uncertain, but I will keep you safe," Wyatt says passionately as he looks down at me. 
 
    "Together, we will keep us all together, and we will be safe," I say. 
 
    "Together," Wyatt whispers, a shared promise as he fills me again and makes love to me until the stars fill the skies. 
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Winter 
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    “Two days off, and it’s like you have never been trained. Pathetic.” Leigha says as I pick myself up off the floor. I just hit about three-quarters up the tallest metal wall and then slid all the way down. It’s the highest I have ever gotten. Leigha is standing a few steps away, dressed in all black with a mean look on her face. Alex and Drake aren’t here today because Alex is sorting our clothes out for the ball. Drake has to go with her, and he did not look happy about it. I don’t blame him. 
 
    “That’s not fair. I did the whole course in five minutes. Like you demanded!” I say with my hands on my hips. 
 
    “You didn’t complete the course,” she says with an unimpressed look. 
 
    “That’s impossible,” I say, and she laughs. I watch as she takes off her hoodie and walks to the start of the small path leading up the wall. She runs fast towards it and jumps. She lands perfectly on top of the metal wall and looks down at me. 
 
    “Not impossible, and you can do this.” She jumps down and lands in a crouch before standing. 
 
    “One day, your life could depend on you being able to jump high and fast. When someone is chasing you, this may be the only way you can escape,” She says and lowers her voice to a whisper as she adds, “Like castle walls, for example.”  
 
    I know she’s right, this metal wall is roughly the size of the stone walls that surround the castle, and if I needed to escape I need to be able to jump them. I give Leigha a determined look. 
 
     She smiles, “Finally,”  
 
    I take a deep breath as I walk over to the start of the path towards the large wall. I can do this. I run with everything I’ve got and push as hard as I can into the ground. I fly up, and my heart feels stuck in my throat when I clear the wall. The downside is that I see the ground, and I know I’m going to land on my side. I close my eyes and instead of feeling the hard floor, I feel a cold wind surrounding me. I open my eyes as I’m lowered to the floor. Atti is standing by the door, his one hand stretched out. His arm and hand are glowing slightly white. He winks at me before leaving.  
 
    I hear his whisper in my mind a second later, “Good job, Love, I knew you could do it.” 
 
    I hear Leigha clapping as she comes over from the other side of the wall. I stand up slowly. 
 
    “Time for some combat and working on your powers, let’s go outside,” she says and turns. I didn’t expect a ‘well done’ from her, but I know she’s proud of me. I can just tell, or maybe I’m hoping. I’m treating myself to a slice of chocolate cake tonight, okay maybe the whole cake. 
 
    We walk outside, and Leigha stops in the middle of the stone courtyard that has the weapons around it. The snow is pushed to one side, and there are two vampires practising fighting with metal swords. They stop when they see us, they bow and then go to stand at the side. Stopping to watch us. 
 
    “We’ll start with that power of yours, explain what you feel when you use it. It might help,” she says, standing about three steps away. 
 
    “When I’m mad or angry, I get this pressure in my body, and it just leaves. I then start glowing, and a blue wave hits everything near,” I tell her. 
 
    “So, it’s moving things with your mind but not quite. It’s just protective at the moment,” she muses. 
 
    “Yes,” I say slowly. 
 
    “Try to use it on those guys and me,” she says and looks at the guards. 
 
    “What?” I ask, but she ignores me. 
 
    “Come here and help your princess,” Leigha calls to the guards who bow and move to where she points. 
 
    “Close your eyes and remember something that scares you or makes you angry,” Leigha suggests. 
 
    “I don’t think–” I start, but she cuts me off. I hate when she does that. 
 
    “Don’t think, just feel,” she says. I close my eyes and remember Talen as he ran towards me. The anger in his eyes, the blood on his shirt–and the fear fills me. The pressure rises, and I open my eyes as the blue wave leaves me. I have no control, but I do try to stop it.  
 
    “No,” I say as Leigha and the guards go flying backward. I run over to Leigha as she gets up. 
 
    “Very good, do it again, but think about lifting me, instead. You need to plan what you want your power to do,” she says. 
 
    “Are you mad?” I ask, and I see the guards get up, running away. 
 
    “Such pussies,” Leigha says watching them with a mixture of disgust and humour. I can’t help but chuckle. 
 
    “Use your power again,” she says, and I do it again but she goes flying again. Leigha just gets up as I cringe, Wyatt walks into the courtyard and comes over to press a gentle kiss on my lips. We haven’t been able to keep our hands off each other since we fully mated a few nights ago. It’s like our relationship has changed now that we don’t have any secrets. I feel closer and more in love with him than ever before. Wyatt asked me everything I knew about Freddy last night, and I showed him all the messages he used to send me. 
 
    “I have an idea,” Leigha says as I break away from Wyatt. 
 
    “I’m not hurting you again, it’s clear I have no control,” I tell her. 
 
    “Not me. Your mate.” She waves a hand towards Wyatt. 
 
    “No,” I start, but Wyatt kisses me and moves a few steps away. 
 
    “I trust you, go for it Sweetheart,” he grins and opens his arms. I close my eyes and find the pressure again, willing it not to hurt Wyatt. The pressure fills my mind, and I open my eyes as the blue wave leaves me. I try to stop it or control it, but it doesn’t work. Wyatt goes flying as I run after him. 
 
    “Let’s go again,” Leigha says behind me as I kneel next to Wyatt. He looks fine, although a little shocked as he sits up. 
 
    “No, we won’t,” I turn a glare at her then look back at Wyatt. “You okay?” I ask him and run my hand through his blond hair. 
 
    “You’re stunning,” Wyatt says and kisses me. We don’t train for the rest of the day because Wyatt carries me back to our room, and we do our kind of training. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Dabriel 
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    “The human from the prophecy exists,” a dark angel called Lucifer from the council repeats my words as I stand in front of them all. All eight of them are giving me mixed looks of shock and fear. Four light angels and four dark angels, who rule over all of us. Each one of them is ancient and late into their extended lives. These are the angels that the rumours are made from. They healed humans once, and the people turned against them when they couldn’t save everyone. Many stories were written because of that. I don’t know if there is a god, but I know there once was a goddess. The witches stepped in and stopped the angels from killing thousands of humans. That’s what caused a massive war between our races and why we have little of our people left. They now hate humans, the ones they used to love and sing songs about, just because they forgot about them. 
 
    “Yes,” I say simply. The council all stand behind a half-moon table, each one has their family symbol sketched into the table they stand in front of. I glance at the royal marks on the back of my hands, the two angel wings. I wonder what it will look like on Winter. 
 
    “Why do you tell us this now?” Lucifer asks me once the whispering stops. Dressed in all black, and matching his pitch- black wings and black hair that is long like mine. Lucifer is the youngest of the council and the easiest to talk to.  
 
    “Is this a weak explanation as to where you have been the last few months?” Gabriel, a dark angel, asks. He would want that, he brought my two brothers up and tainted them into monsters like him. 
 
    “I tell you because I am your prince, soon to be your king. Times are changing, and I wish to know what the vampire king asked from you,” I say, and each one of them goes silent. 
 
    “He wished to know where something was, something lost in the past,” Michael tells me, a light angel who is usually very wise but sounds like an idiot right now. I respected him growing up, but I know he hasn’t seen the future in many years. 
 
    “Did you tell him? What did he offer you, and why wasn’t I told?” I demand, my skin glowing and wings spread out in anger. 
 
    “You are not king, and it has not been decided you will be. The past and future are hidden from us since your birth,” Michael replies. 
 
    “Maybe because you have become so biased in your beliefs not to help anyone but yourselves, the goddess has turned her back on you,” I say. His face goes red in anger, his white hair is in a short cut, and his wings are a lot smaller than mine as they spread out. A few symbols appear on his arms but nothing like mine. My symbols cover all of me. 
 
    “Humans do not deserve our help,” Gabriel says, his voice cold and bitter. 
 
    “Who are you to make that choice?” I ask, and none of them say a word. 
 
    “Answer me, what did you tell him?” I say my voice echoes around the domed room we are in. The room has white and black marks all over the walls, and the ceiling is made of glass. 
 
    “We will not. Furthermore, we believe that if you mate with the human, you will bring nothing but a war to us. We have finally made a deal with the vampire king who will keep our future clear,” Gabriel says. The rest of the council are silent. 
 
    “That was not your choice to make. You forget who you all are,” I respond. 
 
    “You forget that you are one of three princes, there isn’t a rule stating the oldest should have the throne. You are best to remember this young prince,” Lucifer warns. 
 
    I laugh, my laughter filling the dome. 
 
    “I would rather destroy our whole race, than let one of my brothers rule. They have no humanity and care for little. They would walk us into a war without blinking,” I say. I have seen it. Winter would be the price of such a war, and I will never let her get hurt again. 
 
    “That will be our choice, young prince,” Lucifer replies. 
 
    “I saw your future,” I tell him, and his eyes widen. Dark angels can only see the past of the person they touch. I want a debt with one of them, so that they can tell me Winter's past. Lucifer is the perfect dark angel for that. I only have to get him on my side. 
 
    “I saw my brother standing over your dead body, your wife’s, and your teenage sons’. War was destroying the very city we have, everything was burning, and our people were screaming,” I tell him. 
 
    “That could happen if you are king as well,” Lucifer says, his face pale and his fists clenched. Lucifer’s black marks glowing against his dark skin and his black wings are stretched out in anger. He has a lot of marks, that’s how he got on the council in the first place, and I also know he isn’t a bad person. 
“No, it won’t. My brother was wearing the crown, it was dripping with angel blood. I can stop that future,” I tell him, I wait for him to nod at me before I turn and walk out of the council room as they demand me to return. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty 
 
    Winter 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    "Wow, you lasted a minute longer than usual," Leigha’s sarcastic tone comes through as I groan face-down on the grass. 
 
    “That’s what she said,” Alex shouts over.  
 
    I roll on my back as Leigha looks down at me with a smirk.  
 
    "Bitch," I pant, and she laughs.  
 
    “If you would just work on your powers, we wouldn’t need to do this,” she says as she offers me a hand and pulls me up. Fighting against Leigha is hard. She doesn't give me a break and happily kicks my ass every morning. She’s a good teacher, she shows me how not to attack her and corrects my moves. So, I can last a minute against her now, and we have only been fighting like this for five days. 
 
    "You’re not using your vampire skills, your extra speed, and strength. You’re still thinking like a human," she says as she walks around me. 
 
    "I was human until recently, how do I think like a vampire?" I ask her sarcastically. 
 
    "You don't think, you are a vampire. It’s inside of you, you just have to realise who you are," she tells me. 
 
    "You sound like you’re going to break out in song in a minute," I say. 
 
    "I'd rather break your face, but I'm trying to be a good girl," she deadpans. I try to hold in the chuckle and fail, she just glares at me. 
 
    "Why don't Alex and I fight? Drake has trained her, and she is good, better than you," she says, and I swear I almost hear the, anyone is better than you, she wants to add on. Alex is watching us from the side as she paints her nails, Drake is with Wyatt this morning. 
 
    "Okay," I shrug. I watch as she calls Alex over, and they get into position. It's hard to watch them fight because they move so fast. I have to force myself to slow them down and watch. It's weird to see Alex move like this; she avoids nearly all of Leigh’s hits and sweeps under her arm when Leigha almost gets her. Leigha is better in the end, she manages to get Alex by her shoulder and flip her over. 
 
    "You broke my nail," Alex says from her place on the ground. 
 
    "You’re such a girl," Leigha stares down at Alex who looks at her. 
 
    "You could be too," she suggests, a faint blush appears on Leigha’s cheeks as an answer. I’m about to step in when a gigantic boom from a distance distracts me and fireworks flash in the sky, what the hell? The guards, who are here training, run too quickly for my eyes to see until we are left alone. 
 
    “Get to it love,” Atti whispers in my mind. 
 
    "Finally, I thought it would take forever for Atti to come up with a distraction," I say with a big smile, as black smoke fills the air in the distance. 
 
    “Big fucking distraction, what did he set on fire?” Leigha asks as Alex gets up off the floor. 
 
    "I said to distract our guards, not the entire castle," I say, and Alex looks at us both.  
 
    "What are you guys up to? And why are we still standing around talking if we have somewhere to be?" she says. 
 
    "You’re not going to like it," I mumble, and Leigha grins. 
 
    "You can go in first," she suggests to Alex, who looks ready to punch her. 
 
    "Did you get the wine?" Leigha asks me, and I nod. I run over to my bag I've been carrying everywhere and pull out two bottles of Wyatt’s costly old wine.  
 
    I hope he doesn't kill me when he sees they are missing. 
 
    Leigha nods at me before running off towards the far tower. Atti made the blast as far away from the tower as possible, which is perfect for us. I don’t think he meant to do it on purpose. 
 
    Alex and I follow Leigha, me moving slower because I don’t want to drop the wine. We get to the tower, and Leigha kicks the door open, smashing the wooden locks. 
 
    "We aren't meant to look like we have been here," I mutter. 
 
    "Anyone would just assume the mini-demons did it," she shrugs. I suppose she has a point. 
 
    "Here," I shove the bottles of wine at her and she huffs at me. 
 
    "Mini-demons? Are you two out of your fucking minds? You know they are little devils, right?" Alex says loudly behind us. 
 
    "They just like to party, you had a lot in common with them when you were younger," I say. 
 
    "I can't remember those times," Alex waves a hand at me, and I chuckle. We move up the dozen or so steps of the tower, avoiding broken wood, and rolls of toilet paper chewed into tiny pieces and strewn all over the place. There are dozens of bottles of beer and other drinks making the place look like a frat party gone wrong. Loud dance music is coming from the highest room in the tower. 
 
    Leigha opens the door when we get to the top, and Alex screams. The room is full of rats, I hold in a scream as they all stop to look at us. The scene changes so quickly, it makes me feel fuzzy. The rats aren't rats at all, they are little people who glow a slight blue. They are brown, grey, and I see some with blue skin. They all have white hair and big squashed-in looking noses, their feet and hands are as large as their big stomachs. They are wearing rags over their bodies, some have little rags in their hair holding it up and they’re about the size of a small rat, no wonder their glamors work so well. They don’t need to change size. Leigha holds up the two bottles of wine. 
 
    "We need to talk, the princess brought you five-hundred-year-old wine from the prince’s private collection, you know the one that’s locked up tight, so you guys can’t get in," she says, and a hiss is returned from them. I duck as something is thrown at us. I glance down at the water dripping from my leg and the condom on the floor. I glance up in horror as I see them lift dozens of condoms filled with water.  
 
    "Fuck, you little shits," Alex shouts as more of those things are thrown at us. I get soaked as we scramble out the door. I gaze behind me as Leigha is hit with a random sofa cushion and drops the wine. They roll across the floor as I get hit in the back with water, 
 
    "Stop!" I shout as three demons take the wine as Leigha tries to get up but they are still throwing things. Alex pulls the cushion off Leigha, while I held up my arms to stop the incoming water condoms they are throwing.  
 
    A sharp bit of wood hits my arm, when they throw a chair leg at the wall near my head, and it leaves a nasty cut. 
 
    "Out, out, out!" I shout, and Leigha and Alex don't waste any time following me out the room. I slam the door shut. 
 
    "They are nuts," Alex says, squeezing the extra water out of her hair. 
 
    "You have a condom in your hair," Alex point at Leigha. She’s right, she does. 
 
    "What?" Leigha pulls out the condom and holds it in front of her in disgust before dropping it.  
 
    "They looked like they were using them as balloons, they must have stolen someone's supply," Leigha says with a slight chuckle, which makes us all laugh. We all look at each other and start giggling until reality hits. 
 
    "This was all pointless because they won’t help us," I sigh.  
 
    "Hello," a small voice says from the bannister of the stairs. A mini-demon is sitting on the edge, he looks different from the others. He is a slightly blue, with white hair tied with a little rag. He is thin and has big, grey eyes that watch us closely.  
 
    "Hi, I’m Winter. This is Alex and Leigha." I introduce them both with a wave, and he nods. 
 
    "I am Milo," he says and stands up. I watch as he does a tiny bow, so cute. 
 
    "Hello, Milo, we need some help," I say. 
 
    "I’ll help you," he replies. His voice is small and sounds like a small child. 
 
    "We need to know what the king is doing," I say gently. 
 
    "Bad man," Milo shakes his head. 
 
    "Yes, he is," I nod. 
 
    "He is bringing king back," Milo says, he struggles to pronounce king, so it sounds a little like ring. 
 
    "I don't understand," I frown as he shakes his head at me. 
 
    "I’ll help you," he nods. 
 
    "Yes, you are but what king is he bringing back?"  
 
    "Your family," he says looking at the cut on my arm. 
 
    "My family? That makes no sense, Milo," I frown. I think of Jaxson, but it doesn’t make sense. 
 
    "You will. King is coming," he says and stands up. Tiny little white wings come out his back, and he flies over to me. He lands on my shoulder and sits down. 
 
    "What are you doing?" I ask. 
 
    "You keep Milo safe, Milo helps you," he replies. 
 
    "You have a pet demon, only you Win," Alex chuckles, and even Leigha looks shocked. 
 
    "He isn't a pet," I say, and I look at him.  
 
    "I am your friend," Milo says with a smile.  
 
    "Do you know anything about a king coming back, guys?" I ask Leigha and Alex who both shake their heads. 
 
    "We need to ask the boys and look through the books. Just be careful about it," Leigha says, and I nod, agreeing. We all leave the tower and get back to the courtyard without seeing anyone. I tell Milo to hide in my bag, and he happily does when I tell him there is chocolate in there. I guess I can share or get more.  
 
    About five minutes after we start training again, Atti and Wyatt come into the courtyard. Atti is covered in black soot and Wyatt doesn’t look any better. His blond hair is covered in it. 
 
    "What happened?" I ask innocently.  
 
    "Atti got a little fire happy when showing some human children a firework show." Wyatt glares at Atti. 
 
    "I was just keeping the little ones happy, I just need to work on my aim," he winks at me. 
 
    "Yeah, hitting the stables wasn't the best idea," Wyatt says dryly. 
 
    "Are the horses okay?" I ask, feeling worried. 
 
    "None were in there, thankfully it was being cleaned out. No one was hurt, but it took a while to put it out because it was magical," Wyatt glares at Atti and comes over to kiss me gently. 
 
    "How is training?" he asks. I watch as he turns my arm over and looks at the cut. 
 
    "Uneventful," I mumble as I look over at my bag. Milo chooses that moment to poke his head out covered in chocolate and grins at me before going back. 
 
    Yep, Wyatt isn't going to like our new roommate. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    Atticus 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    "So young prince, what brings you to my court?" The vampire king asks as he sits on his throne. Disgust fills me as I see the human people on their knees in front of him. Their empty stares across the empty room are haunting but I know I can't help them. They won't be alive long anyway by the thin, pale looks of them. Death would be a mercy for them. “Other than destroying my stables to please a few children,” he says, but he doesn’t care. 
 
    "My queen sent me to discuss the proposition you gave her," I say loudly. The four members of the council are sitting on their chairs to his left, and Wyatt is standing by the window.  
 
    "She refused me. There is little to discuss. I found your dark queen more agreeable. She has helped me with the item I needed," he says, a mysterious smile appears on his face when I get angry. I’m sure my eyes are glowing. 
 
    "She is no queen," I grit out. 
 
    "Oh, but she is," the king laughs. The sound is hollow even to my ears. 
 
    "Little boy, you should run home to your queen before you find out what I gave the dark witch in return for her help," he says as he stands. I clench my fists, resisting the urge to fight him, and I turn to walk out. 
 
    I flash once I'm outside the throne room and go straight into my mother's home. When you are close to someone, you can go to wherever they are as long as it isn’t warded. Not many wards keep out a witch anyway, they aren’t meant for that. Our magic can easily find a gap and then open it. My mother’s city has a powerful ward, but only against other races, witches can leave or return if they wish. I just think of my mother and my magic guides me to her. 
 
     I find her in her sitting room, sitting in a large, leather chair with her familiar’s head on her lap. My mother’s familiar is a bear. An enormous white one with the scariest fucking eyes you've ever seen. The bear is called Bart, and I always find it funny to call him that. The Mother said he has a longer, complicated name and calling him Bart is easier. I understand that, Mags and Jewels have demon names that are very long and annoying. When you touch your familiar, their true demon name is whispered in your mind. 
 
    "Mother," I say, and she turns to face me. She looks tired, more than she usually does. 
 
    "You’ve finally come back to see me," she says.  
 
    "Winter was ill, I couldn't leave her, and she is in the vampire castle now. I'm sorry I haven't been back sooner," I tell her. It’s not exactly unusual for me not to visit for weeks, I have my apartment in the city and don’t live in the castle. I have a room, but I prefer my space where none of the witches who want my attention can find me. My mother found the place for me, she understands my need for space sometimes. 
 
    "Come closer, Atticus," my mother holds her hand out for me. I walk over and take her small hand in mine. Not that I’m stupid enough to mention it, but my mother’s age is catching up with her. I know she must be close to a hundred and eighty years old by now. Her light hair is greying, and her magic seems weaker these last few years. She is still stunning, she always has been. 
 
    "With Winter at your side, you will become a real king. Whatever happens, my son, know that," she says. I kneel in front of her and push the big bear out the way. Bart grumbles but moves. 
 
    "Nothing will happen, you will be queen for many years yet, and, hopefully, if I can convince Winter to have my little ones, you will be a grandmother to them," I tell her. I'm talking at least twenty years after we have mated. I want to enjoy Winter first. 
 
    "Maybe. Maybe not. Go back to your mate, she will need you soon," she tells me but won’t look at me. 
 
    "Mother, are you well?" I ask her. She seems so pale. She looks away from me at the windows of her room. The room itself is one of the best places to see the city, other than the throne room. You can see our high walls in the distance, the fields inside them where we grow our herbs, and the jewel trees glitter all around the city. The rows of homes we built that are topped with different colour roofs; a city that's never been touched by the human world. It's wonderful, much like its ruler. 
 
    "I am well, my son. Don't leave your mate alone too long. I've warned you once, and I will once more," she stops speaking to look at me finally. 
 
    "The vampire king is messing in dangerous waters. Either way, there will not be a good outcome for your mate," she tells me.  
 
    "Mother," I start but she waves a hand at me. I know the conversation is over. I wonder what my mother was like before she lost her mate. She has never been a bad mother, just distant with me. Mother always looked at me like I’m a ghost sometimes, I know I look very much like my father. 
 
    "Go," she says, and I nod. I stroke my hand over my mother’s cold hand before flashing to the training yard where Winter should be. I hear her straight away. 
 
    "I like Milo, and I'm keeping him," she shouts. Even when she shouts, it isn't that threatening.  
 
    "He is a mini-demon Winter, not a pet!" Wyatt replies loudly, and I hold in the laugh as I stop on the top floor that overlooks the training yard. Winter is standing with her hands on her hips looking furious, as Wyatt stands opposite her. Wyatt is holding a tiny, blue demon, his face covered in black and white stuff. 
 
    "You’re just mad because he ate your Oreos," Winter replies. Yep, the demon is done for. 
 
    "We are not keeping him," Wyatt shouts louder, and I laugh. I tune out their argument as I look down the corridor. Watching Winter and Wyatt is one the council members. I don't know what his name is, but Wyatt told me he was the one that threatened Winter when she was alone. He has the royal vampire crown tattooed on his shaved head, but that's all that's special about him. I flash straight behind him and wrap my hand around his throat. I call my fire powers, so my hand is slowly burning him. Not enough to kill him, but it’s painful and burning his throat enough that he can’t speak. I can tell from the way he holds back a scream, and he tries to move my hand away that it hurts. Luckily I'm bigger than he is and a lot fucking stronger. 
 
    "If I catch you watching her again, I will find ways to make you wish you never saw her," I say in a deathly whisper and let him go. He drops to his knees gasping as he turns to glare up at me. "Cat got your tongue?" I laugh. "Don't worry, I don't need an answer, but my cats will have your tongue if you don't heed my warning, vampire," I tell him and walk away as he is still gasping for air. His vampire healing will heal him, eventually. 
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
    Winter 
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    "I can't breathe," I gasp out. Repeating the same thing I’ve been repeating for the last ten minutes. 
 
    "Just a little more," Alex says as she finally ties the last part of the corset to the massive dress I'm wearing. It's dark red, tight at the top where the corset pulls in my chest and stomach. The skirt flows in layers down to the floor and hides my lovely, silver heels. The skirt is filled with little, sparkling gems, so when I move, the dress sparkles. I look like a bloody princess for once; I’m not sure I like it. 
 
    Wyatt had it made for me, with Alex's help for styling and getting the size right. I've never been a girly girl like Alex, but I love it.  
 
    "Go and have a look at my work. You finally look like a princess and not my jeans-loving sister," she playfully says. 
 
    I smile at Alex and pull her into a hug before letting go.  
 
    I walk over to the mirror in the bathroom, and I don't recognise myself. My hair is straight, and the top part is up in some fancy bun. My makeup is perfect and makes my blue eyes look bigger. I know that they look brown to everyone else, but it's still amazing. My necklace is tucked between my breasts on a longer chain we found in the wardrobe, the crystal reminding me of Atti. I wonder what he and the others will think of the dress. 
 
    The dress does make me look like a princess, straight out of a fairy-tale book. 
 
    It's weird and beautiful at the same time. 
 
    "You look stunning, Sweetheart," Wyatt says behind me, and I turn as he walks into the bathroom. A wave of desire fills me when I see him in his tux. He looks amazing, and part of me just wants to rip it off him to find the impressive body underneath. I smile when I see he is wearing a red bow tie that matches my dress. I'm sure it was done on purpose.  
 
    "You look so sexy," I blurt out way too quickly, and he laughs. I have no idea why hot guys like me. I can be seriously uncool. 
 
    "We can't be late, let’s go, and I can bring you back and take off that dress. I prefer what's underneath," he says seriously as he takes my hand and we walk out. Wyatt has the right idea for later tonight, butterflies fill my stomach at the notion. Alex must have left to get ready, and I didn’t even hear the door shut. 
 
    We pass a few vampires, dressed in tuxedos and lovely dresses that look strange in the dark corridors. Most of the women are wearing red, it must be out of some love for the throne. Every person stops to bow at us we walk past. 
 
    When we get to the throne room, Wyatt takes a left down the corridor I haven't been down. At least, I don't think I have, they all look so similar. 
 
    At the end, there are two massive dark wooden doors and four vampire guards standing outside. They each bow with their fists over their hearts before two of them open the doors. We walk in together, to a gigantic room full of vampires. The mix of people in coloured dresses and beautiful decorations is amazing. There is a huge chandelier in the middle of the room, it looks like it has thousands of tiny light bulbs on it. The two walls are lined with mirrors, and at the front is a massive band. Music plays softly, and I look over to see one huge piano in the middle of the band being played by a lovely woman and various other instruments are being played beautifully in tune with her. The front half of the room is filled with couples swaying to the soft tone of the music and others are gathered around a long table filled with food. Wyatt tugs my arm in his, and we walk through the people. Many stop to bow, and smile at us. Most look at Wyatt and me in wonder.  
 
    We eventually make our way to the left side, where the king is standing with his council. The king is laughing, looking a lot like Wyatt, but the vibe they both give off is so different. The only thing they seem to have in common is that they look like they have a lot of power, a power you can’t miss. 
 
    Wyatt’s power is pure and the king’s is, well, evil.  
 
    "Wyatt, we were just discussing you," the king turns, dressed to perfection in a suit like Wyatt’s. 
 
    "Oh?" he says. 
 
    "Talen here has never heard you play the piano. I was telling him how wonderful you are at it," he says, his voice might come across as a proud parent if it wasn’t for the calculating look he gives me. 
 
    "Yes, I am," Wyatt responds. His arm was sliding around my waist as he talks. 
 
    "Talen was never interested in music. If I remember right, he used to annoy our home teacher by playing so poorly," Wyatt says. 
 
    "I do enjoy music now, Wyatt," Talen replies tensely, as he shoots daggers at Wyatt. 
 
    "Why don't you play a song for us? I will keep your mate safe," the king suggests, but it doesn't sound like a suggestion. More like a demand. 
 
    "As you wish," Wyatt says, but his eyes look down at me. I can see the worry, and I nod, trying to reassure him. As Wyatt walks off, I glance over the crowd and spot Alex standing with Leigha and Drake. Alex is handing pieces of what look like Oreos into her handbag. I know for a fact that Milo is in there, I did tell him to stay in my room, but he wouldn't have it. Alex said she would sort him out. Clearly, this is what happened. I smile as I remember how Wyatt found Milo in his bedside drawer, eating all his Oreos and he went mad. It took a whole day to convince him that we can’t get rid of him. Milo did promise to stop eating his Oreos, apparently, that promise didn’t mean he couldn’t get other people to get them for him. 
 
    "Would you dance with me?" The king offers, just as Wyatt starts playing a haunting tune on the piano. I look over to see him staring over at me as his fingers move expertly across the piano. He is excellent. I nod and accept the king’s hand, and the same disgust fills me. I’m thankful that he keeps a respectable distance between us as Wyatt plays a song I've never heard. The music speaks to me, filling me with dread with every note. 
 
    I don’t have to look up to know Wyatt has seen me with his father. The song is proof enough. 
 
    "My son is very enamoured with you." The king says, his gaze looking at something over my head. The feeling of sickness is sliding up my throat, threatening me with throwing up all over the king’s suit. 
 
    "I am his mate," I respond, keeping my eyes on his perfect tux instead of looking up. 
 
    "Isn't it strange to you? To be in such a world, a world you know nothing about?" the king asks. 
 
    "In a way," I respond. The song gets a little faster, and the king moves me quicker in the dance for it. The sick feeling is overwhelming. 
 
    "Ah the innocence you give off is sweet, such a shame for you to lose it," he says, a slight laugh in his words. 
 
    "Why does that sound like a threat?" I ask him, regretting that I look up when I do. 
 
    "Because it is," he says, his eyes turning slowly red. 
 
    "Can I interrupt? I was promised a dance with the new princess," Atti says next to me, his hand on my shoulder and stopping our dance. The king nods slightly at Atti behind me before walking off. The second his hand lets go of mine, the sickness goes, and I can finally breathe normally. What is with that feeling when the king touches me? It’s like my body just wants to scream. 
 
    Atti turns me around and pulls me closely into his arms, our bodies pressed together as I look up at him. Atti is dressed in a suit under his long, black cloak. The small crown sits on his short, dark-blond hair. The song changes, still as beautiful but slower and romantic. The song tells a story only love could understand, as I dance with Atti and stare into his grey eyes. I can understand it, I understand the story Wyatt is telling with the music.  
 
    Warmth fills me as Atti speaks into my mind, “You’re still so pale, whatever the king said, please ignore it. You are safe, always.” 
 
    We dance until the song ends, Atti never says a word until he lets me go. 
 
    "A perfect dance," he says in a whisper. Wyatt jumps off the stage and walks over to me as Atti walks away.  
 
    A cold, metal blade is pressed against my neck, as I watch a look of horror pass over Wyatt’s face. The blade cuts through the necklace and a large hand throws it across the floor. The blade is pressed back close to my throat. 
 
    "I have an announcement," the king shouts behind me and presses the blade closer to my neck. Wyatt stops next to Atti as Talen and the greasy black-haired man from the council walk in front of me and the king. 
 
    "One more step and she dies," the king laughs and the blade nip my throat, a line of my warm blood drips down my neck as I bite my lip from the sting. I try to pull for my power, but it doesn’t work. I don’t feel anything other than panic. 
 
    “Let her go,” Wyatt demands, his power spreading over me and hurting my head, but the king just laughs. 
 
    “Won’t work on me, boy,” the king says. “Atticus if you try to flash over here or do anything else, I will kill her,” the king promises, and Atti’s stormy eyes glow a bright grey. 
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
    Winter 
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    I watch in fear as Wyatt is held by Talen and his friend. He lets Talen inject something into his neck that looks like a thick, silver liquid. Wyatt falls to the ground as Atti is shackled by a pair of handcuffs by two other vampires. They are white and glow yellow when they are locked around both of Atti’s wrists. They both kneel, still watching me but in pain. I can see it in their faces. The vampires are slowly running out of the room, and the king grabs me by my arm, removing the blade from my neck. A few of the vampires are standing at the side, watching us. 
 
    "Did you think I wouldn't know who she is?" he says, looking directly at Wyatt, who doesn't reply. He just stares at me. I see Alex, Leigha, and Drake from the corner of my eye. They are moving slowly around the food table on the one side. Using it to hide. 
 
    "The prophecy girl,” the king says and laughs. 
 
    “You don’t even know who you are. Who your little family is?" the king says close to my ear. I see Wyatt try to move closer, but Talen kicks him in the chest, and he falls to the ground. 
 
    "Time to learn some secrets, little princess; a princess I will make sure is never queen," he says and pulls me in front of him, I trip on my dress and nearly fall over. The king catches me by my arm, his grip is painful. 
 
    "Stop!" Wyatt roars, trying to fight his way out, but whatever that injection is doing is making him weak. Talen only has to punch him once, and he falls the ground. 
 
    “You’re a coward, you can’t even fight your son without the use of silver,” Atti shouts. The king doesn’t respond to him, and I just stare up at the king’s empty, black eyes. 
 
    The king doesn't even look his way as he holds the silver dagger in his one arm and pulls my hand towards him. He cuts a deep cut from the middle of my palm up my wrist. I scream with pain, and the room goes fuzzy as blood pours out of my arm. 
 
    Everything seems to slow as the king pulls out a large blue stone. The stone is inside a silver circle, and it hovers inside. The king pulls my arm above it, and my blood drops on to the rock. The stone falls out of the silver circle and onto the floor. The king throws me to the side, and I land harshly on my side near Atti. 
 
    "Winter," Atti says breathlessly. I couldn't see it before, but I can now. He looks in pain.  
 
    I groan, holding my arm as I watch the blue stone glow, the glow gets bigger until it's the size of a large car but as tall as a tree. It stretches to the ceiling of the massive room. 
 
    Only a second later a blurred, blue figure walks out of it. The shape looks vaguely human, but it's not. It’s too tall, too broad.  
 
    "Demon king," Wyatt’s father, bows his head, and the shadow laughs deeply.  
 
    "Your body will do nicely," it says, its voice sounding like nails being grated on stone. 
 
    "No, my son is for you," he points at Wyatt, but the demon king doesn't listen and moves towards the vampire king.  
 
    “I have the human and vampire army you need under the castle, and we can work together. I kept my son alive all these years so you can use him, he is younger and a waste of existence, anyway,” the king screams. I glance over as Wyatt watches his father. Pain stretched all over his face. 
 
    "I help," Milo’s voice comes from next to me and sees him walk right into my face as I lie on the floor. I’ve never been so glad to see the Oreo-covered little demon. 
 
    "Help Atti, he needs the cuffs off to get us out of here," I whisper and Milo nods. I sit up painfully as he walks around me, and I grab the dagger that's fallen to the floor with my good arm. Blood is dripping all over me, but I can’t give up. I stand, just as the demon’s shadow floats into the vampire king’s body as he tries to run away. His body shakes, but he doesn't make a sound as a light-blue glow surrounds his body. An eerie silence fills the room as we all stare at the back of the new demon king. Talen and his greasy-haired friend run out of the chamber, apparently giving up on their king rather quickly. Unfortunately, there are still two guards standing next to Atti. 
 
    A grunting noise breaks my gaze from watching them running away. I turn to see Leigha and Drake fighting the vampires that were holding Atti. Alex is helping Wyatt up, while I turn to see Milo glowing blue on top of Atti’s handcuffs. He glows like I do when I use my powers, how odd. 
 
    "Finally, we meet," a crackly, deep voice says, and I turn to see the demon king watching me. I wouldn’t know he took over Wyatt’s father’s body if his voice hadn’t changed. The new king looks the same, but as I look closer, I can see that his skin is greyer than usual, and his eyes are glowing red like he’s just fed. The king’s body is glowing a faint blue. 
 
    "Who are you?" I ask. 
 
    "King of the demons, and you are my granddaughter," the crackly voice says as a grin spreads across his face. 
 
    "What?" I stumble back, dropping the dagger. 
 
    "See, when your great aunt killed herself and locked me back in my dimension, the stupid goddess cast a curse. Only one of her blood line could break it," he waves towards the blue stone on the floor. The glowing, blue wall shimmers a little as five shadows like the demon kings come out of it, and just stand like ghosts waiting to be ordered to do something. What has the vampire king done? 
 
    "Winter," Atti shouts, and I see him standing in line with all my friends. Atti has an arm wrapped around Wyatt, who is struggling to stand. Alex is holding Milo with Drake and Leigha next to her. They are all holding hands, and Drake’s hand is on Wyatt’s shoulder. I realise they are waiting for me to get close, so Atti can get us out of here. 
 
    I run over, ignoring my blood on the floor and the wave of dizziness I feel. I grab Atti's outstretched hand. 
 
     Just before we disappear from the room I hear the crackly voice of the king, "You will come to me, just like your mother did before she died."  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Winter 
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    We crash into Jaxson’s lounge in one big puddle. I recognise its Jaxson’s place by the glass fireplace and brown sofas. Atti pulls me close as he turns my arm over. 
 
    "Dabriel, Jaxson!" he shouts and not long after, they come running into the room. Dabriel picks me up off the ground as he starts to glow and holds my arm in his hand. Jaxson places a hand over my hair. Atti holds a hand on my foot rubbing circles. Wyatt stands, a little shaky, and completes the box of males around me by taking my free hand.  
 
    "What happened?" Jaxson finally asks as Dabriel moves me away from them all, and the pain from my arm slowly disappears as he glows. Atti and Wyatt still look pale as they sit on the floor. Alex sits on Drake’s lap, with Milo sitting on her head watching me. That’s what Milo meant when he said, ‘my family’, when I asked him about the king. The demon king is my grandfather. I don’t think I'll be joining him for family dinners. Now, the demon king has hundreds of vampires and humans his little friends can possess like he did the king. A ready-made army and a castle full of weapons. 
 
    Leigha moves to lean on the wall by the door, just as Esta walks into the room. I haven’t seen the wolf since I last saw her with Jaxson. She looks tired and stressed, but I feel no sympathy for her. Jaxson has told me enough about her to know she kissed him to hurt me. Jealousy or not, it’s not acceptable. 
 
    "Out," Leigha says, moving in front of Esta.  
 
    "I came to help, I was visiting Anna," she says, and Leigha just glares at her. Alex walks over from the sofa as I watch. Milo slides down off her head to sit on her shoulder. 
 
    "Was it you that attacked Winter?" Alex asks. 
 
    "She was going after–" Esta starts saying. 
 
    "I don't care, you little, wolf bitch. Get the fuck out of this house before I make you," Alex says. Milo is standing on her shoulder with his hands on his hips, and the sight is funny. 
 
    "Leave, Esta. You are not welcome in this house. Anna can visit you at yours," Jaxson says from next to me but doesn’t bother looking at her. I watch as she turns and leaves.  
 
    "Now explain what–" Jaxson asks, but before he can finish a woman appears right in front of Atti. She looks in her thirties with long, blonde hair, and she is wearing a black cloak. The front is stained with blood. The bottom is covered with dirt and leaves. 
 
    "Mother, what happened to you?" Atti starts to ask, as his mother collapses in his arms. I try to move, but I must have lost more blood than I thought because I feel dizzy. 
 
    "Take Winter," Dabriel passes me to Jaxson and moves over to Atti. His hands glow as he puts them on her stomach over her black dress. 
 
    "It's too late. The dark queen has taken over the city and has my crown," Atti’s mother says. 
 
    "It's not working Atti, something is blocking me from healing her," Dabriel leans back. 
 
    "No!" Atti says as he holds his mother to his chest. I try to move, to him, but Jaxson holds me tighter.  
 
    "Take back the crown and take the throne. I love you, son," she says as she rests a hand on his cheek. Her hand drops as Atti watches his mother. He closes her eyes with his fingers and pulls the cloak around her body.  
 
    I watch as Atti gently lays her body on the ground.  
 
    His tear-filled eyes meet mine, with such a mix of grief and anger. "I will kill the dark queen for this," he says, every word drills into my mind.  
 
    The demons and the witches have just made a lot of enemies and started a war that could destroy us all.  
 
    How can we win?  
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    Hello and thank you for reading Winter’s Kiss! A review would be amazing, and I would love you for it. 
 
    Thank you to all my family and my amazing fans for their support. Most of all I want to say thank you to everyone that bought this book, you guys are awesome! A special thank you to Carol. A massive thank you to my awesome Beta readers, Anna and Taylor. A big thank you to my proof-reader Michelle, as well. Without their help, this book wouldn’t have happened. 
 
    The next book, Winter’s Promise (Her Guardians series book three) will be out 14/09/17. 
 
    I have added a little part of my other series, The King Brothers, at the end of this book. The first one is called Izzy’s Beginning. 
 
    Come and say hello on my Facebook page, Twitter, or my website listed below. I post teasers, new covers and some giveaways on my Facebook group, Bailey’s Pack. 
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    For foster-child Izzy, finding out she has four brooding, complicated older brothers and moving in with them is the last thing she thought would happen in her last year of school. 
 
    So, when you start living with your four protective brothers, the smart thing would be not to fall for their extremely hot best friend, right? 
 
    Izzy King knows dating their former playboy best friend, Blake Frost, behind their backs isn’t a good idea. Then she meets him. The attraction is too much to avoid, with his killer body and sparkling-blue eyes that draw her in like a flame. 
 
    Izzy isn’t the only one keeping secrets, she soon finds out that maybe the brothers aren’t as caring and good as they seem to be around her. 
 
    Can Blake and her brothers keep her safe from the past that haunts them all? Maybe some secrets are meant to stay secret.18+ due to violence, sexual scenes and language. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Izzy 
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    "Elizabeth, come downstairs!" the angry voice of my foster dad rings through the house. I groan and look over at my clock to see it’s five in the morning. I have four hours until school, and I’ll have to clean the whole, damn house before I can leave. I roll out of bed to have a quick shower and throw on jeans, a vest, and hoodie before running down the stairs. I stop at the mirror in the hallway, pulling my long, almost-white hair into a ponytail. The two-bedroom house is a tip, despite the fact I cleaned it yesterday morning, like I do most mornings. Fred, my lovely foster dad, is passed out on a stool in the kitchen with his hand wrapped around a whisky bottle. I know better than to talk to him, and I start cleaning around him. They kept me up most of the night with their loud music and a party that didn’t stop till three in the morning. Let’s not mention the idiots who tried to open my locked door. This is normal for me. At least they feed me for doing the cleaning. I know that if I didn’t get up and clean, there would be no food for a week. Finally, at eight, it’s all done, and I grab my bag, slamming the door on my way out. 
 
    As much as I try to forget my living situation, I can’t. I’ve lived with Fred and Vivian since I was fifteen. It’s been a nightmare from day one. Sure, they act all lovely and great when social services are around, but, in reality, they use me to clean the house, and I try to stay out of their way. I have six more months till I’m eighteen, then I can leave. I’m not sure where, but, honestly, anywhere would be better. I have no living family and no money, so I don’t have many options other than to find a job quickly and a room to rent. I walk into school thirty minutes later, it’s a grammar school which I have to attend. That or college, supposedly the grammar school is good for my grades, but it’s more like the better of two evils.  
 
    The day progresses as I would usually expect it to: art and history classes all day. I took a double-A level in art and one in history, which is surprisingly not boring. Later that day, as I sit at lunch alone, I think of my best friend Tilly, who moved to France two months ago. She was the only reason I could deal with this crazy-ass school. It’s full of posh idiots whose parents paid to get in, not like Tilly and me, who actually got straight A's. Tilly really didn’t need to study hard like I did, but she did anyway, and that’s why I like her. 
 
    I’m pulled from my thoughts as the intercom comes alive, “Would Elizabeth Turner come to the main office?” and then it clicks off. I look up to see everyone staring at me. I shrug as I try not to blush. Hopping out of my seat, I walk to the office on the other side of the building. I keep thinking what the hell I’ve done, or if Fred has called to say there is another family emergency at home, which is code for: ‘I have friends coming to get drunk, and I need the house clean again and didn’t notice you had already cleaned’.  I roll my eyes and soon I’m at the office, where I’m told to go straight in by the snooty receptionist.  
 
    I walk in the room to see my head teacher behind the desk and the back of a tall man with dark-brown hair tied in a loose knot at the back of his head. 
 
    “Come and sit, Elizabeth. There has been some news, and this man has come to talk to you.” I ignore him and look as the dark-haired man turns to me. 
 
    “It's nice to meet you, my sister. You wouldn't believe how long I have looked for you,” the dark-haired stranger says to me in a deep voice. 
 
    I turn and look at my head teacher, hoping he will help, but he ignores me and looks out the window. I look back at the man, taking in his head of dark-brown hair and massive, muscular build as well as his expensive-looking pressed suit. I finally look in his eyes and see the same bright-green eyes I have, looking back at me. I start to back away into a seat on the couch. I look down at the floor as I try to collect my thoughts. My mother never told me anything about my father, just that I wouldn't want to meet him and left it at that. She passed away three years ago, four days after my fifteenth birthday. I guessed she would have told me about him when I was older, but who knows? 
 
    “Look, I know this is strange, but I am your half-brother, and I now have custody of you until you turn eighteen. I have come to take you back home with me,” he says like it’s an everyday fact. I’m getting the impression not a lot bothers him.  
 
    I half listen as I’m still trying to take any of this in. A brother, if that isn’t enough to deal with and then him adding on the fact that I’m moving. I should panic and run. Who knows what he wants, or if he is even my brother? But, then again, it can’t be worse than where I live now.  
 
    “Elizabeth, look at me,” my brother says as he picks up on my internal war. 
 
    I look up into those familiar green eyes that show kindness. I try to think of more reasons to run, but I can see my own eyes looking back at me, and, well, I think I’m going to have to trust him. 
 
    “It's Izzy, my friends call me Izzy. What’s your name?” I’m still looking at his face, trying to see the truth behind his words, he is closed book as far as emotions go, but I can see some kindness. That's enough for me to try to relax.  
 
    “I’m Harley King, nice to meet you, Izzy.” He smiles, and it takes me a minute to realise he kind of looks like I do in pictures when I smile. 
 
    I stand up quickly, putting some distance between us.  
 
    “What did you mean when you said you would take me back with you and custody?” I try to ask calmly and kind of fail. 
 
    “That you’re coming to live with me. You have no other blood relatives as far as I know. I get custody, I have custody of my three younger brothers too. Well, your brothers too,” he scratches his head then huffs and sits down on the sofa. He straightens his suit jacket before saying. 
 
    “I know this is hard for you to believe, and, trust me, this whole situation is difficult. Our dad is dead. I took over when he died. I was twenty, and the twins–Sebastian and Elliot–were fifteen. Luke was fourteen. It was difficult, but I made it work. I later found out from a letter from dad’s will, which I stupidly ignored, about you. It had a DNA test done when you were a baby and an old address and number of yours. Of course, it's taken me two years to find you due to all the moves you and your mother had taken. I'm sorry for your loss, by the way.” 
 
    I nod and sit next to him, taking it all in. Four brothers, and he is right about us moving. My mother just liked to see new places, and I was taken along for the ride. Yesterday, I had no one; now, I have a family, and I am moving out of my crazy foster family. This shit seems unbelievable. 
 
    “Alright, to be honest with you, I have done everything I can to leave my crazy foster parents, so this could work for me. I mean moving to your place, and then we can see how things go. I guess I would like to meet the rest of you and learn about you. How old are they?” I ask looking at Harley who looks around twenty-three, they can’t be that old. 
 
    “The twins are seventeen, like you, and Luke is sixteen. I'm so glad you’ll come. I thought I'd have a massive fight on my hands with getting you to come with me.” he says with a grin, which makes me smile too. He stands up, claps his hands together getting the attention of my head teacher, and starts talking to him about sending my paperwork over and the school switch. I notice he makes a very a large payment to the school to help hurry up my paper work. I look at him now in his perfect suit and frown. I look down at my baggy hoodie and worn jeans, then finally to my worn trainers that I have had for at least two years. I can't help but sigh and think how I'm not going to fit into their world. 
 
    As we head to my house in his massive, black SUV that's shinier than most of the cars in my small town, I’m wondering what Harley will think of my foster parents or their home.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    Izzy 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    “Izzy, we need to go soon, but I understand if you want to wait until tomorrow to pack and say your goodbyes,” Harley says while pulling the car into a parking space next to the house. The lawn hasn't been done since the last social services inspection six months ago. It’s long grass, that’s mostly weeds, covering the small, front lawn and cracked pavement leading to the door. The house hasn’t been worked on for years, and it tells from the outside. My lazy, and possibly crazy, foster parents wouldn't bother leaving the house to do any work on it. Well, they didn’t care enough to make me mow it or risk neighbours seeing me working my ass off for them, as it’s a nice neighbourhood with decent people living here. 
 
    “No, I only have a bag, or so, of things, so it will only take me half an hour to pack, want to wait?” I say, hoping he will stay. I secretly don't want to be alone with them when they find out I'm leaving. They have never hurt me, but throwing things near me and screaming at me is normal for them. I frown, thinking of times when it’s worse if they have been drinking, which I’m guessing they have by now. It is midday. 
 
    “Yes. I need to tell them about you leaving with me,” he tells me and then frowns. 
 
    “Well, your foster parents should have received a phone call or letter explaining, anyway,” he hesitates before continuing as he stares at the house. “Why have you only got one bag? What about your clothes and, well, girl stuff?” he asks while pulling out the car keys. 
 
    I nearly sigh in relief that he's not leaving me here, and I say quietly. “I don't have many clothes or other things,” I try to get out of the car because I don’t want to discuss this anymore, but a large hand on my upper arm gently stops me. He huffs, gaining my attention back to him as he moves his hand. 
 
    “Seb is going to love spoiling you with my credit card,” he laughs loudly and gets out of the car too. 
 
    I frown at his statement, but my nerves get the best of me and don’t let me think about it anymore as I stare up at the home I’ve lived in for three years. So many memories are bad, but also in some ways this place made me stronger, I straighten up and walk into the house with Harley following me. I start by walking straight into the living room where my foster dad is passed out face-down on the sofa with a bottle of vodka in his hand. I’m guessing Vivian is at one of her friends’ as she is nowhere to be seen.  
 
    “I wouldn't wake him up if I was you. I’ll go and pack,” I say in a whisper and shrug at Harley as he glares at Fred on the sofa. I notice how he looks around the room in disgust before smiling at me, but I can see the pity in his eyes. 
 
    As I walk past him he says to hurry up, so I suppress a smile at that and run up to my room. I throw my three pairs of jeans, four tops, and my leggings in a bag. I get all my underwear and, finally, my jewellery. I hid it under my bed, it's the only thing of my mother’s I have left, that my foster parents haven't sold. The memory of my mother comes rushing at me as I hold the necklace. 
 
    I know I shouldn’t be looking in mum’s jewellery box, but everything is so pretty. I am only seven, so mum won’t be too mad. I open the worn, wooden box and inside are pretty, little earrings I’ve seen my mom wear. In the middle, is a very pretty purple necklace I’ve never seen. I pull it out holding it up in the air as it sparkles in the light from the window, making me giggle. 
 
    “Elizabeth,” the angry voice of my mother makes me jump and turn to see her standing in the doorway to the bedroom. Her white-blonde hair is up in a messy bun from cleaning, and she is wearing a pretty, red dress. Her face softens slightly after a second before she lets out a long breath and comes over to me. She kneels in front of the stool I’m sitting on and takes the necklace out of my hand gently. 
 
    “It’s real pretty, mummy,” I say, frowning at my mummy’s sad face. 
 
    “It is, isn’t it? I haven’t looked at this in years. It’s called a sapphire,” she tells me. 
 
    “Who gave you it, mummy?” I ask as she stares at the necklace in her hand. The sapphire is about the size of her thumb and shines like my mummy’s blue eyes. 
 
    “The man who still holds my heart, baby. I just can’t let this go.” She whispers the end part to herself, but then she stands up, putting the necklace back in her box and holds her hand out to me. 
 
    “Do you want to go and get ice cream? Mummy could use some chocolate ice cream.” She smiles, making me laugh. 
 
    “Yes, mummy,” I squeal jumping up and down. 
 
    The memory of her fades, leaving only the sadness that she is gone. I kept it hidden well enough because of that memory, I guess I had always hoped it was my dad who gave it to her, but who knows? It looks expensive, but my mum never dated anyone that I saw growing up, so it could be. I could ask Harley. I throw it in my bag then go into the bathroom to collect my shampoos, soap, razors, and hairbrush. I chuck those into the bag and look at myself in the full-length mirror. My long almost-white, blond hair is nearly at my waist, even in a plait like it is now. I have those bright-green eyes like my brother and a layer of freckles I’m not a fan of. I’m quite pale as I don’t get out much, but I have a good body, as my best friend would say. I’m looking at my eyes wondering about my father when I hear a thump and a man cry out. I race down the stairs finding Harley holding Fred by his neck up against the wall, and Harley’s face is close to Fred’s. 
 
    “Don't speak about my sister like that ever again, or I’ll end you. Do you understand?” he asks, and Fred mumbles a shaken “yes”. Harley lets him drop to the floor. Harley looks back to me with a smile and starts brushing down his suit before asking, “You ready?” I nod and he turns back to Fred with a scary amount of hate on his face. “We are going now, and don't contact my sister, or I’ll find you.” With that, he gestures for me to walk out, and I do with my head held high. I say goodbye to my old life and head out into the new. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Izzy 
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    We drive for around four hours towards the Lake District. Harley tells me that we’ll be living in a small village called Kendan, where they are all from. Harley continues to tell me that I will be joining the twins in their last year at the local grammar school. The school does the same courses that I am doing now, and I can continue them for the few remaining months I have left. We talk about what I study, I tell him about my love of art and history. Then, I tell Harley that I want to work with my art when I'm older. I’m surprised when he thinks this is great and can't wait to see my work.  
 
    “So, what work do you do?” I ask. 
 
    “I own the local gym in the village. It’s the only one for miles, so we do good business. Plus we all had a very good inheritance.” He glances at me before looking back at the road. 
 
    “That’s why you’re all buff then,” I joke, and he grins at me. 
 
    “Yes, and so are your brothers. You can come any time to build some muscles if you want,” he smiles as I laugh. 
 
    “No, I don’t do exercise.” I laugh at his shocked face. “I’m serious. I can run if I want to, but I get all red and sweaty. Well, I’m lazy.” 
 
    “You’re joking right? Don’t you eat, then because you’re quite thin and small?” His tone is now serious. I can understand why, seeing where I came from. But, I’m just lucky that I have a good body despite not doing much exercise. My friend Tilly always used to moan about that. 
 
    “I just have good genes I guess. I have a bad addiction to Ben and Jerry’s ice cream.” I laugh with Harley when he answers. 
 
    “It’s good that Luke likes that stuff and it’s always in the freezer, then.” 
 
    “I may like Luke already.” I say. 
 
    “Do you drive? We live in the middle of nowhere and without a car, it will be difficult to get around.”  
 
    I sigh thinking back to Tilly’s father who bought me a crash course for my seventeenth birthday from all of them. It was the sweetest thing, even if I could never afford a car and insurance. I passed straight away out of pure luck I believe and a few late nights practising in my foster parent’s car. “Yeah, I have a licence.” I answer. 
 
    “That’s great, all the boys have cars, so one of us will be able to drive you anywhere until Seb or I can buy you a new car.” 
 
    “That’s too much money,” I frown. 
 
    Harley laughs at that and we carry on the drive.  
 
    As we pull into the village we cross over a beautiful, old bridge with the large river running through the town. As we drive further, I notice the small mountains in the background, and the town is beautiful even at night-time. It’s now close to nine pm, and I'm hoping to go straight to bed when we get there, I’m glad we stopped off for some food on the road. 
 
    We pass more country roads and eventually pull into a small road with heavy, black gates which are open. I can see a long road behind them with massive trees on both sides and it’s lit up with large street lamps. 
 
    Harley mutters something about the gates being open when they weren’t meant to be and drives up the path. Slowly the biggest house I’ve ever seen comes into view. It's beautiful, grey stone even in dim lights, but when I see all the cars parked in front and hear the loud music blasting from inside, I wonder if this is normal. I briefly think I have no chance of sleeping till morning as I look at the garage built on the side of the house and then the people flittering around outside. I can’t see much in the dark, but it seems to have big windows lining the front of the house.  
 
    “For fuck’s sake, I leave them for three days and come back to a massive party,” he jumps out of the car and slams the door.  
 
    I go to follow, and he gestures for me to stay behind him. I really don’t want to be my brothers right now. Harley looks scary as hell. 
 
    He slams the massive, wooden door open and pushes drunken people out the way as I follow. I can't see much over the amount of people and noise from some loudspeakers that make my ears feel like they are bleeding. I have not been to many parties because I just didn’t have the clothes or the time to go to them. 
 
    We pass through a dark kitchen which has three couples making out on the counters, I keep my head down and try not to look around. I spot the booze everywhere when we pass through a dining room, where there were teenagers dancing on the impressive, wooden table. We eventually make our way into a living area with two massive speakers either side of the largest TV I’ve ever seen. On screen is a music channel with almost naked girls dancing. There are three black, leather sofas spread around the TV and on each is a couple. The room is dark, so I can't see much.  
 
    Harley leans into me to shout, “I'm going to turn the electric off in the basement. Stay here, if anyone bothers you tell them you’re with me, alright? I'm so sorry about this, Izzy.” he says with a frown, taking off his jacket and throwing it on a sofa next to a couple who don’t notice. 
 
    I just nod. Once he’s gone, I lean against a wall next to the window in the lounge looking out into the massive garden with a huge tree in the middle. There are lights all up the tree highlighting a big tree house.  
 
    Harley's going to kill our brothers.  
 
    It’s strange saying our brothers when I’m used to having no one. My thoughts stop when large hands circle around my waist and pull me up against a hard chest. I look up, turn around and push my hands into the chest of a massive man. Maybe a little shorter than Harley, but he is still impressive, with wavy, dirty-blond hair and a handsome face. He is gorgeous, even my ex, Devon, wasn’t this hot. He is wearing a tight, grey shirt and blue jeans, with a surfer guy kind of look going on, and, holy crap, he has amazing muscles. My hands tremble as I push them into his chest to push him away, but I’m only fooling myself as my hands want to stay there. The hot guy grins at me and leans down. I feel the hard muscles under my hands as his warm hands go to my hips. 
 
    He says, “I haven't seen you before.  Trust me, I would remember. What’s your name, beauty?” he asks in a deep, seductive voice that makes me body shiver and not because it’s cold. I haven't been attracted to anyone since Devon, and, well, he was great. This guy has my stomach and nipples tightening from just one sentence. I bet he knows it because my boobs are pushed against his chest, a downside of being big-chested.  
 
    "None of your business, look I'm here with Harley, and I’m just waiting for him, so you should let go,” I say as calmly as I can. I hope not to show my husky tone as my hands are still on his chest, and his hands are still on my hips running circles with his thumbs. This is turning me on, and I need to control myself. 
 
    “Harley is out-of-town or this party wouldn't be happening, so try again, beauty. What’s your name, or I will just keep calling you, beauty.” He grins and two beautiful dimples appear. How did I not notice these before? 
 
    “He is here,” I say strongly, getting angry now. I ignore his request and try to move back out of his grip. He sighs then lets me go enough to grab my hand gently and starts pulling me into another living room. This one has three desks and two sofas, so I’m guessing an office. The blond-haired asshole that’s dragged me here shouts to a familiar-looking, dark-haired man making out with a pretty blonde who’s grinding on his lap. 
 
    “Seb, come here a sec.” I frown at him as he winks at me. Asshole, I have decided his name is Asshole, pulls me in front of him by grabbing my hips gently, but it's clear I can't move if I wanted to. I kind of don’t want to. What is wrong with me? This man is a stranger, and I’m in my brother’s house and meant to be worrying about meeting them all for the first time. 
 
    The guy, Seb, kisses the girl gently then whispers something. She giggles and moves off him. She slowly glares at me, looking me up and down before moving out the room. I look back to see this Seb is now in front of me and he is frowning as he looks me over. Seb? Maybe that’s short for Sebastian, and I remember that’s one of my brother’s names. I look at him closely; I can see it the minute I look at his eyes. Sebastian looks nearly as tall as Harley but slightly shorter, I think. His hair’s cut short and looks perfectly done in a messy ‘I just got out of bed’ way. Sebastian is just as muscular as Harley like he said they all are. My brothers must all go to the gym that Harley owns. As I look more, I see can that Sebastian has a black eye and a cut lip. The asshole behind me is just as muscular, making me wonder if he goes to the gym a lot too. I wonder if I can go just to see him take his top off. 
 
    “Who's this?” he asks Asshole behind me, maybe Hot-as-fuck Asshole is more appropriate.  
 
    Sebastian looks down at me with mild curiosity. “I’ve not seen you before, and I know everyone that's invited here. You are not,” he says in a matter-of-fact way, and its pisses me off a little. But, with one smell, I know he has had a lot of alcohol tonight. So, I’m going to guess he might be nicer when he isn’t drunk. 
 
    “She won't tell me her name, just that she is waiting for Harley, which is crazy. But, she is hot, so I think we should let her stay,” Asshole says behind me, like I’m not right in front of him. 
 
    At that moment, the music stops, and the house is suddenly silent. The lights stay on, so I’m guessing they have some kind of back up. The guys ignore me as they talk about the electric going off. About five minutes later, while Sebastian tells some guy to go and check the electric, Harley stomps into the room glaring at Sebastian. I notice he then gets angrier when he sees me. Before I know it, Asshole is on the floor. I'm pushed behind Harley. 
 
    “Blake! What the fuck? Don’t touch her again,” he growls at the asshole on the floor that looks shocked and turns to me asking gently 
 
    “You did tell him that you were waiting for me right?”  
 
    I nod smirking a little and say, “Yes, but the Asshole wouldn't listen.” 
 
    Harley laughs lightly then turns back to Asshole, aka Blake, and Sebastian who is still frowning at me. Harley exhales before looking at his brother. 
 
     Before he gets a chance to say anything Sebastian says, “Who's this? Is this your new girlfriend? I think she looks a bit young for you, man,” he laughs. 
 
    “No, fuck no, she isn't my girlfriend. I’ll explain it all to you when all of us are here, and the house is empty. So, start chucking them out.” He huffs and sits on the sofa. I wait for a little until he frowns at me gesturing for me to sit by him. 
 
    “Tell me now, who is she?” Sebastian says, standing in front of the sofa now looking down at me like he trying to work out a puzzle. 
 
    “Your sister, you idiot. Now, get the others, and we can chat. Her name is Izzy,” Harley says with a slight chuckle at Sebastian's face. 
 
    Sebastian looks shell-shocked for maybe a second and then smiles grabbing me up off the sofa for a hug. I can hardly breathe by the time he drops me carefully back on the sofa and smiles happily before heading off. I turn and see Blake standing by the door inspecting me slowly before smirking then leaving.  
 
    "Who was the asshole?" I ask Harley trying to act cool about asking. 
 
    "Blake. The twins’ best friend, I’m sorry, he’s just a flirt. You looked like a new girl, and they are always interested in new girls. He won’t do anything like that again," Harley says and smiles at me. Harley’s phone starts beeping, and he quickly types some messages to someone on his phone, ignoring me. 
 
    I’m kind of happy and sad at that news. One, is that I’ll see him again; and two, that he is my brother’s friend, which I’m guessing makes me off-limits. I remember when Devon and I started dating. Devon was one of Tilly’s four brothers, she was mad because she was afraid it would be weird if we broke up, and it would affect our friendship. It was lucky for us that Devon and I broke up a month before her parents made them all move. I don’t want to make problems, it’s probably best if I stay away from the hot asshole.  
 
    I said probably, right? 
 
    It takes around an hour before everyone is gone, and Sebastian joins us in the living room, sitting close to me. Sebastian tells us the others are cleaning up and will be down soon. Harley asks if he said anything, and he said he hasn't yet but looks over-excited. 
 
    “So, sis, you’re blonde. Must be from your mother, as you clearly have our outstanding looks and eyes,” he grins and ruffles my hair.  
 
    I laugh slightly and agree. “She was a little less blonde than me, but yes, I must look more like you guys. She had blue eyes, but I got her height,” I say and look at my two giants of brothers. 
 
    At that moment, a tall, black-haired man, with very similar looks to Sebastian walks in. He has darker-green eyes and unkempt, wavy hair. The man looks just as muscular as my other brothers, but has more of swimmer’s build with a smaller waist than Sebastian has. The man sits on the sofa next to us then looks me up and down frowning.  
 
    When he tries to speak Harley holds his hand up and says, “Wait for Luke, and we will continue this.” 
 
    I look at him dressed in black jeans, a black top, and a leather jacket. I think he looks like a typical biker dude, whereas Sebastian looks like a rich, prep-school boy in his blue polo shirt and normal jeans. 
 
    A second later, a drunken-looking, brown-haired teenager stumbles in. The teenager sways a little before dropping on the sofa next to the other guy, which I’m now guessing is Elliot. So, this must be Luke. The twins and I are the same age meaning his dad must have cheated around the same time he got my mum pregnant. I shudder at that thought, but if Luke is younger he must have left my mum. I remind myself to ask the twins’ birthday later. I notice he has light-brown hair that’s shaved on each side of his head but thicker on the top, and the same green eyes. But, what stands out is the tattoos on both of his arms. One looks like a dragon curled around his muscular arm, and the other is a more Celtic design.  
 
    I hear him mumble something to Elliot, who just nods before he looks at me super quickly with a frown then turns to his brothers as Luke talks, “How come she can stay, but my girls had to leave? That’s not fair.” He flops back in the seat with a huff. 
 
    Harley mutters something about God helping him before answering, “This is Izzy, your sister. Dad’s secret daughter. I wasn't sure I found her, so I didn't say anything until I brought her back to live with us.”  
 
    There is silence as I glance at each of my brothers.  
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