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I didn’t know my path until he showed me the way.

Weeks ago I never knew this world existed. 

Then I was told I was a witch from the Coven of Shadows. 

A witch who no one knew about and suddenly feared. 

I just wanted to know where I came from, but found my answers in the most unlikeliest of ways. 

All through the vampire who tempted me and beckoned me to be his. 

It is forbidden to be with him, but I can’t seem to stop...
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Gabrielle

***
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My dreams had become a drug to me, and like an addict I kept going back. 

They filled me with everything. 

Literally everything. 

Every night for the last three months, I dreamed of him. 

I never had to wait too long before he came to me. I’d close my eyes and then I’d be at the bar. I didn’t even know where the bar was. My mind conjured up this image of a bar I’d seen in one of the old westerns Mom liked. This bar was from those times but had a modern feel to it. 

Instead of bad ass cowboys, it attracted bad boy drifters. Bikers and other macho types. The kind that a mundane girl like me could get lost in. Me, the girl who was always working too hard. 

I sat on the stool by the bar watching the bartender serve up a mean looking cocktail. In this place they used the same style of beer glasses for every kind of drink. Not fancy at all. It was part of what made this place so cool. 

This place wherever it was. 

Warm hands slipped around my waist and he lowered to press his lips to my neck. His hot breath tickled my skin and I smiled. In the mirror behind the bar I could see him. 

Our reflection. 

We looked good together. We always did. Me with my handsome stranger. The man who’d driven me wild in so many ways. 

“Bad girl, it’s broad daylight. You couldn’t possibly want me again.” He whispered into my ear and smiled. 

“What if I do?” I challenged with a pout.

“I’m not complaining.” He ran his finger along my jaw and turned me to him. “I never complain, do I?”

“No you don’t.” 

I would never get bored of looking at him. He had the kind of masterpiece looks a girl could get lost in. 

A lock from his longish brown hair that had the just-got-out-of-bed sexy look drifted over his dark brown eyes as he tilted his head to the side. 

His face, all angles and planes, brightened with that wild sexual energy I felt all over my body. While the corners of his sensual mouth turned up into a smile that sent off the nest of butterflies in my stomach.

The scandalous look he gave me made my whole body come alive with the anticipation of being with him.

Knowing I wanted him, he leaned forward and pressed his lips to mine. Just teasing me. Teasing me with a taste of him. Teasing me with the lure of him. 

I ran my tongue over his lips and he took that moment to tug on the bottom of mine.

I giggled and pulled back. “You’re a tease.”

“It’s you, baby. We have to wait until later.”

I ran my fingers across the hard walls of his abs, feeling the rigid structure through his black t-shirt. 

“I don’t want to. I want you now.” 

“Bad girl, give me a few hours and I’ll have you in my bedroom, on your knees screaming.” 

I gazed up at him, wanting nothing more than for him to take me now. Why was he spoiling this? He’d never said no before. But, then our little meetings in this dream world had become more frequent in just this one week. 

Too much sex, asleep or awake was never good for anyone. 

Maybe... 

Maybe I had that wrong, because I definitely felt amazing when I was with him, and I couldn’t get enough. I couldn’t get enough of him. 

“I like the sound of that.” 

“Knew you would.” He lowered and kissed me properly. Kissing me like he was tasting me with his hot tongue exploring my mouth. 

I could feel him everywhere and I wasn’t ready for him to stop. 

“See you later Princess.”

“Later.” 

He backed away and as I watched him I had a good idea. I hopped off the stool and went to him. 

“Tonight,” I began. 

“Tonight what?” He kissed the bridge of my nose. 

“Your name. I want your name.” 

“Will you tell me yours?” 

“Yes.” It was well past time. So far past the time. 

Three months of just sex. No names. He called me Princess, or Baby and I ... didn’t have a name for him other than my guilty pleasure. Mr. Everything. 

“Okay you tell me...” he stopped mid-speech and looked around like he heard something.

I heard something now too. Someone was trying to wake me up.

Damn it.

“Tonight.” I promised him and as I opened my eyes, pulling myself from the dream world, he faded right before me. 

Bright lights made me wince and shut my eyes again. When I opened them I looked about me and remembered with deep sadness where I was. 

I straightened up in my bed to see Pru standing over me with a brilliant smile. The sunlight shone down on her making her blonde hair appear lighter. 

Her smile was just as bright as the radiance that filtered into the room. 

It was nice to see a friendly face, especially with all the curiosity I’d caused over the last week. 

“Do you know what time it is?” Pru asked. 

“I lost track of time.” That was a lie. Lately I’d found myself telling more lies than I cared to admit. 

If my best friend, Ariyah, was here, she’d understand. In fact, she’d know when I was lying right off the bat. 

“You haven’t eaten all day. Maybe it’s that,” Pru suggested.

“I’m not hungry.” Another lie. I was starving but not for the food they had here. Everything here was all vegetables and not like the fantastic vegetarian dishes my adopted parents made either. It was literally vegetables picked fresh from the earth, not even cooked. I was little more than a rabbit or a cow. 

Pru came closer and sat on the edge of the bed as I straightened up. 

“Gabrielle, I know it’s been weird for you coming here, but I have to tell you things are going to get weirder.” 

I brought my hand to my head and ran my fingers through my hair. 

“I think maybe I expected too much. Like maybe I’d get all the answers overnight. Too eager I suppose.”

She slid closer and took my hand into hers. “It’s good to be eager. Just take your time.” 

That’s what they all kept saying. Take my time. Take the time I needed to adjust. It was all fine to say that if you weren’t me. A witch who just found out she was a witch and not human. 

Pru wiggled her fingers and in my lap appeared a large plate with a delicious looking cheeseburger and fries. 

We both laughed.  At least I didn’t jump out of my skin or shriek like I did on my first day here when I saw more magic being used in such a normal carefree manner.

“Something from home. You said you liked cheeseburgers and fries.”

“Thank you. I do and I appreciate it.”

“Eat up, and eat fast.” She stood up. “This meeting is important and you’re going to need your strength.” 

I nodded and gave her one last smile before she went. 

I sighed. I was going to need my strength for more than one reason. 

Strength for this meeting sure, because while everyone had gotten worked up over it, I didn’t know what it meant. 

I also needed strength to stay sane. Strength to keep my sanity in a world I never knew existed until three weeks ago. 

Three weeks ago I was teasing Ariyah about her new guy who was truly perfect for her. Then one day I went to sleep, had a dream about monsters and dragons, then woke up to find they were real. 

That was the first night in months that I didn’t dream about my handsome stranger. The monsters in my dream were trying to steal my soul and kill me. The dragons were protecting me. 

My world literally changed the next day when I woke up to find out it was all real, and the added bonus was Ariyah’s new guy, Eric, was a dragon shifter, and he informed me that I was a high witch from the Coven of Shadows.  

The Coven of Shadows. The oldest coven of witchcraft, old as time itself and as such were keepers of all things sacred to magic. They were the ones in charge. The ones who called the shots, and I was a part of them.

Me, Gabrielle Donovan. 

Back in my teens I decided I was going to follow the wicca ways. I loved anything with witchcraft and went about my daily life pretending I had powers. 

Now I wondered if I did. 

Thinking back, there were times when I made something happen and I chalked it up to coincidence or just a case of the strange and mysterious. Maybe with the powers of my true self I really did do them. 

And here I was, in my new bedroom in the castle that belonged to the coven. Deep in a strange land, a realm, The Woodland Realm, that coexisted with the human realm. 

I couldn’t believe I was thinking that now. 

On a map I was somewhere between Chicago and Michigan. I’d left LA with Ariyah and Eric, and followed the instructions to get to the train station at Fort Wayne. Pru picked me up from there and we literally walked through a door and came out on the bridge that led across a pink lake that took us straight inside the castle. 

That was my first day here. 

My first step in testing this magical world out. 

My first step into the unknown that was still quite uncomfortable for me. 

I was here and the new girl. The new girl that everyone was talking about because no one could work out where I’d suddenly come from, and why they never knew about me. 

All I knew and they knew, was that I had two dragon shifter guardians protecting me and that meant something. 

That and the fact that I came with a very powerful magical stone. A stone Eric handed over to Pru. 

It was called the etherstone and possessed powers to control dark magic and dark essence. 

Even with my desire to be a witch, that story would have sounded like a load of bullshit from the planet bongo bongo if anyone told it to me. 

The whole damn thing would have, but it was real and this meeting was about me. 

Me and the stone would be the subject of discussion amongst the members of the Realms Council. 

Pru described them as similar to the United Nations council, but for magical creatures and beings from the shadow world. 

Quickly I ate my food then got dressed. 

Much as I would have preferred to go back to sleep and back to my dream man, I was curious to see what this meeting was going to be like. 

I was also mindful of not being late. 

Nothing would have been worse than that. Being the new person and arriving to an official meeting late would have been bad. 

Pru, Juliana and Claire were already inside the grand hall. 

They sat at the head of the table. The very long wooden table that looked like a hundred people could have fit around it. 

Juliana was Pru’s sister. She couldn’t stand me. She never said it but I felt it. She’d never welcomed me like Pru did and I suspected some element of jealousy on her part because I’d been the center of attention. 

Claire was their mother, but she looked like she could have been their sister. 

All three women had blonde hair. And all had that youthful appearance so you couldn’t guess their ages. I was told the women from this coven stopped aging when they reached the age of forty. They would just look the same until they died. 

Pru was thirty, Juliana twenty nine, a year older than me, and Claire was three hundred years old. 

Claire put her arms out to me and beckoned me to sit next to her.

She’d been the nicest person ever, but being the wife to the head of the coven I got the impression that if you crossed her she’d give as much as she got. That and the fact that she was a mage. Mages were witches but they used more arcane magic. 

I sat next to her, which meant when Abram, her husband got here I’d be sitting next to him. 

It was fine. 

I could do this. 

“You look beautiful,” Claire said to me reaching out to brush back a wisp of hair that had come away from my ponytail. 

“I wasn’t sure what to wear.” I looked down at my dress. It was a simple brown summer dress. Casual in appearance, but also had that simplicity that would have been okay for the office. I’d worn it many times to work. 

Well, my former work as an advertiser. 

So many things to get used to. I wasn’t that anymore.

“It’s perfect.” Pru said. She’d changed out of her t-shirt and jeans to a black pants suit. Juliana had on something similar. They looked dressed for business.

“Perfect for the market.” Juliana cut in, frowning. “Troll or goblin market on a Saturday.”

I took that to mean a bad thing. Maybe I’d dressed a little too casual.  

“Juliana darling, please.” Claire gave her a sharp stare that made her back down. 

I groaned inwardly, preferring to be told I wasn’t dressed properly than being pampered. I guess not the way Juliana said it though. 

Troll or goblin market. What a bitch. 

“I can go change quickly,” I offered. I had an even better idea. I’d go back to my room and go right the hell back to sleep. 

Why did I have to be at this meeting? It wasn’t as if I could answer any questions. I’d be the new fascinating thing everyone would be looking at and talking about. Just like that past week. I was the one who came here for answers but questions were thrown at me. It was exhausting, and disappointing since I really did expect someone to sit me down and go over everything with me. But no, I felt like a lab rat. 

I hated any attention on me at the best of times, so why volunteer for it?

“No,” Claire shook her head. “There’s nothing wrong with your dress. Besides,” she looked ahead of us to the door and worry filled her eyes. “The guests have started to arrive.” 

I looked at the door and couldn’t see nor feel anything. Definitely not what they could see or feel. 

Pru straightened up and stared with anticipation. Juliana got a really mischievous look on her face and Claire looked even more uncomfortable. 

“Who’s here?” I lowered my voice. 

“Don’t worry yourself, and don’t answer any questions your uncomfortable with,” Pru replied. 

I looked at Claire though and took note of how tense she’d become. 

“Can’t feel them can you?” Juliana taunted looking me over with disdain. 

I couldn’t answer her because I couldn’t feel shit.  She was loving the fact that I was nothing more than a fledgling amongst the big fish and she had no intention of showing me the ropes. 

“Juliana shut up,” Pru hissed under her breath. 

Footsteps sounded on the concrete floor outside the door. I tried to feel something but didn’t. Couldn’t. 

Voices came next. Men. Abram was one of them.

The large oak wood door opened and I straightened gearing myself up to see who else was with him. 

He came in first then two really tall, seriously hot guys. I understood now why Juliana looked the way she did and got lost in the staring as they walked in. 

That was when I felt something. A tingle in my soul. A tingle like someone was reminding me of something, like a memory of something I forgot but couldn’t remember. But, it wasn’t them that made me feel that way. 

The feeling turned my gaze back to the door just as he walked in and I froze. 

I literally froze right up and nearly had that jump-out-of-my-skin sensation as I beheld the man that stood at the door. The man that zeroed in on me and froze too. 

I couldn’t believe it. 

It really was him. 

Mr. Everything from my dreams. The man who’d plagued my dreams for the last three months. The man who not one hour ago promised to have me on my knees screaming. 

It was actually him. Him in real life. Not a dream. 

Not a dream I made up. 

It was him and he was looking at me like he knew me too. 

How could that be if I’d only met him in my dreams?
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Gabrielle

***
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Be still my soul. 

Be still...

Be still my racing heart. I wished I could at least cast some spell on myself to calm me down. 

What was the good of being a witch if I couldn’t do anything like that to calm myself right the hell down. 

Then again the type of shock I’d just received warranted something a little stronger than a spell. 

Maybe a bottle of vodka and rum. A bottle of each, all of it.

It didn’t help me any that Abram had taken his seat next to me and Mr. Everything sat next to him along with the other two guys Abram introduced as his brothers from the Order of Raphael. 

I didn’t hear anything else. Not a damn thing because Mr. Everything –I really needed to stop calling him that – was right in my line of sight and he’d made it his duty to look right at me and didn’t take his eyes off me. 

Him staring at me, practically staring me down was so obvious that everyone around us would have to be blind not to see him. 

Hot, and faint. That was how I felt, but I didn’t want to draw any more attention to myself. 

The hall started filling up almost immediately with all manner of people and creatures I didn’t know. 

I was trying hard to focus on what Abram was saying as each new person was seated but those piercing brown eyes prevented me from doing anything. 

“Stare much,” Pru snapped. 

It was only then that he stopped staring at me and switched his focus to her. His very sharp focus.

People who’d been seated looked on curiously. 

“How dare you speak to me?” Mr. Everything asked, narrowing his eyes at her. 

Pru straightened up and suddenly her eyes blazed with actual fire. Fire like the fire I’d seen in Eric’s eyes, except his was blue flames. Hers was scorching red hot flames that made its way all over her body. 

It never escaped me that she’d come by herself to pick me up from the station last week when Eric and Ariyah dropped me off. With the fuss he’d made over me and the etherstone I’d expected an envoy of powerful magical beings and was definitely shocked to see a little woman no bigger than me in height and stature. Five feet four just like me and petite. Clearly, no mere being though because I’d never seen her look so pissed. 

Mr. Everything laughed and simply snapped his fingers. In the palm of his hand came a ball of fire similar to Pru’s flame. 

“Dear Prudence, testy much,” he taunted.  

His voice... 

It sounded the same as in my dreams. 

He smiled revealing long sharp fangs that grew longer the harder he stared. My eyes widened and I swallowed hard. 

He was a vampire!

Jesus. 

What the hell was going on? 

What the hell was this?

He was an actual vampire...

“You forget I’m the kind of vamp who loves all kinds of fire. Sunlight’s my favorite thing.” 

“Order please.” Abram stood. 

On his word Pru put out her flames and so did Mr. Everything.

While Pru focused on Abram, Mr. Everything resumed his staring at me. 

It was a dream. Only a dream. 

I must have the power of... something where I could dream up a person I’d never seen before. Had to be that. I just couldn’t figure out the part of why he was looking at me like he recognized me. He was looking at me like he actually knew me. 

The same look of curiosity he’d given me that first night we met, in the dream.  Except with a harder stare. 

“Thank you all for coming,” Abram boomed. He had the kind of voice that commanded instant respect and he did. 

Everyone looked to him as he spoke and he regarded them before him. 

He looked like a leader in his tweed suit, white hair neatly cut, beard trimmed to perfection, and blue eyes framed with glasses that added to his intellectual appearance. 

“The Coven of Shadows has always been upfront and open with each and every one of you. I take great pride in that, and the continual upholding of the laws and respect we hold dear. It is with that respect that we come before you today in this meeting we organized outside of our monthly get-togethers to inform you of something of great importance.” 

Abram paused for a few seconds and the woman who looked like a larger version of tinker bell tilted her green hair to the side and it sparkled. She sat at the end of the table next to the head of the Lycan clan. I remembered that much. 

“Well don’t keep us in suspense Abram.” She said. Her voice sounded like she was speaking through water. 

“I apologize my lady. I have been in deep contemplation over how I’d deliver this message.” Abram pulled in a deep breath. “Last week we happened upon something truly spectacular. Two somethings. The first is this young lady you see sitting next to me. This is Gabrielle Donovan. Up until last week we did not know of her existence and she did not know about our world. She is a witch of the highest power and with her comes not one but two dragon shifter guardians.” 

All at once everyone started to talk.  Questions were all thrown at Abram. The astonishment in hearing his declaration threw everyone into a frenzy, and yet I still didn’t know what it all meant. 

And still, Mr. Everything stared at me. His expression had however changed from mild curiosity to deep interest. 

Unlike everyone else, he hadn’t said anything. He just looked at me. a playful smile danced on his lips. It reminded me of a cat playing with a mouse it was about to eat. Playing with it and watching it struggle to free itself.

“Silence please.” Abram held up his hands again. “I appreciate you all have questions. We have questions too and we’ve been trying to figure things out all week.” 

“Why does she have two guardians?” Mr. Everything asked. It was the same question I would have loved to know myself. 

“We don’t know. We are still looking into it,” Abram replied. “It’s one thing we are investigating. The other thing that happened is perhaps more alarming. Gabrielle came to us, but we also received an etherstone.” 

That made Mr. Everything snap his gaze to Abram. In fact he actually twisted around in his chair and faced him. 

Instead of the chatter that had spread through the room when Abram told them about me everyone was quiet. 

I didn’t know much about the etherstone. 

It and me, happened by chance. 

“Those haven’t been seen for centuries,” the guy Abram introduced as the head of the lycan clan stated. “Are you certain of this?” 

“We’re certain. It’s an etherstone.” 

“Where was it found?” 

“It was made.” Abram proceeded to tell everyone the story of the events that happened a few weeks ago. 

Eric got the stone from his twin brother Caleb, who wanted to take over Pandir, the dragon shifter realm. 

I was too busy dealing with my own debacle to really focus on what that all meant, but I knew that it was serious. Very serious. I didn’t need to know all these people knew about etherstones to guess that it was something that could be dangerous if it fell into the wrong hands. I figured dark magic, dark essence, dark anything all sounded bad. So it was pretty serious.

“With all due respect Abram, I’m amazed an emergency meeting wasn’t called to deliver this news.” The lycan clan leader frowned. 

“Lucian, I had to know it really was what it was,” Abram answered him. 

Lucian’s frown deepened. “Then we should have done it together. You talk about being up front and open, but anything could have happened to that stone in the week that you’ve had it.” 

“I appreciate and understand your concern.” Abram nodded. “I however took it upon myself as the leader of this council to investigate further. I trust that you have all trusted me to do such a thing and deliver the message to you when I have solid information. We know it’s an etherstone and we also know what that means.” 

I looked at him. 

What did it mean? 

What on earth could really be the right thing to do in this situation. 

My goal was to find out who and what I really was, but I was also quite taken with this stone. 

“I suppose you’ve already decided that.” Mr. Everything’s brother spoke and tucked his long blonde hair behind his ear. 

I got the impression that this council wasn’t as together as they appeared to be. Like there was some resistance toward Abram’s decisions. 

Other than a tour of the castle, the school on the grounds, introductions to the people who live here and worked here, I hadn’t really been given much to go on with the time that I’d been here. 

“I have considered something that may be the best option. Yes.” Abram answered. 

“And what is that?” Mr. Everything asked. 

“I vote for the etherstone to be taken to the Shadowlands. We place it in the Cave of Endless Night and seal off its power.” 

I didn’t know anything about the Shadowlands or the cave but it sounded like heavy stuff. Power sealed off meant it couldn’t do anything, but would that truly protect something so important. 

“Why? Why there?”

“With the power sealed, no one can use it.”

“This is an outrage,” Mr. Everything’s brother sneered. “Placing it in the cave will do nothing for something that dangerous.”

“I’m inclined to agree,” Lucian jumped in. “Plus... what about the question we’re not asking about this spectacular gift?” His voice was heavy with sarcasm. 

“What part is that?” Abram asked. 

“I’m amazed you can ask that. Who made the stone for Caleb? And, how? Someone powerful had to have done it, and if so why?” 

Abram shook his head. “No, I think this is a simple case of a man trying to take over a realm and finding the best tools to do so. Caleb’s intentions were very clear. He went as far as blocking passage to Pandir so his brother could not enter and ruin his plans.” 

I understood what Abram was saying but Lucian had a point. I wanted to say that but I didn’t know if I was allowed to. Neither Claire, nor Pru, nor Juliana had spoken. The people with the most mouth was the vampires, Lucian and the fairy woman. 

“I disagree. It’s off. Caleb is a mere dragon shifter. In comparison to some of the beings in this room alone he wouldn’t stand a chance. Who would help him like that by making an etherstone of all the things. What could they have wanted in return?” 

“Lucian, I don’t believe it’s that deep, but I think we should think about it  some more and come back in a few weeks’ time with a vote. Now that you all know about the stone, you can go explore the options you think are viable. I ask that you don’t share any of the information discussed today outside this room. Of course discuss it among yourselves, but for obvious reasons let’s keep this secret.” 

“And what of the girl?” Lucian looked me over, eyeing me with suspicion. 

It made me feel really uneasy.

“What about her?” 

“She has not spoken.” He stared at me long and hard. “What are your powers?” 

Great, what a way to make me feel worse. 

“I don’t know.” My voice held a rasp to it from being quiet for so long. 

“How can you not know?” He narrowed his eyes at me.

“I just don’t know. I’ve lived as a human all my life. Other than creating a fabulous advertising campaign for Nike and other sports brands, I can’t do much else.” 

Mr. Everything chuckled and resumed the staring.  I stared too. He was looking at me like I was lying.

“It’s pure coincidence that Miss Donovan and the etherstone came about at the same time. I see no relation between one or the other. Miss Donovan will learn the ways of the coven, same as any other witch and once she has she will have the freedom to decide what she does with her life.” 

There it was, my path. 

The path I’d chosen when I decided to come here. 

I was twenty eight years old and this felt like college all over again. 

Going to an institution where I would learn their ways. Except this was a long way from Brown University where I took my marketing and advertising degree. 

Magic and spells awaited me. Witchcraft and sorcery. 

And this thing with me having the most erotic dreams imaginable with a man I’d never met, who was a vampire. 

It sounded crazy.

That was what was on my mind. That part, just that. 

“Meeting adjourned,” Abram held his hands up. 

People at the end of the table started to leave, some teleported, shimmering out of the room and leaving in a cloud of glittery sparkle.

With my handsome stranger eyes fixed on me I stood and walked out. 

I was starting to feel like this was all too much. All of it, and just maybe I’d made the wrong decision in coming here. 

It was a lot for my mind to process. 

I got back to my room and just got to the window when a mass of darkness appeared before me. 

I screamed and jumped back into the wall pressing against it as fright rippled through my body. Then I stilled, out of the darkness came Mr. Everything. Tall, dark, too handsome. He walked right up to me and surrounded me in the crevice of the wall with his hard body and mile wide chest. 

A lock of his hair fell forward just like in the dream. 

He looked me over with pure satisfaction, while poor me, I couldn’t breathe. 

“Can I help you with something?” There was that rasp in my voice again. This time it didn’t come from keeping silent. 

“Bad girl, you didn’t tell them.” 

I looked at him, horrified. 

That was what he said in the dream. He called me bad girl.

“Tell them what?” I wanted to know what he was talking about. 

He cupped my face, paralyzing me with his touch. “About this.” He slid his fingers up my face and tapped at my temple. “You can walk the dream plane, just like me. Good idea... don’t tell them. It’ll be our little dirty secret. Our very dirty secret.” 

My breath caught in my lungs. 

Fucking hell, it wasn’t a dream. 

It was real. When I thought of all the things I’d done with him in my so called dreams my soul shivered. 

“Dream plane?”

He chuckled, and gave me a wolfish grin that made him look sexier. 

“You really have no idea do you?”

“No.” 

Coming here I didn’t know what sort of powers I had. This was it. I could do this, or that. Whatever that meant. 

Walk on the dream plane. But, I’d been doing it for three months. 

He leaned closer. “Shhhh.” 

Closer and closer he came, running his hands down to my waist as he leaned in. Then he covered my mouth with his. 

In the dream world he was always delicious to me, but this was something else. 

God in heaven it was something else and I never wanted him to stop. 

As the kiss turned hungry we really got going, kissing each other like we couldn’t get enough. Kissing each other like our lives depended on it. 

This wasn’t me. 

I never even kissed on the first date let alone kissed a man I just met like this. In this raw, hot primal way, pulling and tugging at his clothes while he covered my breasts with his large hands and squeezed. 

I wanted nothing more than for him to take me.

He moved to my ear and licked at the skin then growled deep and low, turning me on. 

“Tristan,” he whispered.

I brushed my cheek against his nose as I twisted to face him. “Tristan?” 

“That’s my name, Gabrielle.” 

I loved the way he said my name with emphasis on each syllable.

He pulled back and smiled, baring his fangs then retracting them when he saw the fear of God in me. He smiled even wider, clearly loving what he was doing to me. The mixture of fear and arousal that coursed through me made it difficult to hide. I was an open book and if anyone walked in here now I wouldn’t have been able to act any other way than how I looked. 

“Don’t be scared of me Princess. I won’t bite, unless if you want me to. See you later, in my bed, on your knees screaming.” 

I sucked in a sharp breath as he touched the side of my face and in my mind I saw it.  It was a truly erotic image of us. One comparable to what we were like in the dream world. 

It was us, later.

Me on his bed, naked on my hands and knees crying out with orgasmic pleasure as he pounded into me from behind. 

As my knees buckled, I gasped and pressed my hands to the wall to keep myself from falling over. 

In that mass of darkness he faded before me with that sexy grin. 

Faded, leaving me with my heart galloping. Racing a hundred miles an hour. 

“What the hell?” I winced. 

What the actual hell? 

I didn’t know what the hell I was in for, or how I was going to deal with it all. 

Later...

I should tell someone what was happening, tell them what I could do. 

I could talk to Pru. I should... except the lure of this dirty secret tempted me. 

I’d never felt such fire and passion before, and somehow I wanted it. 

Even if it was wrong. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 3 



[image: image]


Tristan

*** 
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“This is all bull shit, fucking bull shit,” Ivan argued. He threw himself down on the leather sofa and growled. 

He’d been mouthing off about the meeting since we got back. Both him and Virgil. 

It was getting on my nerves. I got it, understood the importance of their concern, I just had other things on my mind. 

Things...

Not things. A woman. 

It was the story of my life, except she wasn’t any mere woman. And, not the type that I was usually taken with. 

She was the woman who’d driven me wild for the last three months.

The woman. 

Gabrielle... That was her name.

The one and only that had made me want her so badly I couldn’t contemplate seeing anyone else. Not anyone from the pick of the bunch I could have had. 

Not anyone from the host of women who threw themselves at me on a daily basis. Women from the clan, women from other lands, other realms, everywhere. 

All I could think of was her. 

It pissed me right the fuck off when I saw her sitting around the table with the witches. Witches from the Coven of Shadows. 

It was unacceptable for a witch to be with a vampire. But that didn’t usually stop them. 

A witch from the Coven of Shadows though... that was another story. 

The coven had witches with powers from the old world. Pure in essence, pure in everything. The same as my brothers and I were different from other vampires. 

We of the Order of Raphael were pure bloods too. As in we were of the direct lineage of the vampire Raphael. To us, he was like Adam to the human race. The first vampire to be created. The first to possess true powers. Unlike the pop fiction vamps humans romanticized about we didn’t need blood, and we didn’t need it to survive. We drank it though. Animal blood. Drank it for the taste. Our kind were unlike any other and different from the other types of vampires

The other types of vamps, the soulless mixture of abominations that had been created over the centuries, needed human blood. They were the kind we tried to control. They were the kind that we worked endless hours trying to ensure they lived by the laws and didn’t overstep boundaries.

“What do you think father would say?” Virgil asked. 

That was a good question. What would father say?

I sat on the window bay and looked at the two of them. 

“Who knows what the fuck he would say?” I grinned. 

Ivan frowned at me. “He helped set up the constitution Tristan. In his time etherstones were a thing people had to worry about. People of that time worked hard to get rid of them.” 

“At least old Abram isn’t suggesting that right?” I laughed. My brothers did not find my humor amusing at all. 

Ivan was the eldest of us at two hundred years old, Virgil was one fifty and me a hundred. The order of our leadership was however based on insight, according to our father.

Ivan was leader, me next in command, then Virgil. That was how Father set up the order to run prior to his death twenty years ago. 

Before us was him and our uncle, Neo. The Order was always run by brothers. 

One to lead and two at his side, and when we voted for something the votes were taken in order of importance in that fashion also. It simply meant that if I decided something and it was against the two of them they couldn’t go against me. 

For us that meant we were mostly always at each other’s throats. When it came to business. 

On a personal level, there wasn’t a soul I would trust more than my brothers. 

“Tristan, now’s not the time to play around.” Virgil stated joining Ivan on the sofa. 

“Who’s playing around brother? Not me. You all trust Abram so much you voted to keep him as president of the council.” 

“You voted with us.” Ivan straightened up. 

“Because you voted to support him and we would have been in the minority. There was no point voting for anything else.” Every fifty years there was a vote for the new council leaders. Abram had been in charge for the last three hundred years. To me it was a case of people sticking to what they knew and not willing to try something new. A something new might have even been to give Claire a chance and put her husband to the back seat. 

I loved a woman who could talk and give as much as she got. Prudence was like that. She could do it too if everyone wanted to keep things in that family. 

Abram though... he thought he was God with his clean cut ways and holier than thou attitude. 

“That’s not the point now. I vote for the stone to be investigated further and I hope you won’t dick around and vote against me.” Ivan glared at me. 

I simply shrugged. 

“I vote we let the wolves do all the heavy lifting. That Lucian has a mouth on him. Bet he’d love to bite old Abram’s head off and eat it.” 

Virgil chuckled but stopped when Ivan cut him a sharp glance. 

“It was funny.” Virgil shrugged. “I could imagine it.” 

“Don’t encourage him with his foolishness.” 

“Ivan, bro, get your head out of your ass. I’m right. The only person who was chewing old Abe out was Lucian. He was right too. I agree with him completely.” 

A vampire agreeing with a lycan was cause for some sort of holiday observance because even though we sat around that table all in union with each other, vampires still had a thing against lycans and vice versa. 

The man was right though. Damn right.

“You really think Lucian was right?” Ivan sighed and gave me his full attention. 

I nodded. “Oh yes. Let’s think about it. Who is Caleb?” 

Virgil shook his head. “I don’t even know. Until today I didn’t know him, or that he existed.” 

“Dragon shifters don’t tend to mix with anybody except humans. They aren’t part of the constitution.” 

After the big war centuries ago, they went their separate ways. Most of their guardians however continued to guard magical beings. It was what they did. 

“Exactly, so we have this Caleb person and he suddenly gets someone to create an etherstone so he can claim his kingdom and be king. Come on guys?” 

They were starting to see my point. “It makes no sense.” 

“Oh, it makes sense alright, just not the type of senses Abe’s making it out to be or what we’re thinking. Sure I agree that Caleb showed his use of the etherstone was personal to him, but I think it was just something he did on the side. I think it was part of a bigger plan. Pandir was for him, but he was working for someone else. For a different cause.” 

They both looked at each other then back to me. 

Ivan stood up. “What are you saying Tristan?”

“Smells like Razul’s followers to me.” 

They both tensed. 

I was surprised no one had suggested that at the council meeting. It was the first thing I’d thought after Abram told us what happened. I thought it was almost obvious. No one mentioned it though, and I was too fascinated with my new toy to continue an argument that would go nowhere. 

Abram put the cards on the table and I knew how things worked. If he thought the stone should go to the Shadowlands, he’d make sure the votes went that way. 

I didn’t fail to notice how he just adjourned the meeting without asking if we had any questions first. 

Again, if I wasn’t so fascinated with my new toy I would have said a thing or two about that.

“Razul?” Ivan asked tensing his jaw. “What made you think that?” 

I hopped off the window bay. Ivan was so noble. Looking at him I could tell he thought it too. Maybe not as obvious as it was to me but it passed through his mind. 

“It’s obvious Ivan.” 

Razul was a hell god who’d wanted to take over all the realms. He wanted unlimited power and to rule over everything and everyone. 

The war centuries ago sent him to the deepest corner of the underworld. A world deep in the chasms of the darkest realm of hell. It was a place where there was no return. Yet his acolytes resurfaced every once in a while with all their attempts to free him. 

“The last attempt was nearly successful,” Virgil offered. 

“Damn near.” I smirked. 

The whole thing happened before anyone could really get involved, and if anyone had they wouldn’t have had the power to do anything. 

It took a wraith possessed sentinel and a syph to stop the necromancer and the sorceress who were trying to free Razul. 

Dante, the wraith possessed sentinel was a fallen angel. The kind of guy I could get on with because we shared the same sort of characteristics, and had that abhorrence for authority. The syph, who was now his fiancé was something I never knew existed. She had the ability to copy any power she chose. 

The necromancer and the sorceress Balmora were going to use the Syph to steal power from a star that could unlock Razul from wherever the hell he’d been placed in hell. 

Dante stopped that from happening but he also rewrote history by changing Balmora’s path. It took the flaming swords from the Garden of Eden, the help of Dante’s brother Malachi, who was a sentinel too, and all the power in the world to stop that from happening.

Beings like that didn’t just come around often. And, not in the same place or the same time. 

It looked like Razul’s one shot. 

Unless someone else found another way. 

“What now brother? If you suspect it’s Razul’s followers we have to say something. Can’t leave it to the wolves. They didn’t guess that.” 

“They will, it will become obvious when people think about it. I’m just not sure who will make the point and stand up to Abram’s idea.” 

“We will.” Ivan nodded. “We fucking will. This isn’t about changing some law or something random like that. There’s more to this and it needs checking out.” 

“Fine. Let me know when you want to talk more about it.” I was done with this for today. I had some research to do before tonight. Research on Gabrielle. 

Ivan frowned and gave me a look of pure disapproval. “We’re talking now Tristan.” 

“No, I’m done. I gave my piece.” I headed toward the door. 

“Leave the witch alone Tristan.” Ivan called out stopping me in my tracks. 

I turned to face him and smiled. “What makes you think I’m going after the witch?”

“Really?” Ivan tilted his head to the side, allowing his blonde locks to drift over his shoulders. 

“I haven’t said.” 

“You were staring at her through the whole meeting. You’re lucky Prudence didn’t try to kill you.” 

“You’re right by saying try. She could try and she would fail.” Pru and I had a sort of love, hate relationship. More on the hate side. She thought I was an asshole who had no regard for the laws, and made it his duty to tempt young witches into breaking the rules. 

She was right. To some extent. 

“She could give you a run Tristan.” Virgil laughed. 

“Sounds like you want a run with the witch, brother. Prudence needs to get laid, have sex with someone other than herself. A pretty girl like that locked up in a castle with all those rules and laws will make you too pent up and lack social skills. Do her a favor and set her free.” 

Poor Virgil, he tried to be serious, he really did but he couldn’t always do it and keep a serious face on with some of the things I said. 

“Stop distracting him.” Ivan raised his brows. “The new girl, Tristan. Stay away from her. She’s a witch from the Coven of Shadows. You know what that means. You know it. Do not venture down that path.” 

“Yes sire,” I teased, bowing my head, and turned to go on my merry way. 

Ivan could be such a prick sometimes. Who the fuck did he think he was talking to. He thought just because he was older and in charge he had some advantage over me. Like everything else he told me to do, I was just going to ignore him. 

Asshole, he was the one who needed to get laid. 

I didn’t need a reminder of the law. It didn’t apply to me in this instance. 

Nope, it did not. 

The little witch and I had a secret, but that wasn’t why we were both exempt from the law. 

She could travel the dream plane, that meant she could also walk the ghost roads. And the astral planes. Any kind of plane where the soul could be separated from the body. 

Witches could not do that. 

Witches, vampires, lycans, werewolves, dragon shifters and some fae folk all had some element of human characteristics between them. However, of the bunch, witches didn’t have that element of control over their souls. They couldn’t separate the body from the soul. Had to do with the magic. The magic was tied to their souls.

My brothers and I weren’t undead like the other types of vampires. So, we had souls, could have children, when we died we didn’t fade away to ashes and we could walk around in the sunlight. 

Different, just like her. My dearest Gabrielle who was no mere witch. 

She was something else entirely. 

She was something else, and right now it looked like I was the only person who had the privilege of knowing that. 

It was a good feeling. 

Books first. Very few things made me head to the library for anything. She made me curious to find out more about her. 

I sensed something more at work with her. Same as I knew that stone was just a piece of the puzzle. Part of the bigger picture. 

So, library first then fun later. 
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It was getting late and I was getting more tired by the minute. 

My bed was screaming for me to jump in it but I couldn’t do it. 

Earlier when I went to sleep I couldn’t wait to see him. I’d been going for naps a few times a day since I’d been here and telling everyone I was still suffering from the effects of the ordeal three weeks ago. 

Nothing was further from the truth. 

While Pru put it down to the effects of being sucked into a portal and recommended as much bed rest as possible until I felt better, I’d rejoiced for the alone time I got. A few times I called Ariyah. But, I spent more time asleep getting nasty with Tristan. 

My God, I couldn’t believe it was all real. 

I was really with him. sure not my physical body but my soul, or possibly my astral self. 

That was what the books said it could be. 

I was in the library looking through a number of reference books and journals on astral projection and soul separation. I’d been reading and reading but hadn’t come across any witches who could do it. There were a few creatures however who could. 

Vampires were one. Vampires from the order of Raphael. Vampires like Tristan.

I didn’t even know there were different types of vampires. 

I didn’t read much about it because I was so eager to find out more about my power. 

“Hey you.” Pru smiled when she popped her head in and looked up at me on the upper deck with a mountain of books on the table. 

She came inside holding two mugs of what I knew was hot chocolate

She brought some to me last night. 

I relaxed a little just seeing her. 

“Hey, thanks for this. I really appreciate it.” I gave her a warm smile. 

She sat down and set the cups on the table. “I know you do. Sorry I didn’t come check on you before. I had some stuff to sort out at the school.” 

Pru was a teacher at the magic school. She taught potions and magical cures. It sounded interesting and there was talk of me joining in on some of her classes. I was looking forward to that.

“Was everything okay?” 

“Yes. Teenagers, God. I can’t remember being any kind of trouble when I was one. Not like some of these.” 

“What happened?” 

Pru laughed and ran a hand through her hair messing it up. “Really, you want to know about that? You don’t want to talk about Mr. Asshole staring you down in the meeting earlier?” 

My shoulders slumped. If only she knew, or maybe it was best that she didn’t. 

“Well, I just figured since I was new ... um he wondered who I was.” I couldn’t even get the words out properly before Pru started laughing. 

“Gabrielle, we’re close to the same age right? I’m thirty. You’re twenty eight. We know how men work. Vampires are worse than the men that you’re used to, and you have to know how to deal with them.” 

“What do you mean? How much worse can they be?” 

“Back in the human realm did you ever come across a guy who would just look at you in such an obviously scandalous, sexual way in front of everyone, and think that was okay?” 

“No, but there are some guys who would do that I’m sure. Maybe.” 

“Oh please. The guy who did that would be asking for an argument at the least. I know if I saw someone looking at me like that I’d want to call the police or someone like that if I were in the human realm. Here, I’d just hit him with a fire ball.

“Pru, I don’t know what to think.” 

“Just avoid them and if you see him again don’t speak to him. Seriously, he’s not worth the hassle.” 

I doubted it was that easy. I’d already jumped straight into the fire from this afternoon. What the hell would she have thought if she saw us together in my room?

Avoidance though was exactly my plan. That’s why I was doing my best to stay awake. No sleep for me tonight and if I didn’t fall asleep I wouldn’t get sucked in to temptation in my dreams. 

“Maybe I shouldn’t be at the meeting.” Best to cover all bases, especially until I knew a little more about my powers. ‘There’s no need for me to join you guys at the next one. Right?” 

“It’s not normally that bad, but I hear you. Father just wanted to introduce you and show you to everyone. He has a thing about being upfront.” 

“They don’t trust him?” 

“I fear so, and they aren’t exactly the friendliest bunch.” 

“Those vampires certainly had their opinions. The head of the werewolves too.” I thought I’d jump back to the subject. Reading was great and gave great knowledge that I could use, but hearing her opinion was worth a lot more. 

“They’re always like that. Today they were more vocal I guess, and with reason. If your worried about the asshole don’t be, he’s just rude and obnoxious.” 

“What’s their story? Their different right?” 

“Yes, completely. Forget everything you’ve read about Vampires. These guys are a whole other race of immortal beings. I don’t even fully understand their power and I suspect they want to keep it that way.” 

“They can separate their souls?” 

She looked impressed. “Wow girl, you have been reading. Did he freak you out that much?” 

“I just wanted to know more.”

Curiosity lit up her bright blue eyes. “Translation, you thought he was hot.” 

“No.” I would have sounded more convincing if I’d kept the tremor out of my voice. 

“Again, you don’t have to lie to me. Lie to my mom, definitely to my Father. Not to me though. With Juliana, watch your back.” 

“She doesn’t like me does she?” 

“No.” 

“I didn’t do anything,” I huffed and shook my head.

“It’s the attention. I love my sister but she has a way of jumping straight to jealousy. She wants the attention to be all on her. Anyone who steals it is a no in her book. I’m sure she wouldn’t have liked that Tristan was staring at you the way he was.” 

God, like I could help that. 

“Let me guess she likes him.” 

“She likes all of them. Look at them Gabrielle. Don’t tell me you didn’t think they were the most beautiful men you’d ever seen in your life.” She giggled. 

I smiled. “They were exactly that.” There was no point denying it. 

“Ivan, the leader, is the eldest, he’s two hundred. Virgil, the balancer, is a hundred and fifty, and Tristan the wild child, your asshole, is a hundred.” 

I couldn’t restrain the surprise I felt. “They’re all in their hundreds?”

“Uh huh. You’re dealing with a different category of people here. Or beings. Older than what you’re used to. Titania, the queen of the Fae folk is four thousand, she’s the oldest of the humanoids. Father next, then Lucian at seven hundred years old. The Vampires however are probably the most resilient. The oldest member of their clan is so old no one knows his age.” 

“It’s all so new to me. Have you ever... you know, been with any of them?” Maybe it was too personal a question to ask. Too late though, I asked before thinking properly. 

She shook her head. “We can’t. It’s against our laws.”

I didn’t know that. I never even thought about that. “Really? Why?” I narrowed my eyes.

“For us, it’s our duty to preserve the purity of our magic. It’s as simple as that. Them too, specifically them. We can’t ... mate –for lack of a better word – with them. I think it’s harsh and to be honest, against me, but it’s Coven of Shadow laws.” 

Wow, I hope they didn’t take into account previous transgressions. Then again I didn’t care and I wasn’t so sure I wanted to be a part of something that set down laws like that. It sounded very prejudice to me. 

“So we can’t go there with Vampires?”

“Nope, it’s a big no. And, if we could I wouldn’t go there. They’re too much for me. If I had my pick on any of the council it would be the wolf.” 

“Lucian?” I chuckled. 

She pressed her finger to her lips. “Shhh. We can’t go there with them either, but I would definitely consider breaking the rules with him.”

I was laughing, actually laughing. It felt like me. 

“Pru, you are so funny.”

“I’m serious, did you see his lips, and that hair, and those eyes. Also I read that during sex it’s the men who choose if the women get pregnant. They can control their sperm. So you could have endless sex with out birth control.” 

I was listening and she most assuredly had my attention. “Witches still need birth control? I thought maybe there’d be some magical control.”

“No, unfortunately, not. But if you’re with a wolf, which you can’t be, you don’t. Or a vampire, which you most definitely mustn’t be with. You could imagine it though. Lots of skin to skin sex with seriously hot guys.” 

She shook her head and smiled. 

“Pru, I can honestly say you have managed to distract me.”

“Gabrielle,” the seriousness returned to her face. “You focus on what you need to focus on. And don’t concern yourself with the stone. I hope you weren’t offended when Lucian suggested it being strange that you and it came about at the same time.” 

“I wasn’t. Honestly, I wondered that myself. I couldn’t see the relation though. It all simply happened. I was in danger of the worst kind and my guardians protected me.” 

“Have you ever tried any spells?” She rested her arm on the table. “You said days ago that you wished you were a witch and now it happened.” 

“I did, but I don’t think my spells worked.” 

“Spells are tricky. They’re like balancing chemicals. You have to get the right balance at all times and have the right formula. All the elements in harmony with each other working in tandem. It doesn’t just happen overnight. Sometimes though, when you know your stuff you can create spells right off the top of your head.” 

“Really? That sounds like something I’ll never achieve.” 

“Do you want to?” She held my gaze.

That was an odd question, but I knew why she was asking. She wanted to know because after all the training the choice lay open for me to go right back to the human realm and never look back. Some people did both, lived here and in the human realm and made it work. There were strict rules though, like no use of magic ever in the human realm. That went without saying. 

“I do want to.” That was my honest answer. “There’s a big part of me that’s curious about magic. I want to learn.” 

“Then you’ll learn it, and you might find that you like it here.” She smiled.

I nodded. “It’s beautiful.” 

The woodland realm was definitely that. Full of beauty and scenic landscapes. 

“It is. We should go exploring tomorrow if you’re up to it. I’ve been dying to show you everything.” 


“I’m up to it for sure,” I smiled.  I was definitely up to it. All the more so because I had to stop this craziness with Tristan in its tracks. 


It was too much temptation. He was. 

I was too weak to resist him.

Thinking of the way he kissed me earlier made my cheeks burn. 

“Good. Sometimes being among nature can help you figure out what your natural abilities and powers are.” 

“That would be nice. It would be nice to know what I am.” 

“You’re a witch.” 

“I know, but if I belong to this coven I’m not ordinary am I?”

She shook her head. “You are anything but.” 

“I just don’t understand how no one knew about me. I had a really good life. I have the best parents who love me, but this makes me want to know more about where I came from.” 

“Of course, I would be just like you. I would. It’s natural.” 

“My mother whoever she was, put me up for adoption. I always thought it was because she just couldn’t look after me, but now I have more questions.” 

“A witch from the coven would not have done something like that unless she had very, very, good reasons to. Looks like she was trying to protect you and thought you’d have that protection in the human realm.” 

That made me smile. Despite my inner turmoil, it was a nice thought to hold on to.

“Thank you, thank you for that.”

“Leave the deep research to us. You’ve jumped over the first hurdle. We know you’re a witch. It’s enough for us to move from square one. I’m pretty certain the rest of your story will follow eventually. Father is looking into it and he’s damn good at what he does.” Pru stood up with a bright smile.

“I feel better.” I nodded.

“Glad to hear it. Now, get some sleep. You’re going to need it if we’re going exploring tomorrow. I’ll even introduce you to some normal men.”

“That sounds cool.” 

She sauntered away and I watched her go. 

I put the books away and borrowed a basic spell book. It was something to get lost in and I did. 


I read the whole thing and managed to stay awake all night. 

I drank five cups of coffee and soldiered through my tiredness with determination. 

The next day was good. It was fun exploring the forest and learning different herbs with both Pru and Claire. And, as promised Pru introduced me to some normal guys. 

I thought I was going to be okay. 

If I could get through tonight I was sure that Tristan would get the message. 

The guilty, dirty secret was tempting. Oh so tempting, but it was crazy. 

I set up for another sleepless night with more coffee and this time some fashion magazines from back home. The plan was to read through my stack of twelve and then catch up on some tv. 

At ten, I changed into my negligee and piled my hair on top of my head in a messy bun. 

The lights were low and created that ambience that lulled you to sleep but I fought it. 


I looked at the clock on the wall . Eleven. It was eleven. Only eleven. 

Something caught my eye at the window. A mass of darkness forming, expanding then widening. 


My breath hitched in my chest when Tristan stepped out with that slow easy smile. 

“Bad girl. You know not to keep me waiting,” he taunted.

I straightened up instantly and moved over in the bed when he lowered to sit. 

“Why are you here?” 

“You know why. Didn’t have you in my bed last night so I came to yours.” 

I looked around the room. “We can’t in here.” 

“No one would hear us.”

He reached out to try and touch my breasts but I smacked his hands away. 

“Are you crazy?”

“No.” He grinned.

“Then why did you come here?” 

He gave me a stare that reached into my soul. A stare that weakened me.

“I can’t get you out of my head. You must have felt it too, from the kiss. Us in real life is a hundred times better than the dream world.” 

Oh God, give me strength. A little would do the trick. Something more than the nothing I had. Anything. 

He moved closer and I couldn’t move away. When his lips pressed to mine I crumbled and kissed him too. Kissed him back, relishing the devouring kiss he gave me that dissolved my will to resist him.

In that moment I couldn’t remember why I should. 

The thing was, this was my normal. He was my normal, everything else was unnatural to me. Everything. The coven, the woodland realm, magic. 

To me we were magic.


For the last three months, my day started and ended with him. In my dream I’d be in his arms in the morning, wake up, go to work, then I’d close my eyes and be right back with him. 

What made me think I could resist the comfort of that? 

The kiss took on that hunger, and then that magnetism he talked about. 

Us in real life. 

Yes we were a hundred times better than in the dream world.

Just like in our dreams I let myself go and allowed myself to be his. I slipped my arms around his neck and held onto him as the blackness surrounded us and he took me. 


Took me away.

To his bed. 
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As my back contacted with silky sheets Tristan’s kisses grew more demanding. 

Hungrier. Cruel even as his tongue swept into my mouth. 

I ran my hands through his hair when he slipped his arm around my waist and pressed me flush against the hard wall of his powerful chest.

His hair was feather soft, a contrast to the possessive need he held me with. 

When his mouth moved down my neck, nibbling at the skin I tensed and grabbed onto his tank top. The recollection of what he was came flooding back into my mind. It rushed back, but I didn’t want to be away from him. 

I hung on to him as fear crept in. 

He’d elongated his teeth and ran the sharp edges down my neck, while at the same time running his thumb over the tight peaks of my left nipple.

“Please,” I whimpered still holding on to him. “Don’t hurt me.”

His lips closed over my skin and he sucked the flesh, while he continued to play with my breast. 

He moved away, looked down at my hands on his top then smiled revealing his fangs. Long and sharp


“I would never hurt you,” his husky voice took on a sexier edge. 


He cupped my face and took his time sliding his hand back down to my breast where he continued to flick his finger backwards and forwards, right over the silk fabric, making me harder. 

“This okay?” He smiled. I was surprised he asked and I nodded because I didn’t want him to stop. 

“I can’t control my fangs all the time, and definitely not when I’m with you.” 

“Why?” I whispered. 


His smile turned up a notch becoming more seductive. Instead of answering, he took my hand and guided it to his crotch, pressing it against the very hard bulge of his cock which I could now see straining against his pants. 

“This is why. It’s what you do to me.” 

He closed my hand over his thick shaft and guided it up and down. When he let go of me, I continued to stroke him loving the look of pleasure on his face. 

A low rumble of pleasure sounded from his chest. Low with satisfaction of what I was doing to him. 


He tugged on my negligee lifting the edge then pulling the straps down so


my breasts could spill out. 


“Fuck, you’re even better than the fantasy.”

I looked back to him, widening my eyes slightly. His fangs pulled back and he traced the outline of my breasts, running his fingers all over the huge swell, making me wetter.  I released his cock and moved back to kiss him the way I normally would. 

His fingers fluttered into my hair and he pulled at the band securing it. My dark locks tumbled down my shoulders and over his hands. 

He slid his hands down my body again and lifted the negligee over my head with another deep growl. As it came off he lowered and closed his lips over my nipples and sucked. His hungry mouth working the tips to life while his tongue flicked around it.


I moaned at the unbelievable sensation that rippled through me, arching into him, allowing him to take more of my breast inside his mouth. 

He squeezed, and sucked, teased and tasted making his way from one breast to the other. I ached with the need for more. More of what he was giving me. More of him. 


He forced me back to the stack of pillows and continued to suck, taking me deeper, giving me more pleasure, making me moan louder. 

Blood throbbed in my veins rushing through so fast it made my nerves tingle with electric energy as the raw, wild need passed between us. 

It was raw need mingling with desire. 

Desire, pleasure. My whole body was on fire with it and my toes curled as the sensation sizzled through every part of me. His clever, oh so skillful mouth took me straight to climax. Right there where I was gasping and crying out his name on the edge of the bone tingling orgasm that consumed me. 

“Tristan...” I cried. 

“That’s okay baby, scream my name. No one can hear you in my lair. Just me. Only me.” 

Thrills ran up and down my body and every nerve quivered as I writhed beneath him. He watched me come undone in pure delight. Then he amplified the feeling by going down to my core and drinking me as I came.

He pressed his tongue straight up inside me and licked at the sensitive bud of my clit. Licking and exploring, circling and tasting, spinning me straight back to the arms of pleasure. 

“Fuck!” I screamed realizing I was right there again. On the edge of another orgasm. 

I released him and grabbed onto the sheets, clutching where I could as his tongue found my G spot and fired off little bursts of licks and sucks. 

Multiple orgasms tore through me now. taking me to a place I’d never been before, asleep or awake. 

It tore me from reality and sent me completely over the edge. 


He moved back smiling down at me, smiling with fascination and adoration. 


I couldn’t talk. He’d rendered me speechless with the unimaginable pleasure. All I could do was stare at him as he shrugged out of his top and pushed down his pants and boxers at the same time. Revealing the masterpiece of the man he was, and unleashing the full length of his cock. 

My gaze ran down his sleek, powerful body taking my own sweet time to admire the tattoos inked on his skin. Tattoos of a language I didn’t recognize. It looked like a mixture of Egyptian hieroglyphs and Arabic characters. Whatever it was made him sexier. So much sexier. 

This man was literally like the fantasy come to life. 

I couldn’t help the smile that danced on my lips at the sheer gorgeous perfection of him. 

“Do I please my lady?” 

“Yes, your lady is definitely pleased.”

He reached for me, grabbing my leg to pull me closer. I recalled what Pru told me about sex as he ripped my panties off in one swift movement. 

My mouth watered at the thought of endless skin to skin sex, and I sucked in a breath as he lifted me onto him, lowering me down on to his cock that pressed painfully into me, searing my passage as he filled me up. 

I had to grab on to his shoulders tight when pain shot through me from the magnitude of him. Pain stabbed at me, replacing the pleasure for a few moments, but it was the kind of pain that incited pleasure. 

This was different too. In our dreams this part didn’t have so much of an effect. My body normally welcomed him, but like everything else him pushing into me felt a hundred times better. Pain. Pleasure. It was the same and I wanted it.

I gasped at how much he filled me up and my hips rose to meet his while I wrapped my legs around him.

Deep steady strokes shook me, making me moan louder.

“It’s okay, stay with me. Stay with me Princess, stay with me and enjoy the pleasure. I promise you, you’ll feel good, so, so good very soon.”

Again I couldn’t talk. My inner walls rippled against him, against the slow sure movements of his hips. Then I was his. 

My walls adjusted to fit him and I was his all over again. 

This time for real. This time was real. 

He started moving faster inside me, the hard thrusts sent me reeling yet aching for more. More which he gave. Tristan started hammering into me and we moved together, body to body, held within the claws of passion. 

He pounded into me with a pure rush of need giving me more pleasure, pleasure and I most assuredly enjoyed him. 

I absolutely did. I held on to him tight, fingers clawing deep into his skin until I cut him.

I thought I hurt him but he just smiled that smile of fascination.  

He chuckled and surprised me when he pulled me off him mid thrust and placed me on the bed on my hands and knees. 

I glanced back at him over my shoulder and gave him a smile of my own. 

“I’m on my knees,” I cooed.

“Yes my lady. Time to fulfil my promise to your sweet pussy and fuck you properly. On your knees and screaming. My. Dear. Lady.”

I stared back at him, speechless. Stunned and surprised from the raw, dirtiness of his words. Stunned and surprised but loving it. Loving the thought of what he promised, of having him inside me again. 

Taking hold of my waist he plunged into me and straightened up like a vengeful god ready to take his vengeance, ready to claim me and make me his. 

Lust scorched me clean and my body obeyed his command, moving with him in the way he wanted as he started pounding into me, fucking me hard, rutting into me relentlessly. My muscles gripped tight around his cock and I was screaming within seconds. That was what this man did to me. He devoured me. Devoured me whole, in body and essence. He rode me with the passion of a beast and just when I thought I couldn’t handle anymore he leaned in close and nibbled on my ear.

“Wait till you feel this Princess.” 

I was on the edge of another orgasm. It thrashed within me. One last pound pushed me straight over that edge again but he held me close to him and it was like we shared the same mind. He whispered something in my ear, in words I didn’t understand but felt. It was magic. 

Magic that pulsed into me awakening everything inside me. He still moved inside me while holding me and we came together as one. As we did a mass of white light surrounded us. White light with glitter like the stars. It moved from me to him and burst into specs of gold. We both watched it flutter around us until it faded. 

“Oh my God,” I breathed. 

What was that?

“It was us,” he replied but to my mind. I heard him inside my head. 

He was inside my head. 

“I heard you.” I twisted around to face him. 

That cunning, cocky smile was on his face. “I know.” 

“You can do that?” 

He nodded. “You try. Think something and send it to me.” 

“Me?” 

“Come on Princess, you aren’t going to discover those powers of yours if you don’t try.” He chuckled showing off his fangs again.

I wasn’t afraid anymore. Not afraid and I wanted him again. The need for him pulled on my insides. 

“You want me again and you’re not scared of my fangs anymore.” 

My eyes widened. “What? You heard that? You weren’t supposed to hear that. I wasn’t ready to think the thing I wanted you to hear.” 

He laughed. “Emotion. Your powers work with emotion. You have telepathic abilities. You can hear me, and I can hear you. To block someone from hearing you, control your emotions. It’s sexy when you’re with me, but dangerous in some circumstances.” 

I gazed at him in awe. Since I’d been in this strange world he seemed to be the only person who understood me. 

I shuffled around and he lay me back down on the pillows, lowering next to me and slipping his arm around me. 

I reached up and touched his face, tracing the outline of his jaw as I looked at the sharpness of his fangs. 

They were real. 

“If you bite me, will I become like you?” 

“Yes, but there’s more to it than that.” 

“Like what? Blood, I’d have to drink your blood?” That’s how it was in some movies. 

A vampire would bite you and drink your blood, and if you drank their blood you’d become like them. 

“No, not like that. I’m different. Vampires from the order don’t create new vampires like that. The others do though. For us it’s a ritual to mark your soul mate. Male vampires mark their soul mates with the kiss of love. With that bite they are mated for all eternity.” It was the first time I’d ever seen that softness in his eyes. 

Like the idea of a soul mate meant something to him. 

“Oh, soul mates.” 

“Do not tempt me my lady. You ask the question like you want it. Remember I can read your mind.”

I pressed my head against his chest and he pressed his chin to the top of my head. 

I expected not to feel his heart, but it was there. beating loud in my ear. 

As I lay there my mind drifted and I allowed it to. So many questions still plagued me. Too many. Questions and feelings. Good and bad. 

The coven of shadows was supposedly where I belonged, but I didn’t feel that when I thought about it. 

In reality I lay in the arms of a vampire who made me feel like his. 

With him was where I felt like I belonged. 

With him...
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Chapter 6 
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Tristan
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The beauty woke up in my arms, stretching against my chest and I gave her a kiss that tasted of last night. 

She slipped her hand behind my head and kissed me back. It was the kind of kiss I could have gotten lost in. 

Gabrielle smiled and looked about her. I switched off my ability to hear her thoughts. It was okay to read someone’s mind sometimes, but not always. A person needed their privacy and going into the mind like that was an invasion when not invited. 

“I should go,” she whispered. 

“No, I’m keeping you with me.” I was actually serious. I would keep her if I could, if she allowed me. Screw the consequences. 

“You’re going to keep me here with you?” she giggled. 

Her delicious breasts bobbled as she sat up and the messy hair made me want to take her all over again. I had her all night and yet I wanted her all over again. More, more for the taking. More of the beautiful woman who rocked my world. 

“I can you know.” I sat up. “I could keep you here forever if I wanted to.”

“Forever?” she cooed. “Right, and what would we do?” 

“Fuck.” 

“Must you be so crass?” She blushed and her cheeks turned a soft rose color. 

“Yes. Don’t act like you don’t like it.” I teased reaching out to touch her pretty pink nipples.

She leaned forward and kissed me, then pulled back. 

“They’ll come looking for me.” 

“So?”

“So, I should get back. Besides, this is crazy. I can’t just stay here. We haven’t even been on a proper date.” 

I narrowed my eyes at her. “You want to date?”

“Don’t you guys date?” 

“No. Not so much we just...” I didn’t bother to finish the rest of that sentence. The deflated look on her face told me she wouldn’t like the answer.

Dating was a human thing. Vampires had a high sex drive and tended to skip over all that stuff that took up too much time. If we saw a woman we wanted we took her. I was more over the top than the average vamp. I couldn’t help it. Of the three brothers, I was the wildest. I got it from my father. 

When mother died he filled his days with concubines. One woman was never enough for him. It was only my mother that he treated with respect and gave his heart to. A demon killed her to get back at him. After that he wasn’t the same. He even chose to die, so to speak, by taking his leave from the world. 

At one thousand years old he just decided to fade into the ether. That was it. He gathered us together one day, set up the new order with me, my brothers and a few witnesses and that was it. He was the wild child too in his family, but he could be serious when the time called for it. 

Just like me.

Gabrielle pulled the sheet over her breasts and gazed out the window to the bright blue morning sky. 

“So if you don’t date how do you get to know a person?” she asked. 

“We know each other.”

“The dream world is different, we never even got to know each other’s names.” 

“What do you want to know about me?”

She shrugged. “Just stuff you want to share. And, I don’t know about vampires.” 

“I love sunlight and magic. That’s me. I spend my days learning whatever I can. Vampires in general tend to be curious beings. Like humans we each have our skills and abilities. Magic is my thing. Vampires have a number of different abilities. Telepathy, the power to enchant, teleportation, and for us we walk in the sun. I like to add to myself with magic. My brothers Ivan and Virgil have their own things too. Ivan is the brains and the organizer, Virgil the negotiator. Me, I’m muscle in every sense.” 

“That sounds like you.”

“It is.”

“What else is there?” I loved her curiosity. The light in her beautiful eyes reminded me of a child who was eager to learn everything. 

“I have a soul, I’m not dead, as you can see I don’t sleep in a coffin and I have a reflection.” I was trying to cover all the myths. 

“Is that vampires in general?”

“No, baby, you see the other kind and you will know straight away. I pray you never happen upon any of them. If you do, call me straight away.” 

“What if I’m not with you?” I loved the little smile that pulled on her pretty lips.

“Find a way. Magically or somehow.”

She laughed. “Okay. What were you doing in the dream plane? How did we meet that way? Why?” She looked back to me. 

“I was testing a spell.”

“So there I was exploring the dream plane when I saw something I’d never seen before. A bar decked out like the humans call the Wild West. I went in and I saw you. You projected the dream here.” 

“What?” her brows shot up. 

“Yeah, the whole setting was you. Every time you fell asleep the dream would come to Saphiro.” 

“Saphiro.” The name rolled off her tongue in a way I liked. 

“That is where you are Princess. This is the land of The Order.” 

“Is it a realm?” she looked intrigued. 

I nodded. “Indeed.” 

“How would I get here outside of a dream?” 

I sighed. “If I don’t bring you here there is no other way. Most beings travel through the veil via the Eden stones or teleportation stones. Saphiro is different. Only someone with our blood running through their veins can get here on their own.” 

“How so? How does it work?” 

“A little like using the Eden Stone. We think of home and we appear there.” 

“Oh.” 

“So, tell me, how did you get to the dream plane? Can you remember how it happened the first time?” 

She shrugged. “I fell asleep watching a western. I was thinking how cool it would be to go to a bar and get whisked away by a handsome stranger. Then it sort of happened.” 

There was something I was noticing since talking with her. Since the other day when I first kissed her in real life. She had a powerful mind. It piqued my interest. A lot. 

“Tristan...” She gave me a thoughtful look. “What do you think about the etherstone? I mean what do you think should happen to it?” 

I sighed and stared deeply into her gorgeous eyes. “I’m not sure. I know it’s dangerous but I don’t know what we should do with it. There’s a reason our ancestors worked hard to get rid of them.” 

“Are they that bad?” 

I nodded. “They absolutely are baby.” 

“So maybe the stone should be destroyed?” 

I shrugged. “Maybe, but the thing I learned from people of the past is this... they fear things they don’t understand. They think if something is different or they don’t understand it, it should be destroyed. We’ve learned from all that so maybe we could use it for good. I don’t know. It may still be a threat.” 

“To who? A threat to who? Caleb was the only threat I know. I hear people talking about dark magic and dark forces but what does it mean? At home in LA I was scared of thieves, burglars, and I guess just really bad guys who could kill you. I don’t know what I have to fear here.” 

I frowned at that. It was crazy. The coven had had her in that castle all week and hadn’t at least told her what to fear. 

“The main threats are anyone who attempts to break the laws of the realms. But... the darker threat is those who follow the old ways. Those who want them back. Those who fought against our forefathers who banished the demons and hell gods back to hell and the underworld. It was a massive war centuries ago. It took the legions of heaven, and all creatures and beings that ever existed to banish them. Their leader was a hell God called Razul. His followers are forever trying to free him. The stone could be used for that. The fact that it’s new suggests to me that the stone is bigger than Caleb’s plan to rule over Pandir.” I gazed at her, knowing that was a lot to take in. Yet she looked like she understood.

“You’re looking at me weird.” She tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. 

“Sorry. Gabrielle, what made you come here? What really made you come to this world. I say this world because while we all live in separate realms we know who we are and to the humans we either don’t exist or we fascinate them. What made you do it? You don’t seem very happy.”

She seemed like a fish out of water. Looking at her at that council meeting, she looked like she’d been pulled from her world against her will, yet I knew she’d come willingly. 

“I’m adopted. I have a great family. My adopted parents love me like nothing else. They made sure I knew they wanted me in their lives. Every day was a testament of that. They couldn’t have kids of their own so they spoiled me rotten. I was eight when they got me, and I never really questioned who my biological parents were. It didn’t matter because I didn’t have it rough like some people I know, and I didn’t need to. Then this happened and it was the first time that my biological parents really and truly crossed my mind.” 

I was listening. I was damn well listening. Listening to her, hearing her heart, feeling the desire in her soul. 

“No one ever talked about who they may be?” 

She shook her head. “Nobody. It was all anonymous. I really wanted to ask my mom— my adopted mom – more questions before I left to go to the Woodland Realm, but talking to her was difficult. I didn’t tell her where I was going, just that I was moving and she could sense there was something up with me but I couldn’t tell her. Usually I tell her everything. I figured the coven would have some answers. So far I haven’t had any and it’s just been so daunting being there. And look at me, in bed with you. My best friend would think I’d lost my mind.” She shook her head. 

I chuckled and pulled her onto my lap allowing the sheet to fall from her completely. I wanted her, naked pressed up against me. 

I slipped my arms around her waist and she slid hers around my neck. 

“Do not be coy about us. And don’t pull that stunt you did the night before.” 

“What stunt?” She feigned innocence. 

“Stay awake all night and try to avoid me. It won’t work, and I won’t leave you alone.” I gave her a sinful smile.

“Not even if I tell you to?” 

“Especially if you tell me to. Forbidden flesh is the sweetest of all. You’re mine.” 

Her eyes widened. “Yours?”

“You’re mine, but I’ll allow this...” I could keep her here but she’d end up hating me for it. That wasn’t the way I wanted us to be. That aside I knew this was fast both for her and me. I was serious though. She was mine. “I’ll take you back to the coven if you come back to me every night. I’ll come and get you. You are to contact me in the dream plane and you are to be careful.” 

“Be careful?” Now she looked worried. “I’m not part of the coven yet, I don’t care about their rules about vampires and witches.” 

“My lady, being a part of the coven is a blood rite for witches. It’s in your blood. You were born into it. The life you live however is another story.”

“That sounds like the same thing and like they could just come and punish me for doing what I want to do. And what would they do, take my powers away? Or curse me?”

“The punishment is death.” 

Her lips parted and her face went completely pale. “What are you saying to me? 

“The punishment is death for both of us.” 

“Pru didn’t tell me that.” 

I would have joked about her asking Pru about vampires being with witches but now wasn’t the time to joke. 

“Prudence might not have told you that key factor because her dear father was the one who added on that rule to the law. It wasn’t always so strict. Then one day he called council and lay down the new laws.” 

She narrowed her eyes at me. “Why would he do that?” 

I shook my head. “Preservation of pure magic was his argument. The only beings it really affected were vampires and werewolves because we are the closest to humankind and witches.” 

“You knew this and you brought me here?” She looked worried but not for herself. It was for me. 

I didn’t read her mind but I sensed it. 

“I live by my own rules. Whatever suits me, and I sure as fuck won’t have some person, whoever he is, tell me I can’t have the woman I want. So, Gabrielle be careful until I know what you are.” 

My emphasis on the word what made her look more curiously at me. 

“What? Did you just say what I am?” 

I nodded slowly. 

“I’m a witch, right?” she asked. 

“Yes, definitely. But there’s more to you than what meets the eye.”

“More?”

“No witch can walk the dream planes. It’s impossible. But you can and if you weren’t a witch you wouldn’t have guardians. And. If you weren’t something worth protecting you wouldn’t have two.” 

She pressed her hand to my chest. “What should I do?” 

“Trust me. Can you do that?”

I smiled when she nodded. 

*** 
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I had her one last time before I took her back.

It was early enough for her to get back and no one notice that she’d been gone all night. 

I left her appearing to her like I was leaving but I cloaked myself and thought I’d do a little more investigation of my own. 

My research in the books didn’t really give me any pointers, but for damn certain gave me more questions. Raising my suspicions. 

What was she? 

What was my girl indeed? 

With my cloaking I could go anywhere I wanted to in the castle without being seen. I would literally walk up to old Abe himself and not be seen. This was old magic my father taught me. Old in the sense that it relied on wit and a little thing called being clever. I wasn’t actually invisible. 

I’d toned down my essence so no one could sense me and then I bended the light around me to create an illusion. That way no one could sense the powerful magic it would take to actually become invisible. 

I headed to the second floor where they kept the artifacts. The etherstone would definitely be there. 

I’d only been in this room once before. One time only and that was when my father demanded to see one of the ancient relics he’d found. He found it in his travels to one of the dragon realms and Abram insisted on taking it and keeping it here. 

The Coven of Shadows in my opinion had been given too much power. Too much power over their own kind, and far too much over the shadow world. Anything like that was never good. 

How could it be? It was leaving your fate in the power of one man who never really gave you the confidence to trust him. 

I moved into the hall where the artifacts were kept and saw the etherstone. I recognized it from the drawings I’d seen in books. 

Abram had placed it in a glass case and there were some magical wards around it protecting it. 

It was such a small thing. It looked more like a pebble and was that misty gray of the ether just as you stepped beyond the veils separating realms and realities. 

This was my first time seeing one. All the talk over the centuries of how powerful these stones were had always intrigued me. I’d always wondered about the process in making one. Not that I’d ever tried myself, or wanted to. 

It just begged the question of what would you really use it for. 

The purpose. Why would you need to control the forces of darkness? 

Why would you need to control dark magic? 

In my head it definitely screamed Razul’s followers because if I were going to hell something like an etherstone would definitely be helpful in getting past the hell fiends and whatever nightmare creatures lived there. 

This was a tool and if it was a tool placing it in the Shadowlands wasn’t going to help anyone. Placing it in the Cave of Endless night was just that. All anyone had to do if they wanted it was go in there and take it. Granted you’d have to know where to look first but that wasn’t that much of an issue. 

I knew more than most that there were ways around certain things. Like me now, invisible but not really. 

Voices sounded in the corridor and I turned to see Pru and Claire coming into the hall. They were dressed in more casual wear now and like this Claire looked practically the same age as her daughter. 

I watched them come in and go to the section with book shelves. They stopped at the foot of the stairs. 

“Mother I feel bad for her. Imagine how she must feel. She’s like a sitting duck. Not a child and we shouldn’t treat her like one.” Pru said to Claire who gave her a flustered sigh. “Gabrielle deserves every chance she can get to learn where she came from, and our way.” 

“I get it Pru, but she hasn’t been here long. We can’t bombard her with too much.” 

“We haven’t done anything. That’s the worry. Think back to how eager she was when she first got here. It was like she wanted to know everything, not this drip feed crap we’re giving her while she sleeps for most of the day.”

“It’s important that she takes the time she needs to adjust. Too much on the mind and it literally will be like too much. Like the council meeting. I didn’t want Gabrielle to be there. That was too much and too intense.”

Pru shook her head and her blonde ponytail bobbled. “I don’t get it. We always, always encourage if not push our witches to the limit to seek out their powers. That’s what we do. But here we are babying her. Why? Why wouldn’t we want to harness that eagerness she has to explore the mystery of her? Mother she has two dragons.” 

“Prudence drop this. Your father and I have given specific instructions in how we are supposed to deal with Gabrielle and I will not have you force anything on her. Is that clear?” Claire placed her hands on her hips and Pru eased off. 

“It’s clear. Sure. I get it. You put me in charge of the school and training new witches. The perfect opportunity comes along for me to help a new witch who clearly needs us and I’m supposed to sit down and look. Watching and waiting. Cool.” 

Pru turned on her heals and left. 

Claire shook her head in dismay and continued up the stairs. I didn’t follow. 

Instead I stayed where I was, contemplating.

Claire didn’t want Gabrielle to use her powers and she didn’t want her learning anything new. 

Why? What the hell was the point of that? 

It was what she came here for. 

Why indeed would they do the opposite?
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Gabrielle 
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“How are you doing Gabrielle,” Abram asked.

He’d asked for me to come to his office after lunch so here I was. 

“Good, I’m okay. Today was really good.” I nodded with enthusiasm. 

Maybe a little too much enthusiasm. Much more than I felt given that another two weeks had passed and not much happened. 

Claire had given Pru the task of teaching me the basic elements of magic but it still wasn’t what I wanted, or hoped for. It was just a little better than going on a school trip to the Smithsonian and being told what happened to people and all the artifacts that were held there. But, nothing more. I wasn’t even shown how to do a simple spell because Pru said I had to give my mind time to adjust to the concept of spells. 

“I like being here,” I added with a brighter smile.

“That’s really good, and I’m pleased to hear that. I’m mindful too that you must be eager for more. Pru tells me you’ve been researching a lot which is very good.” 

“I’ve been reading a lot. It helps with the lessons she’s teaching me. I can’t wait to get to the meaty stuff.” 

He nodded his approval. “What have you read so far?” 

“Mainly the History of Witchcraft, and spells and potions.” 

“Fantastic. That sounds like you’ll be equipped.” His blue eyes looked me over with keen interest. “I’d like to still take my time with you while we investigate. The mind is a fragile thing. Give it too much and it will resist. I felt the council meeting would give you the opportunity to see different types of beings and magical creatures.” 

It was funny, he sounded like he meant well. That was the impression I got. He sounded like he knew what he was doing, and like a leader you could trust. There was something though ... something that tugged on my senses that made me cautious around him.

“I appreciated it. I am eager though as you say to get going. I want to learn and see what powers I have.” Other than the ones I was using to my advantage with Tristan. For the last two weeks I’d done as he’d said. At lunch time I’d go to sleep and be with him in the dream world and at night I’d be with him for real in his bed. It really was crazy, but we indulged on our dirty secret like we needed it to live.  I got to really be me when I was with him, but I wanted to know more. “Everyone around me has so much power. I just want to fit in I guess.”

“Of course, and you’re quite right to be eager. I would be too if I were you. However, I must insist that you wait and hold off doing too much. Just until we know more ourselves.” 

I bit the inside of my lip. I’d been here for three weeks and he was still telling me to wait. It was getting frustrating. 

“More about what?” I had to ask. 

“Where you come from in particular. Knowing where you come from is key given the circumstances of you in general.”

“So I should sit tight until something comes up. What if it never does? Then what? With all due respect, wouldn’t that mean I wasted time I could have spent learning. Also,” I thought I’d point out something I read. This part was for me, in line with what I explained to Tristan a few weeks ago about finding out who my birth parents were. “I read that we inherit powers from our parents. Wouldn’t it be a good thing to explore my powers and see then what I might have inherited from –”

He cut me off before I could finish. 

“That is a very obscure belief. We don’t always inherit powers from parents.”

“Oh, okay.” 

“Anyway, as you know I’ve been doing what I can to investigate and I took the liberty of checking out your personal records.” 

I straightened up instantly and narrowed my gaze at him. “My personal records, in what sense?” 

“Files and memories.” 

I stared at him with my jaw set. “Memories?” 

“I do believe the key here is to find your birth parents because that could help us dramatically. I’m interested in the circumstances of why you have two dragons. I want to make sure you weren’t in any kind of danger... or...” 

“A threat?” I filled in. “I’m not a threat.” 

“No, I was going to say that if the danger still followed you. We searched through your things to see what we could come up with but we were unsuccessful.” 

I hated when anyone went through my things. “Maybe if I knew you were going to look through my stuff I could have guided you on what was important and what wasn’t.” I couldn’t keep the edge out of my voice. It wasn’t okay that he did that. 

“I apologize, I am simply trying to explore all avenues to get to the bottom of this. Gabrielle, this is something I had to check out. It was a given.” 

“So, what now?” I asked deciding to cool off. There was no point getting upset with him.

“I have a few questions for you. I wanted to find out if you remember anything prior to the time you were adopted.” 

I shook my head. “Nothing that would give me a clue as to who my birth parents were. If I did I would have found them already. Or used the information in some way.”  

“Nothing maybe your adopted parents told you. They would have been given certain information that could help.”  

“No.” 

“Have you had anything else happen to you since you’ve been here, any special powers?” 

Remembering Tristan’s warning I shook my head. “That’s the part I’m leaving to you. Pru says it can be dangerous to explore powers on your own.”

“Again, Pru is right. I just meant if anything strange happened that is worth mentioning. The witches who normally have two dragon shifter protectors have very strong powers that reveal themselves without any kind of prompting.” 

“Nothing has happened like that.” 

“How about the dragon shifter guardians, have you tried to call on them?” 

“Not really, they only seemed to show themselves when I’m in danger. Serious danger.” 

“Are they still bonded with you?” 

He looked flustered. He looked like I felt and it was odd since I was the one being grilled not him. 

“Yes. They still hide under my skin on my forearms.” I’d shown him before, all of them and it fascinated them. When I called them out they looked like tattoos on my arms. Then they faded. It was like they wanted me to know they were there, but wouldn’t come out unless I needed them. 

Weeks ago, when the dragons first appeared they’d flown out from a portal that led to Pandir. It was then they molded to the skin on my arm. There were two Amazon looking women in human form. In dragon form they were gold dragons. 

“Put out your arms.” He instructed. 

I held out my hands and he got up to look at me. 

“Show them to me.” 

“Reveal,” I said, speaking the words Eric told me. In an instant the gold outline of the two dragons appeared on my forearms. 

Abram looked down at them, and took hold of my left arm inspecting it. 

“Lash, pra dash ma,” he said and stared long and hard at my arm. Nothing however happened. “Interesting.”

“What did you say?” 

“I spoke in an ancient dragon tongue. The language of the guardians.” He gave me a tight lipped smile. There was something off about his expression. He almost looked ... angry. “You know it’s strange. All my years... all my very long years and I’ve never seen that until you came here. It’s extraordinary. What kind of creature needs such protection? The protection of gold dragon shifter guardians.”

I continued to stare at him. His words burning in my mind. 

What kind of creature ...

That was what he said. 

“It’s a mystery to me.” I shrugged. “Like I said advertising is me. I’m not much good with anything else.” 

He didn’t answer. He didn’t answer but his silence was enough. 

I understood the distrust now, and something else. Up until now he gave the appearance of wanting to help me. Like he had my welfare at the forefront of his mind. Just now I saw something else. 

Fear. 

Fear and apprehension.

Fear, and that comment. He didn’t know what I was. Tristan said something similar. He knew there was something more to me than what I showed on the surface and now I got the feeling that Abram felt that too. 

But, it looked like he was scared of what he’d find. 

“Can I go now?” I asked standing. A plan was brewing in my mind. 

“Sure,” he nodded.

I got up and left. 

Answers were what I came here for, and I hadn’t been myself since coming here. Here to the Woodland Realm.

The strong confident, woman I was normally had calmed down to keep myself open to what I was going to see and experience. 

It was time to get her back and do things a little differently. 

To do that I needed the one person who’d had answers for me so far. 

I went to my room and lay in my bed. 

The minute I closed my eyes I was there, sucked into the dream and there he was waiting for me by the bar. 

Tristan. 

He smiled when he saw me. 

“Thought I’d hang around just in case. You want me to come pick you up baby?” 

“Yes, please.” 
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“Told you, you shouldn’t have left,” Tristan smirked.

He’d told me the same thing every day.

He set me down on his bed and stood, allowing the dark mass to fade from around him. 

I stared at him for a few seconds, just staring at him. 

“What is it? What happened?” he asked. 

“What do you think I am?”

“A hot brunette I want to strip naked and devour.” He gave me a lopsided grin and walked around to a little table that had a pitcher of clear juice. “Your breasts look amazing in that top.”

“I’m serious.” I shook my head at him, slid off the bed and joined him.

“So am I. I want to devour you. Every piece of you.” He reached out and ran his fingers along the side of my jaw. 

“Tristan, please, tell me. What kind of creature could I be to warrant the protection of two golden dragon shifter guardians?” 

He looked at me and it was like he knew something was wrong.

“What happened?”
“Maybe it’s not fair to run to you with my problems we barely know each other.” 
That sexy smile slid up the corners of his mouth and he lowered to me, stopping inches away from my lips. 

“I told you weeks ago Gabrielle Donovan, you’re mine. Now tell me what happened?” 

“Abram called me a creature, and you think I’m a what too. The other day you said you would try to find out what I was. We haven’t found anything.” 

“It’s my fault. We spend too much time in bed.”

“You really think so?”

“No.” He chuckled and poured a drink. “On a serious note, I have been researching but coming up with not a lot. I don’t think books is where we’ll get answers.”

“I get the impression that no one really knows. They don’t do they? The coven. They don’t know and it’s like they don’t want to find out.” 

“Maybe it’s fear. Fear of what you might be.”

“What makes you say that? It sounds like you have some kind of clue. If you can say that you must have an idea. Why won’t you tell me?” 

“Because I actually don’t know. There’s no point in worrying you if I don’t know myself. I just know how people behave in different situations. Maybe we can’t find out what you are because there hasn’t been a being like you. Maybe Abram knows that.” He stared off to the counter and bit the inside of his lip. 

“You don’t trust Abram, do you?” 

He shook his head. “I do not.” 

“So why should I trust him?” 

“What actually happened Gabrielle?”

I pulled in a deep breath and told him, filling him in on my conversation with Abram. 

“Well, he’s not wrong to want to know your birth parents. But what’s shady as shit is him not wanting to explore your powers.” 

“I want to. I want to explore them. I came here for answers and to know who and what I am. I deserve something if the other part of the equation isn’t working out.” 

He nodded. “Should I even bother to ask how I can help you?” 

“You aren’t reading my mind?” 

“Nope, I just reserved that for the very intimate times spent with you when I want to be sure just how to pleasure you.”

I smiled. “Will you help me? Do you think you can?”

His smile widened. “I can and I will. There’s a place I know. You won’t like it though. I was kind of leaving it as a last minute thing. Only to be used if we truly had to.”

Sounded like I wouldn’t like it in truth but I’d take the chance. I bit the inside of my lip as he took my hand. 

With his other hand he snapped his fingers and a large hole appeared before us. A portal. 

A portal that looked like water running through it. It was beautiful and reminded me of a waterfall, except the water was running in a loop as opposed to down.

“Ready for some real magic Princess?” 

“I think I am.” 

He squeezed my hand and led me through the portal. 
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Gabrielle

***
[image: image]


The air around had the stale scent of rotten fish. 

Rotten fish and something else. 

Tristan held my hand and kept me close as we walked across the boardwalk that led down to a lonely hut made of zinc sheets, thatch and sticks. Looked like a bigger version of a beaver dam with an added touch of protection provided by the zinc sheets. 

The place itself looked like an old fishing port with areas you could fish and rickety boats drifting in the water. There were no people around. Then again I didn’t know if people lived here. It could have been other types of beings. 

Wherever we were, I didn’t like it. It had an eerie vibe that didn’t sit well with me. 

I was surprised that such a beautiful portal led us to somewhere like this. But then I remembered Tristan saying I wouldn’t like it. 

He stopped mid stride and slipped his arm around me.

“Stay close to me baby.” He leaned down and whispered in my ear.

I held on to him. “I’m with you.” 

He looked around us and frowned. “Not looking for a fight. My girl and I are just here for some answers,” he shouted. 

I couldn’t see who he was talking to. I would have been more taken with the fact that he just called me his girl but suddenly I could feel the heavy presence of something dark. 

No, not just one. A few somethings. 

Within a blink they appeared in the sky. Ugly, very ugly women with long white hair and wings with spikes on them. Their faces were a cross between a lizard and a pig. Green and black scales covered their bodies that had a human appearance.

“Fucking hell,” Tristan sneered. 

“You must have come for a fight day walker if you stepped on our land,” The biggest and ugliest one said. 

The sight of them threw me and I didn’t know what to do. It felt like weeks ago when I was huddled in a corner watching everyone fight around me. I couldn’t do anything. 

“What are they?” I whispered. 

“Banshees,” Tristan answered. 

“Tristan let’s just go.” I tugged on his shirt but he didn’t budge. 

“No, there’s someone here who can help us.” He looked back to them and shouted. “Leave us passage to the seer, I don’t want to hurt anybody today.”

“Sounds like a threat to me.” The main banshee said and released a sound unlike anything I’d ever heard. 

It was a shrill, high pitched squeal that reverberated through my body. My nerves tingled from the sharp sensation and my ears hurt. 

Tristan growled and clapped his hands loud creating a bang that shot two of the banshees out to the air. He waved his right hand and another banshee got sucked through a portal then the other turned to dust. 

But hell, as soon as those were taken down ten more appeared. And another batch of ten. We were vastly outnumbered. 

“Leave this place.” They all cried as one. 

“No!” Tristan bellowed. 

I glanced at him and beheld his fearsome composure. Fearsome and  formidable he stood his ground. He was staying and fighting for me. 

His answer though just made them more angry. Together they flew toward us, coming at us as a swarm. I had to do something. I put up my hands and screamed, “help us!” 

The second I said that my guardians flew out of my arms. The two gold dragons soared through the sky and released a blast of gold fire that took out all of the banshees. That was all it took. 

We watched them circle around and land in their human form. The two women looked from me to Tristan then back to me and bowed. 

In the same instant they transformed again and flew back into my arms. 

“Fuck,” Tristan smirked. 

I looked at him and smiled. “My God, they really came when I needed them.” 

“They did and they were amazing. Come on let’s get what we came here for and get the hell out of here.”

“What is this place Tristan?” 

“It’s the netherworld. Neither here nor there. Good place to hide. It moves every hour but I can track it through the water. Not a lot of people know that.” He looked proud of himself. 

I was impressed. “That is way cool.” 

He tugged on my hand and led me to the hut. Once there we went inside and saw an old bald man sitting on a mat with his legs crossed. He had his eyes closed. 

“Thanks for getting rid of the pests.” The man smiled. 

Tristan tightened his grip on my hand. “Thought you could have gotten rid of them yourself. Why didn’t you?” Tristan asked him. 

“Saw this day coming.” He opened his eyes and I jumped, huddling closer to Tristan. 

The man’s eyes were a dark red like blood but had two pupils inside. The pupils were black. He smiled and his forked tongue whipped out like a lizard.

“Don’t be scared baby,” Tristan said to my mind. 

“What is he?” I asked him returning the thoughts.

“I can hear you, both of you. Tristan, son of Victor of the Order of Raphael I thought you’d have better sense than that. I’m a seer. I see all and hear all. Come sit, bring this extraordinary woman to me.” 

Tristan looked hesitant and that worried me. Giving my hand a gentle squeeze he ushered me to the seer and we sat in front of him. 

The seer looked at both of us, his horrible eyes making my skin crawl. 

“This is interesting. A vampire and a witch. Don’t get too much of those. And especially not someone like you my dear.” He focused on me. 

“We came here for some answers,” Tristan began. “I know you are wise. My father told me so.” 

“Your father was a foolish man. I told him he’d lose the love of his life no matter what he did and he never listened. Instead of loving your mother every day for whatever time he had left with her like I advised, he wasted the time by going to the ends of the earth to find ways to protect her.”

I looked at Tristan and saw the strain in his expression. 

“I didn’t know... that.” 

“It wasn’t for you to know. Until just now, because I’m going to give you similar advice.” 

“How similar?” Tristan straightened up and looked worried. 

“I’m going to tell you the path before the two of you is very uncertain. You can’t know where you’re going if you don’t know where you came from.” He focused on me and leaned closer. It freaked me out even more when another two pupils appeared at the top of his eyes.  “This one, this woman’s past has been erased. I don’t know where she came from. The only person who knows such a thing is the person who did the erasing. Such lengths. What are you girl? Not just a witch, but very powerful. More than me.”

I looked at Tristan who was already looking at me. 

This was all too much. 

All of it. 

I couldn’t bare it. Everyday seemed to get worse. So much worse than the day before. 

I returned my focus to the seer. “How do you know I’m more powerful than you?” 

“I just do, I can accept defeat when faced with a stronger opponent. I can tell you too that there’s only one way to make something, or someone more than what they are. It’s not what old Abram says. Not purity. Not keeping magic pure. It’s by combining powers. One being with another. It worries him, but not for the reason you think.” 

Oh my gosh...

Holy shit. Oh my God. 

I got it. In that instant I got it.

I just understood it all. Sure I wasn’t just a witch. I was part witch and something else. Not just some powerful being that just came about.

“What is the reason?” Tristan asked. 

The seer shook his head. “Not telling. I’m told I can’t tell you that part. That part’s for you to work out. There’s so much more to this story, for you Tristan, son of Victor, former head of the order I tell you this... do not be afraid to love her. You call her yours, make sure she knows it’s true.” The caution looked like it struck something in Tristan. “You can leave now. I’ll take the riddance of the banshees as payment. They were horrible things.”

Tristan helped me get up and didn’t let go of my hand once. Not even to open the portal. 

It was night when we stepped back to his room in Saphiro. 

He didn’t say anything to me for a good ten minutes. 

“It’s true.” He finally spoke. 

I searched his eyes not quite knowing what he meant. 

“What’s true?”

“When I tell you your mine. I mean it.” 

“That means a lot to me, It does. You are mine too.” I straightened up. “Why would he say what he said to you?”

“The seer tells you what you need to hear most. The most important thing to you personally. He told me that because I never believed in love, until I met you. And, before that I was a womanizing asshole. I take after my father in a lot of ways, but not the good parts. When my mother was alive he loved her fiercely, when she died he just went through women like he breathed air. I never thought that maybe he was hurting because of the loss of my mother, I just thought that’s the way you should be.” 

“What happened to her?”

“Demon. It killed her. We’re pretty much immortal but not impervious to everything.  I never saw the good things he did as anything worth following, just the bad stuff. I’ve never met anyone who’s ever made me want to try to be good.” He released my hand and I just watched him. “Not till you.”

I remembered when Ariyah got with Eric. She didn’t know him long at all. I worried it was too fast, but I told her to keep an open mind. 

Now I understood how she felt. I understood but I wasn’t allowed to feel happy because of all the other shit I had to deal with. 

“Tristan, I think I could be dangerous for you.” 

“I don’t care. That’s the part he wanted you to know. The seer works in riddles. My feelings weren’t important in that conversation. It was supposed to be about you. Giving me that little piece of advice made me say what I’m saying to you now. You have me Gabrielle. Whatever you are, you have me.”

A tear ran down my cheek and he caught it. I was completely comforted by his words, just like all the other times. 

“I wouldn’t have gotten this far without you, and I want to be yours in whatever way that means because I can’t get you out of my head.” I smiled. 

He cupped my face. “Stay with me, don’t go back to the castle. I should keep you here. There’s something going on and I don’t know what it is.” 

“Won’t it make it worse if I stay?”

“He knows, Gabrielle.” He gazed at me long and hard. “Abram knows you’re only half witch. He knows.” 

A chill ran down my spine. “You think so?” 

“Oh yes. He knows. He knows too that the etherstone wasn’t just some random thing thought up by this Caleb. You aren’t linked to it, but you’re a threat. At the meeting he said your guardians were able to open a portal to Pandir. That would tend to suggest they were able to resist the power of the etherstone. But I don’t think it was them.” 

“What do you mean?” My nerves spiked as I listened and took in his words. 

“I think that was you. I think that was you Gabrielle. I think your power allowed them to open the portal and it was you who was able to resist the etherstone’s power. Guardians can’t do that. The seer said you were more powerful than him. few beings are. While you don’t know your true powers, you’re in the dark My Lady.”

My mouth hung open and my lips trembled. “I feel like you’re right.” 

“I think I am. So, here’s my theory on your ability to walk the dream plane. I think you surpass abilities and you unlock the way. Like a key. You break down the walls of magic and basically do what you want. It’s like a combo of everything.” 

“Me Tristan? I don’t know. That sounds like too much. I just...” 

“Baby, if you tell me that shit about advertising again I’ll... I don’t know what I’ll do. Just forget about that. This isn’t Kansas anymore.” He chuckled. “It’s like you said about how you got to the dream plane. You were watching a western and suddenly you were there. I don’t know how it all works but that’s my theory and as no one else knows how your powers work you get the bonus of feeling your way through this, just with me.” 

I smiled up at him, that was the most answers I’d had. It was definitely something to work with, although there was so much more to think about. 

“I have to go back Tristan. I have to. They’ll look for me and it will be worse. I can feel it. I need to find out why my past was erased. Someone in that castle must know right?” 

He dipped his head and brought his hand up to his temple. “Yeah. Someone in the castle will know.” 

“That sounds like a witches spell.”

“A very powerful witch.”

“Or a Mage?” Claire, she would know. Maybe she knew more than she was saying.

“Fucking hell Princess, you’re treading on eggshells here. Claire is... I don’t know. She just does whatever Abram tells her to. There was a time when she wasn’t like that, but she is. When I took you back to the castle the other week I heard her talking to Pru. I got the impression that she doesn’t want you to use your powers either.” 

“Really?”

“Yes.” 

“Tristan, she’s the best person to speak to. Someone with her capabilities would know about erasing someone’s past.”

“Okay, talk to her but I need you to still be careful.” 

“I will.” 

He tightened his grip on me. “Stay with me tonight.”

I nodded. I’d already been with him for most of the day, I might as well stay. 

It would be good for me to be with him tonight. 
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Tristan
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I left her asleep in my bed before the sun rose. 

I didn’t want to leave her but I had many things on my mind that needed to be sorted out, preferably before I took her back to the coven. 

That damn coven, I didn’t want her to go back. 

She was right though. Keeping her with me for longer than I had would be bad. It would raise suspicion and then they would look for her. They wouldn’t be able to get into Saphiro, but that didn’t mean they wouldn’t be able to get to her. 

There was Ivan and Virgil to consider and so far they didn’t have one iota about her. Not a damn clue that I’d had a witch in our lair all these weeks. Our mansion was more like a fortress, so big that I could get away with it but they should have been able to sense her presence. 

I knew they couldn’t. I guess they had their own stuff going on. Ivan always had something going on but was secretive. Virgil was similar but knew how to loosen up. At least the two of them were out of my way. 

Where I was now was a place I never planned to return to.

The woods of Mortimer. Lycan territory. 

Lucian’s pack of wolves roamed here. I was certain he already knew I was here. He’d pick up my scent. 

The enemy, of my enemy is my friend. Father taught me that too. Him and my uncle, Neo. Neo was the one who showed me passage to these lands. 

Lycan and vampires had a lifelong feud from the old days. Centuries ago. No truce on earth would ever fix that. However, some ideas in common just might be able to force some sort of agreement to work together. 

Before I could even get to the cave where Lucian lived three wolves appeared. Females. I heard they were more deadlier than the males. 

Never tested that though. 

They watched me as I walked past and didn’t stop me. Meant I was being allowed to enter. 

Lucian sat on a large stone throne sharpening his knives. He lifted his blonde head and looked at me with silver eyes. 

Silver eyes that turned brown when he smiled. Not a smile of welcome. This was one that humored me. 

“What are you doing here vampire?” he asked. 

“Thought I’d stop for tea. Such a lovely night to waste. Don’t you think?” 

He laughed. “Right, tea? You have some death wish coming here.” 

“You can’t kill me.” 

“Should we test that?” 

“Would love to but time is of the essence.” I smiled moving closer to him. 

He sneered. “Eager to get back to the witch in your bed.” 

I laughed again. I couldn’t hear werewolves thoughts but I didn’t need to. This guy especially was like an open book. He thought I was sleeping with Pru. 

He believed that little disagreement we had back at the meeting was evidence of that. He didn’t realize it was simply because I got on Pru’s nerves, and she really couldn’t stand me.

“Yes, actually I am very eager. Although I have to inform you that the witch in my bed isn’t the witch you expect. Not your witch.” 

He growled at me and his eyes flashed silver again. “I don’t know what you mean.” 

“Of course, let’s play stupid. Or, you can play. I don’t have time for that shit. You’re dumber than you look if you can’t see the way she looks at you, but don’t worry I think it’s just me who sees it because those meetings are so boring that I’m busy seeing stuff others can’t see. Like the amount of fucking bull shit that comes out of Abram’s mouth.” 

Got his attention with that. 

“I’m listening. What do you want? Why are you here? We do not like each other.” 

“We?” I motioned from him to me. “I’ve never done anything to you and you’ve never done anything to me. Nothing I know of any way.” 

“Lycans and vampires, Tristan. We do not get along.” 

“You’re the only other person I know who doesn’t trust Abram.” 

“I don’t trust him. That is correct and in light of recent actions he’s taken upon himself we will be leaving the council.” 

“Wow.” A truce for well over two thousand years and he was leaving just like that. 

“Yes, wow. I have to do what’s best for my people. I sense there’s a war coming and I will not be some kind of fool and watch it come and not do something to stop it.” 

“Nor will I. That’s why I’m here. The etherstone should not go to the shadowlands. You and I both know this. I’ll bet you also thought about the whole thing a lot over the last few days and came to the same conclusion I did.” 

He narrowed his eyes at me. “Razul followers?” 

“Bingo, see we can work together. None of this difference shit.” I nodded. 

“Tristan, look, what do you want me to do?” 

“There’s something weird going on. I may need back up. More back up than my brothers.” 

“Weird at the castle?”

“Weird at the castle.” 

“Is Prudence in danger?” 

I smiled at him and he lowered his brows. “No, not that I know of. Not yet anyway.” 

“Is it the new witch?” 

“Yes, it’s to do with her.” The smile fell from my face.

Now he smiled at me, giving me a weird assessing look.  “If she’s in your bed, how can she be in trouble?” 

“Well done.” 

“You’re not the only one who can read others. What’s happening? What is she? She is no mere witch.” 

“Part witch, part something else.”

His eyes widened. “She’s the very thing Abram fears. It’s the reason for the strict laws.” 

“Of course.” I didn’t tell Gabrielle this. It was a little too deep for her, and I didn’t know if my theories were right. “She’s an example of the thing he fears, a being so strong he won’t know how to control it.” 

The seer said Abram didn’t want mixture of the magical and shadow world races for other reasons. So that all made sense. If he couldn’t control something, that was a threat to him. A very big threat since there was no real way of knowing what her powers could be. They could be a mixture of what she inherited from her parents, or, something more. Something we’d never seen before. She could have powers more powerful than anyone could possibly conceive.

Lucian stood and walked up to the wall to rest his hand on the rigid formation. 

“Do you have any idea what else she’s mixed with?” 

I shook my head. “I have no idea. I believe he’s aware of the situation though.” 

“Thanks for sharing this with me.” He gave me a curt nod. 

“No worries. Can I count on you for backup if required?”

He nodded. “You can.” 

“Think carefully before you decide to leave the council. Sometimes it’s the members, not the actual thing that’s the problem.” 

“For too long my people have sat back and taken orders. I’m alpha wolf. They look to me for direction and guidance. They are my family. I have to do what’s right for them.” 

I understood that. My people did not have such strong bonds. I always thought that was because they took their immortality for granted. Lycans were indeed like a family. The pack ran together and stayed together. It was an entirely different set up. 

“I respect that. You really think a war is coming?” 

He nodded again. “If this is Razul followers it’s a war, and not the kind that you live to tell the tale.” 

That was worrying. “The etherstone is a tool Lucian.” 

“It most certainly is. The question is what are the other tools in the bag?” 

“We’ll talk more about this some other time.” 

“Yes.” 

Looked like we’d just formed some sort of alliance. 

War... it was something to consider. 

There was always something more to consider. 
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Gabrielle
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“I can’t wait to see you later,” Tristan nodded.  

I pressed my head against his chest and relished the feel of being in his arms. 

“I can’t wait either.” I guided his lips down to mine for a kiss. 

He kissed me tenderly, stroking my cheek. 

“I wish you would just stay with me, baby. Just stay with me.”

“We’ll talk about it. I promise. I just think I should be here.”

“Notify me at the first sign of trouble. You hear me,” he said pulling away. 

“I will. I’d better go Tristan. Someone is bound to come looking for me if they don’t see me at breakfast.” 

We’d gotten back a little bit later than normal. 

“Okay baby. See you later, and be careful.” He stepped back and the mass of darkness took him away from me. 

It was nice having him, a man who looked out for me and looked after me. 

A man who wanted me to be his. 

It was nice to feel like his. Like it was true. 

I got dressed and made my way down to the dining hall, but none of the family were there.

The students who lived in the castle all ate together and Abram, Claire, Pru and Juliana would sit at the large table in the corner. None of them were there now. The students were here though. Eating, talking and laughing. 

I grabbed some toast. Ate it and went to the library. 

I’d just started looking through a spell book when Pru came in. Actually she rushed inside. 

“My God there you are.”  She dashed up to me looking panicked. 

“What happened?” 

“What happened? Gabrielle, I know, I know about you and Tristan. I told you to stay away from him. Juliana saw you with him and she’s just told Mother.” 

Shit! Fucking shit.

I wanted to speak to Claire and now this.

“How did she see me?” 

“With my eyes.” Juliana answered for herself. 

We both turned to see her standing by the door. Next to her was a very angry looking Claire.

“I came to get you for breakfast and I heard a man’s voice in the room. So I cloaked myself and saw the two of you. Mother you should have seen it, they were all over each other,” Juliana sneered.

What a fucking bitch.

“Gabrielle, can I speak to you in the office. This is very serious. Very serious.” 

There wasn’t anything I could say. 

I just went with her. 
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Claire sat me down in the office and looked directly into my eyes. 

“Gabrielle, I understand you don’t know our ways but you must tell me now how serious it is between you and this vampire.” 

“No, I won’t. It’s my business. Not yours.”

“It is my business, you are my business and you know you aren’t to have any dealings like this with them. God, this is my fault. I should have personally sat you down and gone over every single rule. Pru said she covered it. Obviously she wasn’t clear enough.”

“She was very clear. Had to find out about the death punishment for myself though.” I cut in.

Her eyes widened. “And you still went to him? By the guardians, Gabrielle.” 

“How about we talk about my powers? That’s a great subject for discussion since that’s what I came here for, yet we haven’t done anything and no plan has been put in place for me to do so. I came here to learn, and you haven’t taught me shit. Instead I’ve been treated like some kind of lab rat for the most part.” 

She looked shocked at my tone. It was down to the fact that until now I’d been this meek, person sitting around and waiting for something to happen.

“Gabrielle, we’ve told you it’s best to take things one step at a time.” 

I’d had enough of that shit. “Why? What don’t you want to know about me?” Better to ask that. “I’m just supposed to sit here and look while time passes. Well I did a little research of my own.”

“And what did you find?” she challenged. 

“Someone erased my past.” 

She sucked in a breath. “That’s nonsense.” 

“It’s not nonsense. It was a seer who told me. Claire why would someone do that? If it was you I’m sure you’d want to know who you belong to. Someone erased my past and I think it had to be to protect me from something, but what. You guys don’t want to learn what I can do, but you want to dig around asking me about my birth parents. As if I know. If I knew I would have told you all already. If I knew chances are I wouldn’t even be here.” 

“Who asked you that?” Her voice shook as she spoke. 

“Abram, he asked me yesterday.” 

She stood, hands shaking now. “You are to go to your room and stay there. Don’t see the vampire.” 

“My God, I’m a grown woman, I can see him if I want to.” I couldn’t believe the absurdity.

Now she looked freaked out. “Gabrielle did you sleep with him?” 

“Yes I did.” 

“Oh God Gabrielle.” Her hands flew up to her cheeks. “Please, just go to your room. Please, go and wait for me.”

“Wait for what? My punishment? Are you going to kill me?” I hadn’t been told to go to my room since I was ten. This was all so crazy. 

“Wait for me. I have to speak to Juliana before she does more damage by telling Abram.”

“Thought she would have done so already,” I shot back. 

“He’s away on business and will be back sometime soon. Now go.” She pointed to the door.

Shaking my head I got up and made my way to my room. 

I sat on the bed and stared out the window. This was a classic example of a time I should probably contact Tristan. It absolutely was. No question about it. 

I was in trouble and the minute Abram found out I was with Tristan I didn’t know what would happen then. 

I wanted to go into my dream world. On to the dream plane and contact Tristan, but what if Claire came in here. 

She was a mage. I had full confidence that she’d know exactly what I was trying to do if she came in here and found me sleeping. Or rather if she didn’t know straightaway she’d have an idea of sorts now that she knew about him. 

I hated not knowing anything and again feeling helpless. 

What I needed to do was get the hell out of here. Even if it was just to find a way to tell Tristan. Just to give him a heads up. 

I didn’t want to get him in trouble. I really didn’t. 

So, what could I do? Couldn’t go to sleep and couldn’t portal like him to Saphiro...

Wait... 

I stood up instantly as something crossed my mind. Something he said yesterday about my powers. 

He thought I allowed my guardians to create the portal to Pandir and that I could basically do what I wanted with my thoughts. How though? 

I didn’t know if I could simply just think something and it would happen. He’d also said my powers were based on my emotions. What if I used my worry to channel powers and find him. 

Or, I could just try to think of him and maybe that would take me to him. 

Maybe...

This would be the first time that I used my powers by myself. Aside from when I first discovered my guardians. 

I closed my eyes and focused. 

Focused and concentrated. I conjured up an image of Tristan and then I tried to tap into my emotions. To control them. 

Opening my eyes again I frowned when nothing happened. Nothing was happening. I wasn’t doing it properly. 

I squeezed my eyes shut again and thought of him one more time. 

He told me I was his, that it was true. The seer told him that I needed to believe it was true. 

I did believe it, and when he told me I had him that was actually the first time that I didn’t feel alone in all this. He was the only person to guide me to the biggest part of what I could do. 

There was no question of whether I’d fallen for him. I knew I had. Time didn’t need to tell me that. My heart was full of love for him. I could feel it.

It was him. I’d never fallen so hard and fast for anyone before. 

I tried to resist him and couldn’t because my heart didn’t want to. I’d always wanted him, right from the day when I conjured up that bar in my dream. 

“It’s true for me,” I whispered. 

Warm hands slid up my cheek and cupped my face. 

My eyes snapped open and I smiled when I saw him standing before me looking completely shocked. 

My smile however fell when I noticed we weren’t alone. 

Instead of his bedroom, I was in an old looking office and his brothers stood by the window looking just as shocked as him. More, maybe it was more since Tristan was holding me and we were together. 

They hadn’t seen me since the council meeting weeks ago. 

“What the hell is going on?” The tall blonde one said. 

I knew their names were Ivan and Virgil but I didn’t know who was who. 

“What happened? How’d you get here?” Tristan asked me pulling my attention back to him. 

“Claire knows about us. Juliana saw you there this morning. Don’t come to the castle.” 

“You stay here.” 

“What the fuck’s going on.” His brother demanded. 

“Ivan please,” Tristan hissed. 

“Don’t you dare. You went ahead and saw her even when I told you not to.” Ivan glared at the two of us.

“Doesn’t he normally do things like that?” Virgil interrupted with a lopsided grin. 

Ivan cut him a sharp glance.

“There’s a lot going on that the two of you don’t know.” Tristan stated.

“Like you and this witch?” Ivan threw back.

Tristan smiled. “No, she’s not just a witch. Half witch and...” he paused and looked at me. “Half... vampire, from here. Saphiro. Mother a witch and father a vampire. It’s definitely more likely that her father was the vampire and not the other way around.” 

I narrowed my eyes at him not understanding at all what he was saying. 

“What are you saying? I found you by thinking of you. I did.” Again I had that overwhelming feeling of it all being too much. “I thought of you and came here. My heart led me to you.”

“It did, but not just your heart. Your blood too. If you were anything else you might have gotten as far as where the magics that exist to protect our realm start. No one, and nothing as long as time has existed has ever just come here unless if they came with one of us.” 

“Oh my God,” I gasped.

He looked to his brothers who’d fallen silent. Ivan stared at me, looking me over like he was assessing me. 

So that was it.  I was part witch and part vampire. 

Thinking about it now, it was kind of obvious. 

Tristan and I had the same powers. 

Abram may have shot me down the other day when I told him I’d read that children inherited certain powers from their parents, but it was looking like it was true.

Walking the dream plane, telepathy and coming here, that was from my father. 

What about my mother? 

Who is she? 

The more I thought about it the more able I now felt to differentiate between the powers I had. The powers Tristan had helped me flesh out were all vampire powers. The other stuff though, the things I didn’t understand were all witches powers.

“Who?” Ivan breathed and walked over to me. His eyes changed to black and I backed into Tristan. “What vampire would do this?” 

“We don’t know, but now we have something more to work with.” Tristan stepped in front of me. “She stays with us. She stays with me.” 

“No,” I cut in. 

He looked back to me. “Gabrielle, you’ve been saying that a lot and I let you go. I don’t know what those people will do to you but I won’t stand for it. You stay here with me.” 

“It’s best if I go. I just came to warn you. Just to warn you.” 

If I was telling him to stay away the other part of that warning could only be that I couldn’t see him either. 

“Warn me so I could do nothing? I told you to contact me if you were in danger. This is danger. The punishment is death.” 

“They can’t punish her. She’s half witch, half vampire,” Virgil pointed out. 

“Right now, to them she’s a witch.” 

“Claire will deal with me as she sees fit. Maybe she won’t tell Abram. I don’t know. I just know I can’t stay here, and you can’t come to the castle.” 

Before he could argue further I thought of the castle, of my room at the castle, and just like that I was back. 

Quicker than a blink. 

I turned around to go to the bed but jumped when I saw Abram standing by the door with another man. 

The man looked at me and smiled. His head was clean shaven and he wore a black tunic and wide legged pants. 

“Been anywhere interesting?” Abram asked. 

Oh God, what should I do?

“No, I was testing out a new power,” I lied. 

Abram’s demeanor changed and his expression grew more hard. 

“Half witch, half vampire.” Abram folded his arms. “Research done. Completed. But, I’m afraid that makes you a threat to me in many ways.”

I tried to think of Tristan again but something blocked me. In my mind. 

The man put out his hand and tilted his head to the side. He did something with his fingers and it paralyzed me. 

“What did you do to me?” I gasped.

“This gentleman here is a Transcluce Demon. They come in handy for a variety of things. Things like this.” 

“Like what? What are you really doing?” 

“Well, had you done what I told you to and take each day as it came, maybe read more books. Something other than the history of witchcraft, you’d know there’s always a way around certain things. You are indeed one very powerful being and I couldn’t allow you to explore your powers. That said I had other reasons too for stopping you.” 

“Help me,” I said looking at my arms. I expected my guardians to come out, like they did yesterday but they didn’t. “Help me.” 

Abram laughed and the man smiled wider opening his mouth now to reveal a hollow darkness that replaced his tongue. 

“Gabrielle, Transcluce Demons, for a start can stop you from accessing your powers. Yours seem to be connected to your emotions. So he’s just disconnecting you from them. My dear friend also has the ability to deflect your powers so they appear to be invisible to certain things. Or beings, or guardians. This man here can kill you, but your guardians can’t see him. If they can’t see him he’s not a threat.” 

“Why, why would you do this to me?”

Abram smirked. “I have my reasons and I don’t really want to share them with you. You represent everything that could destroy me and the plans I have. Let me share a secret with you though. I’ve been an acolyte of Razul for many years. I’m the backup plan.” He flicked his wrists over and held out the etherstone to me. “When one member of the society fails another simply takes their place. I make sure that happens. You have no idea how long it took us to make this stone, and that idiot Caleb allowed this to happen.” 

“Oh my God. You know who made the stone?” 

“Of course, but it was no one person and I take great pride in saying that I assisted in the creation of something momentous.” 

“You’re the head of the coven, why would you turn to the dark side?” 

“I never turned, I was always there. The coven was a tool for me. A mask to hide my true intentions.” 

I started to tremble. “What are you going to do to me?”

“Too many questions girl. Too many.” 

Behind him the door opened and Claire rushed in. 

“Abram what are you doing?” she cried. 

The look of disgust Abram gave her sent a chill through me. “You,” he pointed at her. “This is you, you’re doing. All of it.”

Claire stilled. “Let her go. I was just coming to talk to you.”

“Oh, about the vampire? No, you weren’t going to tell me that.” He frowned.

I’d assumed she’d told him already. I thought that was one of the reasons why he came so quickly. 

“How did you find out?” Claire asked, she glanced at me. 

“I told you years ago, you couldn’t hide anything from me. You did a very good job of hiding this girl though.” He flicked his hand toward me and a glass ball surrounded me. 

My curiosity surpassed the fear that gripped my body and I couldn’t take my eyes off them. 

What was he talking about? How had Claire hidden me?

“Abram please. Let’s talk. Let her go.” 

“You’ve embarrassed me enough wife. Keep whatever lie you were about to formulate to yourself. I knew she was with the vampire from the first night he came to get her. Like mother like daughter.” 

My mouth dropped and I stared at Claire who had tears in her eyes. 

She lifted her hands and attempted to cast a spell but the same way I faded away from Tristan was the same way we faded away too. 

Faded to nothing. 

Then darkness took me as my head felt light.

My last thought was... 

Claire. 

She was my mother...
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Tristan
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I teleported to the castle, right back to Gabrielle’s room. The door was open  but there was no sign of her. 

No fucking way was I going to just sit down and watch shit go down and not do anything about it. 

No way in hell. 

And no way was I going to play nice either. Truthfully, I was panicking because I tried to sense her but I couldn’t. I couldn’t feel her anywhere. 

Where is she?

Where the fuck was she? 

I shouldn’t have let her go. I should have been quicker and followed her, not pussyfoot around with Ivan and Virgil about what I should do.

Two dark masses appeared before me in Gabrielle’s room and my brothers stepped out of it. 

“What are you doing here?” I snapped. 

“What does it look like we’re doing?” Ivan shot back. “We’re not impervious Tristan. One demon. That was all it took to kill mother. You are my brother. I will not lose you.” 

“Nor, I,” Virgil added. “You aren’t thinking straight. Things never work out when you just run in head first without a plan. We’re here to help.”

“I can’t sense her.” I told them stepping past and making my way down the hallway. They followed me. 

Us walking around the castle like this would cause a stir but I didn’t care. 

“Where would she have gone?” Virgil asked. 

Ivan grabbed my arm and pulled me back. “Look brother, I know on any given day we’re at each other’s throats but we’re brothers, and more importantly were friends. Tell me everything. Tell me so I can help you. A big bomb was dropped on us this morning by finding out she’s part vampire. It’s a lot to take in. You’ve spent time with her, tell us what’s going on.” 

I sighed, looked from him to Virgil and decided they should know. So, I told them. I told them everything. Everything about the visit to the seer, my theories and what I’d seen. 

“She’ll be a threat. Abram will see her as a threat and not because she was with you.” 

“There’s something more to Abram than what he’s showing,” I growled. Right now I didn’t give a fuck about Abram and the damn etherstone. That was what we were talking about when Gabrielle teleported to Saphiro. I just wanted to find Gabrielle.

Why can’t I sense her?

I couldn’t sense her anywhere, or feel her.

Ahead of us Pru and Juliana turned the corner. They looked pissed as all hell when they saw us. 

“You,” Pru cried rushing toward us. A ball of fire formed in her hand and she threw it at me. 

Virgil put out his hand and turned it into smoke. 

Juliana tried to teleport but Ivan held up his hand and froze her mid attempt and pulled her to him. She was inches away when he suspended her in the air and she could neither move nor talk. 

“Let her go,” Pru demanded. 

“Pru, I really can’t stand you either. You think you’re hot shit but you don’t know who the hell you’re messing with.” 

“I’m aware of who I’m dealing with Tristan.” Fire blazed around her hair, expanding by the minute. “You knew the laws and yet you still broke them.” 

“Fuck the laws.” Ivan answered for me. “Where’s Gabrielle?”

Pru narrowed her eyes at him. “I thought you came for her.”

“Yes, I did come for her,” I answered. “She’s not in her room. Where is she?”

The fire around Pru subsided. “I don’t know. I can’t find my mother either and the etherstone is gone.”

“What!” Ivan jumped back in. “You people allowed the stone to be taken?”

“We didn’t allow anything. We have all sorts of magical wards protecting it.” 

I’d seen it for myself. They did have wards protecting it. 

“So who took them down?” Ivan stepped forward. 

“Sounds like you have a fox in your henhouse, my lady. Or maybe it’s a wolf in sheep’s clothing.” Virgil taunted. 

“No, we don’t have anything like that here. No one would do such a thing.” 

“Pru, you’re problem is you’re like sheep,” I said to her getting up close in her face. She stepped backward and shook her head. I had a pretty darn good idea who took the fucking stone and I wasn’t going to waste time fucking around by sparing her feelings. Her very high opinions of her father was shit to me. “You don’t see what’s in front of you, even when it’s glaringly obvious. Who put the wards up Pru? Was it you?” 

She really did not like my tone. “My father put those wards up. Surely someone snuck in here and took them.”

“You know there’s no way no one would be foolish enough to do that. Steal from the castle, the headquarters of the Coven of Shadows. Really? Your father put the wards up and he took them down.”

“Mind what you say Tristan, I will kill you.” Tears ran down her cheeks. “You can’t just come in here and accuse him of something like that. You fucking asshole.” Another fireball blazed in her hand. The flames were hot. Hot like I imagined hell to be and they grew hotter but I didn’t move. 

A dark sphere appeared behind her. A portal similar to my black smoke. 

Out stepped Lucian, surprising all of us. 

Pru looked behind her and something in her softened when she saw him. Again this was the case of seeing something that was obvious to me and not anyone else unfold itself. 

Those two had always had that spark of chemistry and attraction, but they would probably resist it until it killed them. Pru was too focused on following the rules and Lucian was too busy being alpha male. 

Maybe things would change now though. 

“Seemed like this was close enough to a cry for help.” He said to me, in reference to my conversation just last night, but he was looking at Pru.

Pru who was looking at him. I sensed the crumble of emotion in her. 

“Thank you for coming,” I said to Lucian. 

“Had to come.” Lucian looked to me, then returned his gaze to Pru. “It’s true. Abram has the etherstone. Spies from my pack saw him in the woods. A Transcluce Demon travels with him. They also picked up on the witches essence. We don’t know what their plans are.”

Fuck!

Abram had Gabrielle.

“Where did they pick up the essence?” 

Lucian shook his head. “It was so faint we cannot tell. We can’t track any of them.”

Pru started to shake and more tears streamed down her cheeks. Lucian put out his hand to her hand holding the fireball and took it from her into his own hands. 

I’d never seen anyone do that. I didn’t know he could do that, but it seemed he’d dabbled in magic just as much as me and we had more in common than I realized. 

He took the fireball and made it float, then in a similar manner to the spell Virgil cast he turned the fire into snowflakes. 

As Pru broke down and her haze of fire faded, Lucian shocked the shit out of me by taking her hand and leading her away from us. 

Mesmerized as I was, I couldn’t waste any more time here. That’s what this was. A waste of time I didn’t have. 

I turned back to Ivan and Virgil. “I have to find Gabrielle,” 

“Go, we’ll take care of things here.” 

I opened a water portal. I couldn’t sense her and couldn’t feel her. So I did the next best thing and went to the person who I knew could see all. 

The seer. 

I just hoped he would help me two days in a row.

*** 
[image: image]


The seer smiled when he saw me. 

His eyes were all there looking at me, giving me all manner of nerves. 

“Wow, you’re back.” he lifted a small china cup from a tray beside him and took a sip of a dark thick liquid in the cup. An eyeball bobbled to the top and his forked tongue licked it. “Can I offer you a drink?” 

I frowned. “No thank you. Seer, you know why I’m here. I feel like you could have told me more yesterday.”

He started to laugh and set the cup back down. “You know the good thing about being me?” 

“What’s that?” If I were in a better mood I would have taunted him about the disgusting whatever that was in his cup. 

“There aren’t many like me. Not the good ones anyway. It’s why you all keep on coming back for my services. Means I can do whatever the hell I want and play with you people how I wish. It’s what comes with being in demand.” 

“How can you be such an asshole when shit is literally going down. You told Gabrielle she was more powerful than you. To know that you would have had to know her powers.” I thought it yesterday and Gabrielle said something along those lines. 

“I know some of them and they were all more powerful than me. If I had told you everything, and if I do tell you everything you will never have the experience of finding out certain things for yourself. How did you feel when she told you she wanted to be with you? How did you feel when you saw her appear right there in your arms not an hour ago and you knew she was just like you? You knew, you figured it out and you knew she could truly be yours.”

The asshole was right. He was right, but it didn’t make me feel any better. 

“None of that matters if I can’t find her.” 

“So many visitors in such a short space of time.” He laughed. “So many I don’t know what to do with myself, and I never know what to offer you. Forgive my terrible manners.” 

I didn’t know what the shit he was talking about. 

“Who else came to see you?” 

“You twice, you by yourself, you with the witch. Pretty girl by the way. Then the mage.” 

He was trying to tell me something. “Mage?” 

“Yes. Nice woman, what a horrible life she must have lived having to give up her daughter like that to be raised by humans of all the creatures. She did good though. Good plan. It wasn’t supposed to be like this.” 

“What are you saying to me?” 

“Follow the mage, she cries for her daughter. Maybe the two of you can find her together. It’ll be like old times witch and vampire coming together. He’ll like that you did that too. Do something for him that he couldn’t do.” 

Him... 

Who was he talking about?

Shit, I didn’t have the time. Time was what I didn’t have so I left. Quickly.  

The only mage I knew was Claire. 

I picked up on her essence and I felt the sadness reaping off her in waves. 

I sensed her, followed it, then I found her. I stepped out of my portal and stopped in my tracks when I saw her. Shock flew through me when two golden dragons stood on either side of her. 

Golden dragons like Gabrielle’s. Just like them.

But where were we? 

I knew this place. Knew it well and hated coming here so I never ventured down these paths.

We were at the chasm where my uncle died trying to seal a breach from one of the hell dimensions. 

We honored him by placing a stone sculpture of him slaying a wraith demon. 

It was the demon who got him just as the breech sealed. It killed him instantly. We honored him with the sculpture because while one got him he was able to stop hundreds from escaping. Just him. One vampire from the Order of Raphael. 

I wasn’t aware that Claire even knew him, yet she wept at his tombstone like she did. She’d castrated herself on the ground crying like her world had ended.

I walked up to her and she lifted her head. 

I’d never really spoken to her all that much. Mostly I figured she couldn’t stand me the same way Pru couldn’t so I kept my distance. 

As I looked at her it all came together in my mind. The pieces of the puzzle started fitting together.

I figured it out.

“Claire. Why are you here?” I asked. I wanted confirmation. I wanted to hear her say it.

“I failed,” she cried.

I figured it out, all of it but I was just going through the motions. 

With all the information that had been thrown at me and from what I could see it wasn’t difficult to figure it all out. After all I was the one who saw what others couldn’t see. 

Things that looked obvious to me. 

Claire was Gabrielle’s mother and her father was my uncle. 

My uncle Neo. 

Half witch, half vampire. 
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I knelt beside Claire and she straightened up. 

“You’re Gabrielle’s mother?”

She nodded, slowly. “Yes, I am.”

“Her dragons look like yours.” I looked at the magnificent beasts standing inches away from us. 

“You’re the first person to see them in a long time. I haven’t unleashed them since Neo died. They comfort me. Unlike Gabrielle’s who bond with her, I set mine free so they can live in Pandir, where they are most happiest. That was Neo’s idea. He took on the role of my protector.”

“Why would he never mention you?” It sounded like he more than loved her. 

“He wouldn’t have. It would have been too dangerous. Your father was completely against us. Of course he would be, me being with your uncle would have caused a war. We... knew each other when we were younger. I was just a witch no older than my daughters and it was clear that we loved each other. My parents wanted me to marry Abram because he was older, a strong member of the coven and his father was coven leader. He was a good choice. I did it to keep the peace and I regretted it.” 

“What happened?” 

“After Juliana was born I started seeing Neo again after I suspected Abram wasn’t what he appeared to be. I didn’t know what he was doing. I feared he was part of the Society. I still fear it.” The Society were the group of Razul followers who were always plotting to free him. “It was my fault. I placed Neo in that position where we had to hide and see each other. I should have either never married Abram or I should have left him to be with Neo. I shouldn’t have hid. Then we weren’t careful and I got pregnant. Our magic was out of control when we were together and I got pregnant with Gabrielle. Neo and I planned to take Pru and Julianna away from here and be somewhere we could raise our baby without the threat. But he died. He died here. I knew Abram suspected my affair with your uncle when he changed the laws and issued the death sentence for a witch from the coven to be with any being from the Shadow World. 

“That was nearly thirty years ago.” I remembered it well. This was why.

“Yes. I did the only thing I thought I could at the time. Abram thought the baby was his but he would have known she wasn’t from the minute he saw her. I went to stay with my sister witches under the pretense of helping to write a spell book. While there I told him I lost the baby. My sisters helped me cast a spell to erase Gabrielle’s past. Me, Neo, her, everything. The bloodline couldn’t be traced. I placed her in the care of humans because I thought it was safest but we gave her guardians to protect her should she ever come in contact with dark forces.” 

“You knew who she was when she came here.” She had to, if only for the talk of dragons. 

“Yes. I absolutely knew and Abram suspected it. I saw it in his eyes the minute she arrived. Then every day for the last few weeks I watched his suspicion just grow. We never said as much to each other, other than agreeing that we should be careful with her powers, but neither of us wanted her to use her powers, or explore her powers because they would show mine. People would know I’m her mother. It would be obvious. I command the elements, I can manipulate magic and bend it to my will. There’s a lot I can do and no one had to teach me. It came naturally. It all came naturally. I was worried he would see it, he was worried everyone else would see it, but he was worried for other reasons too. Gabrielle is a powerful being. She was immune to the etherstone and she’s possibly one of the only beings who could go up against anyone from The Society. He doesn’t want that to happen.” 

I sighed in complete frustration. “Claire we have to find her.”

“He took her Tristan, and I don’t know where he went. He had a Transcluce with him so her guardians didn’t sense the danger. I suspect too that the demon is blocking her from using her powers. She won’t know how to repel magic like that. It takes years of practice to do that. She will be helpless.” 

“Claire I won’t give up. I have to find her.” 

She looked me over and her sadness subsided a little. “You... you love her?” 

“Yes. I love her, now please we have all this power at our fingertips, there has to be something we could do.” Like the seer said, maybe we could work together to get Gabrielle back. 

“We’ll have to go back to the castle. I’ll consult my books and see what I can do.” 

I put out my hand to hers and she took it. In the cloud of my black smoke we shimmered back to the castle appearing in the library where the others were. 
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Pru was the first to rush to Claire. Juliana next but she stopped and looked at me before going to Claire. 

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have interfered the way I did this morning.” She began. “I have an idea though.” 

“What is it?” I wasn’t about to forgive her just like that but I’d take ideas if it helped the situation. 

“The ghost roads. Your brother said you can walk on them. I think she’s on a plane of existence where we can’t sense her, or her magical essence is being blocked out. We may not be able to track Gabrielle directly, but we can track the etherstone with this.” She held out a little compass to me and I took it.

“What is that?”

“The devil’s compass. It’ll pick up any objects with dark essence. It only works on the ghost roads. It will glow red the closer you get to an object with dark essence or dark magic. The good news is there aren’t many things like that that exist anymore so the etherstone should be relatively trackable. Hopefully. It may be difficult if it’s crossed a number of realms. If you find our father with the stone then you should find Gabrielle. I’m hoping that because there aren’t many objects around that are like the etherstone that whatever direction the compass points to should be it. Theoretically anyway.”

“That could work.” Claire nodded. “That could work and a vampire would be perfect, but you’d need an anchor.” 

“I never needed one before.” I’d heard of anchors but wanted to go it alone and did, several times. Not many could walk the ghost roads, but those that could always recommended an anchor because you could get lost. Like lost for eternity. 

“How long did you stay on the road boy?” 

“A few hours.”

“The longer you stay on the path the more lost you become until you become as lost as the souls who walk around in limbo trying to find where they’re supposed to go. You need someone else whose travelled the roads to guide you back.”

Virgil, Ivan and Lucian came closer.

“Gabrielle could travel the dream planes.”

“Could she?” Claire looked curious.

“Yes, that was how we met, but she’s out of the question.” 

“I’ll come with you,” she offered. “I should go with you.”

“Mother please, this is dangerous,” Pru winced. She wouldn’t have known the weight Claire placed on going to save Gabrielle.

“I need to go. It’s important. You’ll know why later.” Claire looked from Pru to Juliana.

“I will go.” Lucian stepped forward. “I can go and be Tristan’s anchor. I’ve walked the roads by myself for months.”

“Months?” My mouth dropped.

“Long story.”

“Well hell, looks like we have so much more in common than you cared to let on.” I smirked feeling some sense of hope. 

Pru however looked worried. 

“If something more happens here it’s best to leave someone strong enough to fight. The castle holds many trinkets that could be dangerous if in the wrong hands.” Lucian pointed out.

I completely agreed with him. “Okay, let’s do this.” 

“Thank you Lucian.” Claire nodded to him then looked to me. “Both of you. Thank you.” 

“No problem.” 

“We will stay here and guard the place,” Ivan stated. “Brother I don’t have to tell you to be careful.” 

I nodded. “I will.”

“If there’s trouble come right back.” Claire waved her hands and opened a portal right in front of the first stack of books. 

The gray mists from the ghost roads welcomed us and we stepped inside. 

The ghost roads were completely different to the dream plane. 

Completely different in every way. 

I’d never experienced anything like it and quite honestly never had the desire to go back. 

I’d do it for her though. I would, and I was doing it. 

My Gabrielle. I hoped she was safe. I prayed we would find her. 

The further we walked the bleaker and grayer it all became and the portal closed behind us. 

“If anyone ever told me I’d be walking this path with you today I wouldn’t have believed them,” I said to Lucian. 

“Me neither.” 

“So, are you going to tell me what could have possessed you to walk these roads for months?  How did you come back and not get lost in the ether?”

“Love.” He answered like it was so simple. I looked at him. 

He was staring straight ahead as we walked. 

“Love? Want to explain a little more?” 

“No.” 

“Come on man, I’m curious. You have to tell me.” 

He frowned at me then returned his gaze ahead. “My wife. I was looking for her.” 

“Didn’t know you were married.”

“This was a very long time ago, before I became alpha wolf. It was in the days of your father and uncle.” 

“What happened?” 

“Her sister tried to seduce me, she thought I slept with her because we couldn’t have children. So she killed herself. I went to the seer who told me I might have a shot at bringing her back if I could find her on the ghost roads.” 

“Shit, Lucian that’s deep. Did you ever see her?” 

He shook his head. “No. I never saw her. She died thinking I didn’t love her. I haven’t been with anyone since.” 

“I’m sorry. I guess there’s a lot about you I don’t know. You aren’t all that bad though.” 

“Nor you vampire. How do you think we’re going to do this. We don’t even know where we’re going?” 

“I’m just following the compass.” It pointed north. That was where we were going.

I just hoped this would indeed work. 

It had to. I had to find her and get her back. 

It was strange I was so taken with her when I first saw her on the dream plane. I wanted her to be mine. 

I wanted her to be mine from back then and I just kept going back to her every night. My guilty pleasure. I had something for myself that no one else knew about and I wanted to keep her that way. 

Then I didn’t want to hide her, or hide my feelings for her. 

I started to feel for her and the minute I saw her in real life I knew I had to change things up. 

I hoped I’d get the chance to show her how I truly felt.
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“Wide awake,” Abram taunted. 

My eyes fluttered open but felt heavy like I had weights attached to the lids. 

I pulled in a steady breath and moved my head from side to side, looking around me. 

I cringed when my gaze landed on devilish looking creatures that looked like gargoyles but with a more nightmarish appearance. They were all around us. 

“Don’t worry about them. They don’t tend to bother you if you don’t bother them. They’re Shades. They just guard the mouth of hell.” Abram chuckled. 

I didn’t know if that was an attempt to calm me down. If it was it sure as fuck didn’t work. 

I tried to move but realized my hands were frozen at my sides. Looking around more I noticed that I was pinned to something tangible, but invisible. I didn’t know what it was. 

It gave the appearance like I was just in the air. 

“Let me go!” I screamed. 

The memory of what happened came flooding back in my mind. Everything. All of it. 

Claire... 

She was my mother.

“Not gonna happen. In fact get used to your new home. No one will be able to find you here and as soon as I leave the Shades will do what they see fit with you. The etherstone is what’s keeping them under control. And of course because of the spell my Transcluce friend cast your guardians still can’t see shit.” 

“You selfish bastard. You fucking evil prick.”

“Your words can’t hurt me girl. I have the power here. All of it.” 

Tears ran down my cheeks because he was right. He did have the power and I was going to stay here forever and die. 

Tristan...

I’d never see him again.

I should have just stayed with him. He would have protected me from all of this. Instead I did what I thought was right and it was a foolish mistake. 

“How did you know Claire was my mother? How?” It was closure. I wanted to fit the pieces of the puzzle together, and I thought I at least deserved to know who my father was.

“I knew from the minute you arrived. I suspected it all along, suspected from way back when that she was pregnant with a child that wasn’t mine and when she told me she lost you I changed the law. I changed the law because having a being like yourself around, a combo of all manner of powers rolled into one, is like a disaster waiting to happen for my brethren in the society. Your unpredictable. And a being like that on the side of good is not good for us. Never mind the fact that people would know I wasn’t your father. They would know. You don’t even look like me, and you don’t look like Claire either. You look like your noble vampire father who stole my wife away from me.” 

“Who was he? At least tell me. you’re going to leave me here to die, at least tell me.” 

“His name was Neo. He was Tristan’s uncle, part of the last leadership of The Order of Raphael.” He smiled. “Back then I thought he was just fooling around with my wife. One day a hell breech just happened to open up near a chasm and it just happened to kill him.” 

Oh my God. It was him. 

“You...You killed him.” I shook my head. 

“Not with my hands. The demons did. The wraith demons. When you came back to us, you with your guardians, it was a dead giveaway that Claire must have done what I feared. I just had to check things out. It was what I couldn’t find that gave the game away. Erasing your past, the bloodline that would trace your parents. That was what gave the game away. There’s only a handful of witches and mages that can work such powerful magic and they don’t do it for any old reason. Usually it’s to hide something very, very precious. You are precious to her because of who you are and because of what you are. She knew the minute you started exploring your powers I’d see and know you were the baby she told me she lost. Terrible story really. Quite bad with a sad ending, for you.” 

He lifted his hands and started floating moving higher and higher up. Just like earlier he flicked the etherstone over in his hands showing me, making sure I could see it. Making sure I could see who had the power.  

He looked up but then stopped abruptly in his tracks, stopping midair as we both beheld a bright red light piercing through the blackness that covered over us. 

The shades scattered the brighter it got. 

“It cannot be,” Abram snapped, enraged. “Hell fiends, beast, demons, fallen ones come forth.” 

My soul quaked when out of nowhere all manner of hell fiends did indeed appear. It looked like a scene from all the horror films I’d ever seen rolled into one terrible vision before me. 

The dark essence was so strong it tore away any hope I may have had. 

That red though gave me something to hang on to. It was my piece of thread. I was hanging on to a piece of thread and that was it. Whatever it was got Abram all riled up. It got him all worked up. 

A hole... 

A portal hole suddenly ripped through the blackness and a massive werewolf came through. A werewolf who roared and blasted a number of the demons and beasts back with a lightning bolt. 

Next came my angel. My Tristan.

My vampire. 

He came for me. 

Tears of joy streamed down my cheeks and I no longer felt weak. 

Like always this man did something to me that gave me comfort and strength. The spell may have stopped me from tapping into my emotions but I could feel all the love I had for him. 

That pure love that filled my heart.

And, my soul. Giving me hope.
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I almost thought all hope was gone then the compass started glowing red. 

We seemed to be walking those ghost roads forever and the nothingness sucked the life out of me. Nothingness and desolation.  

Deadly combo’s for anyone. 

I couldn’t imagine how Lucian had walked the roads for months. 

The hours I’d spent previously were just me looking around and trying to learn what I could. When you had someone you loved, who needed you to save them, it became a whole other matter. 

Abram, that bastard he’d taken Gabrielle to the mouth of hell. 

No wonder no one could get a read on her.

She was literally off grid. 

I could see her suspended in the air. Her eyes staring at me with so much love and desperation. 

I came to her aid but really she was the one with the power here. 

It was definitely going to take her power to get out of this situation. A winged demon flew to me and breathed fire at me. I turned it to stone. Next came a hellhound.  I blasted it with a fire. 

Abram, that mother fucking bastard was in the air too. Up there watching Lucian and me fighting for our lives. 

Lucian giving as good as he got and me holding my own. But... there were too many of them. We could have done with some help, definitely done with some help. 

Abram threw a lightning bolt at me but I managed to evade it and Lucian hit him with a bolder sending him flying to the ground. I used the opportunity to get to Gabrielle. I levitated right up to her and saw she was being held on a prism. 

“Tristan! There’s a spell. The guardians can’t see the danger and I can’t use my powers,” she cried.

Shit!

“Gabrielle...” I looked at her and saw the terror in her eyes from everything going on around us. But there was some hope. “You, all you need is you. Think. There’s so much more to you than you realize. So much power. Just explore it. There’s all these people afraid of your power, baby, for heaven’s sake my lady give them something to worry about.” I smirked, seeing her, finding her had instilled a little of my humor. But just a little. 

The hint of a smile tipped the corners of her lips and side tracked me. 

A blast sent me flying to the ground. It was Abram. He rushed over to me and held his hands out, between them was a black ball of energy. 

It crackled and sparkled with pure evil. 

“Want to feel the way your dear old uncle felt when he died?” Abram taunted. Although my body felt like it was broken I didn’t miss what his taunts revealed.  “This is the power of the wraiths!”

I closed my eyes as he launched the ball at me. 
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Everything froze before me...

Literally. 

Actually. It actually happened.

I thought of freezing time so I could stop this and it happened. 

Tristan’s inspiration snapped me into focus and I thought of the spell stopping me from accessing my powers and imagined it gone. 

Just like that, and it too snapped away from my mind allowing me the freedom to reach my emotions. It was my mind though that was my strength. 

I had the power to manipulate perception and reality. Think something and make it happen. 

That was what I did to freeze time and everyone in its path.

I’d channeled all the emotions that swirled within me right into the thought and it happened. 

Everything froze. 

That was when I remembered how I first called on my guardians. 

It was that dream that something was trying to steal my soul. Thinking back it must have been some sort of a demon. I was in the dream plane and came across it. It could be that someone sent it after me, or maybe I just stumbled across it. When I saw it I wished I had something to protect me and that’s when the guardians came. 

I unlocked a portal to where they came from and that same portal led Eric to Pandir. 

I thought it and then it all happened. The how and the where and the what were the mechanic’s that I couldn’t think about right now, interesting as it was. 

What mattered was that I got it. I learned.

Learned enough to make it all work. 

What made it snap into action was seeing Abram before me, about to kill my love. 

I moved my arms now on command, freeing myself from what magic bound me there and I made my descent down, down to where Abram stood. 

I took the etherstone from his jacket pocket, no problem. 

Frozen like a statute his face showed all the evil in him. 

Evil things came from hell. Evil things belonged exactly there. 

He killed my father. It was his fault why my life was as it was, and regardless of the fact that I loved my adopted parents to no end, I had a potential life in this world that was taken away from me. 

So he could fuck right the hell off and go to where he belonged. 

I thought of somewhere...

Dark...

Deep...

Dark...

Deep...

Dark...

The darkest, deepest place in hell. That’s where I thought of and sent him straight there. Abram disappeared from before me with his energy ball. 

I could have unfrozen everything but had a much better idea. I thought of home. I thought of being back at the castle. Tristan, the werewolf, and me. 

The space around us shifted and shimmered. When the books in the library came into view I smiled and my smile widened when I saw Claire, Pru, Juliana, Ivan and Virgil. 

They were here. We were here.

Tristan stood up and the werewolf transformed into Lucian. 

My attention however was drawn to Claire who came up to me, tears streaming down her cheeks. Her arms stretched out toward me. 

I fell into her embrace and the instant I touched her I saw it all. 

Her as a young woman and a man who looked a little like Tristan. 

They kissed under the moonlight, and it was so clear they were in love. 

I saw them torn apart then together again years later. Claire’s hair was shorter. They were planning to leave. He pressed his hand to her belly and I kicked. He told her he loved her and she told him the same. He was killed the same night by the wraith demon and he loved her with his last breath. 

She went to her sisters who helped her to erase my lineage. It was a blood spell. They gave me the guardians. Then and only then she went to the humans and a part of her died as she gave me away. 

I saw it all. 

She pulled away a little to cup my face. 

“I’m so sorry,” she wept. 

“It’s okay. It’s not your fault.” 

“I feel like... I failed you and your father.” 

I shook my head. “No, he loved you so much, you were the last thing on his mind before he died.” 

“How do you know?” 

“I just do.” 

Another power. Something else crossed my mind as I touched her and I reached up to her neck and touched the edge. 

“Reveal to me the kiss of love...” I chanted and the glamor she’d placed over the bite marks on her neck became visible. 

I didn’t know how I knew to do that, or the words to say but I did. I felt it.

She was my father’s soul mate.

“I loved him too.” She told me. 

“I know.”

There was so much to accept and get used to, but I was looking forward to it now. 

Like Tristan said I was going to have to feel my way through this. At least I got the chance to. 

I looked to him as he came to me and I moved to the warmth and protection of his arms. 

“I love you,” he whispered into my ear. 

“I love you too.”
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One Month later...

I sat with Claire in the sitting room. We were having our last daily catch up session over a steaming mug of hot chocolate.

I’d had the kind of month I expected when I first got to the coven. Me learning all there was to learn and me exploring my powers. There was still so much to learn, but it was time to make some changes. 

Tonight I was leaving the castle to move in officially with Tristan. 

“What now? What happens now?” I asked. 

“Well, we have a council to rebuild I suppose. I think though that it’s time to allow the younger generation to take things over. Shake things up a little bit. Bring in the modern and roll with the times as you young ones say.” 

The first council meeting since the very last dramatic one I was at, was scheduled for a week’s time. I knew it was going to be difficult in light of all that happened with Abram. Various investigations had taken place over the last few weeks. 

“You’re not old.” I smiled. 

“I’m over three hundred years old. That’s old child.” 

This was nice. It was nice spending time with her. “I’m twenty eight and I think that’s old.” 

“No, it’s not. You’re still a child and you have so many years to look forward to. A long time Gabrielle, make it count.”

“I will. I promise I will.”

“Are you sure we can’t convince you to stay here for a little bit longer. It’s not like Tristan can’t teleport in and out when he wants to see you.”

“I feel like I’m home when I’m with him. Besides I can teleport in and out whenever I want to see you, which is going to be all the time.” 

“You’ll come?” She looked worried. 

“You’ll get tired of seeing me.” 

“Never.”

“Us too, will you come and see us?” Pru asked from the door. She and Juliana stood in the frame looking at me. Juliana still looked a little wary. 

At least they both accepted me as their sister. When they were first told it was awkward. As expected Pru was the first to accept me. Juliana took a few days, but she warmed to the idea of me. Particularly after a shopping trip to the human realm where we discovered we had the same fashion sense. 

“You guys too.” 

“Good, because I won’t have anyone to talk to about guys.” 

“You have me.” Juliana pouted. 

“Really? I don’t think so. All you do is get on your high horse and if we like the same guy you go after him first.” 

“Don’t mind them.” Claire shook her head. 

A cloud of darkness filtered in through the window and Tristan stepped out of it. 

“Patience is definitely a virtue and I’ve been exactly that. Time to go my lady.” He put out his hand and beckoned me to go with him. 

I laughed at the exaggerated look of impatience on his face. 

I hugged Claire, then Pru and Juliana. 

“I’ll see you guys in a few days.” I took Tristan’s hand and giggled as he swept me up on to the cloud. 

“She means next month.” Tristan cut in and disappeared before anyone could say

anything. 

I punched him hard in his chest when we landed on his bed. 

“You are terrible Mister. I was saying goodbye.” 

“My body misses yours baby.” He trailed a line of fiery kisses down my neck.

“You don’t have to miss me anymore.” 

“No because we aren’t leaving this room for at least a month.” He bared his sexy fangs. 

“A whole month?” 

“Yes. Imagine the fun.” He smiled wide. 

Imagine. 

Oh yes. I actually could... but there was something else on my mind. 

I pulled back and looked at him. 

We talked about him marking me. He wanted me to wait until I was ready. 

“I’m ready now.” I reached up and cupped his chin. 

“Really? You’re ready to be truly mine?”

“I was always yours.” I unbuttoned my blouse and backed it down my shoulders then leaned my head to the side to give him access to my neck. 

The seduction in his eyes was replaced with deep affection. I could feel it, surrounding us in purity. 

He kneeled down and pulled me flush against him. Baring his fangs he lowered to my neck and I gasped when he sunk his teeth deep into my skin.

I thought it would hurt like hell but it didn’t. It felt like making love.

It was a blissful combination of our souls sealing together forever. 

I was definitely going to enjoy spending eternity with him.

Tristan, the love of my life. 

My forever...
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