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    I played with my charm bracelet as I sat at the dining table, my Nutri-grain untouched. 
 
    I kept replaying the scene over in my head with Skip. 
 
    How he’d said I was a prize. 
 
    He’d left me needy and wanting after that, chuckling as he headed back into his room. 
 
    Now I was alone downstairs. Thankfully. 
 
    Marcus had been wonderful, but even he knew I was drawn to the other guys. How he felt about that, I wasn’t sure. I couldn’t gauge him as well today. 
 
    But what was really bothering me was my new ability. I had connected with Marcus last night, seen into his mind and somehow experienced everything he had. I knew him inside and out now, and it was extremely weird. 
 
    That wasn’t what was bothering me right now. 
 
    It was what had happened with Skip. 
 
    When he’d said I was the prize, I’d seen it. Seen how he wanted me, felt how badly he wanted me. 
 
    It was like, for that brief snap in time, I’d had that same connection with him, not enough to see everything about him, just enough to see his thoughts in that moment. 
 
    Things were getting really weird now. Was this like Emma’s ability maybe? 
 
    And Lucas was nowhere to be seen. He was the most knowledgeable of them all. 
 
    Maybe Emma would know something. She’d become my newest friend, and she’d given me an interesting tarot card reading that had made me uneasy for a while. And she was psychic, a pixie psychic, who could read minds. This was right up her alley. 
 
    She knew a fair bit, was studying sorcery and magic, and delving into history and lore just for the fun of it, so maybe there was something psychic in my werewolf side? 
 
    I could also try the supernatural web, which I’d gotten my account set up for on Thursday night. 
 
    I sighed as I shoved a mouthful of cereal into my mouth before sending off a text to Emma to meet me on my lunch break at one-thirty. Working at a cafe, my lunches had to be a little later to deal with the lunchtime rush. 
 
    Speaking of, I glanced at the clock on the microwave. I had to be at work in forty minutes. Maybe Skip could drive me. 
 
    Nope, too risky, especially after our encounter. I needed to get to work, and he’d surely have other plans. Dirtier plans. Fun plans. 
 
    Ugh, stop. 
 
    I jammed more cereal into my mouth, grateful when Emma messaged back that she would meet me for lunch. I know I’d only just met her really, but we’d become close over my first week at uni. 
 
    And she was always ready to help me out if needed. 
 
    I hurriedly ate the rest of my breakfast, making sure not to spill milk on my new work uniform. I’d thankfully had a pair of black shorts to match the shirt, as was requested. 
 
    I rinsed my bowl and shoved it into the dishwasher before jogging up the stairs to brush my teeth and add a little eyeliner and lipstick. My skin had always been clear and smooth thanks to my pixie side, but it couldn’t hurt to add a little pop. I wanted to make a good impression today. 
 
    I threw on my joggers, snatched up my handbag, and headed back out. I heard Skip moving in his room, but I didn’t want to run into him again. I needed to find some answers first. 
 
    I hurried down the stairs and out the door, only relaxing once I was halfway down the street. My new place of work wasn’t too far, just a five to ten-minute walk. 
 
    Even at eight-thirty in the morning, the air was warm and the sun was beating down on me, reminding me that summer was still here. A part of me couldn’t wait for autumn, but I also knew it got quite cold up here on the mountain range. And despite having wolf in me, I wasn’t a fan of the cold. 
 
    I shoved my earphones into my ears and found a song on my iPod. Music always made things better. 
 
    Shawn Mendez was playing, his stitches song giving me a bit more bounce in my step. 
 
    I sung softly along as I spied the main street in the distance. It was a little busy, cars driving through on their way to work, but it was still relatively quiet. Not many places opened before nine, except the little cafe on the corner. Sweat beaded across my forehead, and I kept my arms raised so my armpits didn’t get too sweaty. I had my hair up in a bun today to keep it from plastering to my neck. God, it was already muggy and warm. Summer really needed to fuck off. 
 
    I was beyond relieved when I stepped into the cool air-conditioning of the Dingo Diner, sighing as I pulled out my earphones and wound them around my scratched up, old iPod. I shoved it into my handbag, smiling brightly as Gina appeared at the counter. 
 
    “Allison! So good to see you, come, we’ll pop your bag in the office,” she said with a bright smile as she waved me over. Henry greeted me from behind the stainless steel high-backed bench that walled off the area with the fryers and stove. 
 
    There were only three patrons inside the small booths enjoying some breakfast and coffee. 
 
    “All right, it’s a little quiet right now, more people start to show up by nine, but I’m glad you came early today. I’d like to run you through your duties,” Gina smiled brightly, her blonde pixie cut bob bouncing on her shoulders as she spoke.  
 
    She was a slender woman with an average bust, but those hazel eyes were warm and welcoming. 
 
    She led me to the office where I tucked my handbag into the bottom drawer of her desk, and then we were heading out. 
 
    “So, your main duties are waitressing and making the coffee. So if customers come in and wish to sit while they look at the menu, then you check in on them after a few minutes and take their order. Our breakfast and lunch menu are the same, we do the breakfast all day, and if someone really wants a lunch meal earlier on, then we’ll accommodate. Why don’t you familiarize yourself with the menu?” she suggested as she plucked a laminated copy of the double-sided menu off the counter. 
 
    “Then, just the usual cleaning of tables, assisting with any other jobs we need help with. Oh, and counter work too if I’m not here,” she added as she turned to wave her hand over the till. It was an older style till than I was used to, but it looked simple enough. 
 
    “Pretty self-explanatory, all the buttons are labeled for easy use,” she said. I could see that most buttons were preset with an item off the menu, making my life easier. 
 
    “If they want an extra, it’ll be one of these orange buttons down the bottom. If they want something removed, just write it down when you take their order. You’ll need to write all orders down and just slot them along the top around here,” Gina said as she led me around the high-back bench. 
 
    On the other side was another bench, but it had a small shelf running along the top. The edge of it was done in a way that you could tuck the orders into it. 
 
    “Make sure you put them in order too,” she reminded me. “We go right to left here, as it’s easier for you to come around the left side of the bench to add new ones onto the line.” 
 
    “Got it,” I nodded. 
 
    “Morning, Allison.” Henry turned to me, his rounded belly hidden well today under his dark uniform. We all wore the small white aprons around our waists though. 
 
    “Good morning,” I nodded, noting that he was making a bacon and egg muffin for someone. “Will you need me to cook at all? I’ve done so in the past.” 
 
    “For now, Henry will manage most of it, but once we get busier, then we may need more hands. Maple Grove is starting to take notice of us, we’re getting good feedback on our service and food,” Gina said, obviously delighted as her eyes twinkled and she clasped her hands together. 
 
    “That’s wonderful to hear,” I grinned. 
 
    “We really want to help get this town on its way, there’s quite the supe population here, but the main street is… well,” Gina pursed her lips as she thought for the right word. 
 
    “Pretty pathetic?” I suggested. 
 
    “Yeah,” she chuckled. 
 
    “Well, you’re doing well,” I said. “I’ve popped in a few times already, and the food is amazing,” I said. Emma had shouted me a burger one afternoon, and I’d loved it. 
 
    “Thanks, it’s been great seeing you. And seeing Emma too, it’s good she’s finally making friends,” Gina said sweetly. “She’s had it tough.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know, but aren’t we all a little different? I mean, we’re a town of supes,” I said with an eye roll. 
 
    “Exactly! I never did understand why people could be so stupid, we’re all unique beings,” she sighed. 
 
    “Because she’s more unique, and like humans, even we can be scared of what we don’t quite understand. Psychic pixies are rare, so not a whole lot is known about them. Once people realize she’s got some telepathic abilities, they’re freaked,” Henry spoke up as he adjusted his hair net over his brown, silver streaked curls. He hadn’t had one on the other day, but Gina also hadn’t been wearing the proper uniform, she’d been wearing a navy colored shirt that was similar. Guess they were getting right into it now. 
 
    “Poor thing though, all well. So, do you have any questions?” Gina’s bright hazel eyes flicked back to me, crinkling at the edges with her warm smile. 
 
    “You’ve covered pretty much everything,” I answered. 
 
    “Great, well, looks like you’re on. Let’s see how you go with the till,” Gina winked as the door chimed with new patrons. 
 
    I spun back to the counter and plastered on a bright grin. Time to throw on that customer service voice and attitude. 
 
    “Good morning, how can I help you today?” I smiled brightly at the older, grey-haired lady with whom I could only assume was her adult daughter. 
 
    She seemed annoyed at first, but upon looking at me, she relaxed, and gave me a soft smile back. 
 
    She ordered a flat white coffee and a bacon and egg wrap, along with a coffee for her daughter with a toasted ham and cheese sandwich. 
 
    I took down their order while Gina watched over me, not hovering or crowding me, just quietly from the far end of the bench behind me. 
 
    I punched the order up on the till and glanced back at Gina for confirmation, who nodded, looking pleased with my work. Good, that was always good. 
 
    I busied myself for the rest of the morning with coffee making, serving, checking in on the customers, and cleaning. It was good to get my mind off the whole thing with Marcus and Skip. I wasn’t going to find my answers here. 
 
    Gina eventually called me aside to ask if I would like to help with making the brownies and such for the cabinet display. They had only the one oven, but she had two recipes that she could put in at the same time. Some cupcakes and brownies. 
 
    The cafe had quietened after the morning rush, and it wouldn’t be too long before the lunchtime one started, so we needed to take advantage of the break. 
 
    She set us up behind the high-backed bench so we were out of sight of the patrons, while Henry would keep an eye on the counter. 
 
    “I’m hoping to expand to treats infused with magic,” she said as she got the ingredients prepared. 
 
    “Will you have a separate cabinet?” I asked, curious about this treats with magic idea. I’d not heard of such a thing before. 
 
    “Yep, definitely. I have a friend who has struggled to get her potion business off the ground. Most witches get into potion making as it’s the most common affinity around, but it also makes it very competitive. It’s a flooded market now, and if you don’t already have a following or a presence, it’s hard to break in. She started experimenting with new, fresh ideas, and found she could tangle her potion making skills with treats, giving them better tastes and some cool little effects. She makes these cupcakes that warm you up and actually taste like they’re melting and flooding your mouth with the sweetest caramel,” Gina sighed as she closed her eyes, as if imagining it. Hell, she’d probably had one of these delicious sounding cupcakes. 
 
    “That sounds amazing, I’ve never heard of such a thing,” I said, awed at the thought. I’d love to get my hands on one, especially now since my Freddo stash had been depleted. Oliver had helped with that, despite having my name plastered on the packet. 
 
    “It’s been done before, but not in a commercial way,” Gina said as she moved around the kitchen with a bounce in her step. She was so cheery and bright, it made the thought of working here long term a welcome one. Good colleagues were always a bonus, more-so if they were your boss. 
 
    “So, what other things can she make?” I asked as Gina pulled out a recipe book. 
 
    “There are brownies that can wake you right up, so if you’re tired or something, they’ll work ten times better than coffee. There’s some caramel tarts that make you have more vivid dreams, muffins that improve your memory. She can make almost anything,” Gina said, shaking her head in disbelief. “I’d love to stock them, help support her new business endeavor.” 
 
    “What’s the legalities of it?” I asked. 
 
    “As long as everything is labeled correctly and we don’t falsely advertise, there shouldn’t be too many dramas in regards to stocking them. Heather will just have to make sure she either comes here to cook outside work hours as they need to be created in a commercial kitchen, or she finds a commercial kitchen,” Gina explained as she slid the recipe book over to me. “That’s the one I’d like you to make, the brownies. I’ll do the cupcakes.” 
 
    “Got it,” I nodded as I read through the ingredients and got to work adding them all into a mixing bowl. 
 
    We chatted some more about these magical treats, which she was hoping to start stocking in the next few weeks. It was sure to bring in new customers, they’d advertise it on the local Facebook groups, and even the University group admins had given her permission to post, so long as there were deals for students. She was still trying to decide if she would do a student discount or just offer deals. 
 
    Working alongside her was quite fun, and to my surprise, I found I wasn’t even thinking of her as my boss, more as a good work colleague who loved to laugh and joke around. 
 
    I told her about my troubles with mischief magic, but how I was learning to control it. Emma had even given me some more guidance on it one afternoon after uni. I also told her she’d be coming in to see me for lunch. Gina said that my lunch was on the house, I could order any lunch item off the menu for myself, free of charge. I just had to order it before my lunch break. 
 
    The lunch rush came in while our cupcakes and brownies were cooking, and Gina told me she’d keep an eye on them. 
 
    It was hectic, and Gina helped take orders as more people spilled in. Many students from Corviticus were streaming in that I’d seen during the week, and since the campus had some odd classes over the weekend and had all their facilities still open, it didn’t surprise me to see them. I did get a little anxious that I might see that little pink demonic powderpuff, or even Derek. The thought of running into him made my stomach twist and churn. 
 
    I was happy for the Melvins though, having such a good lunchtime rush. Hopefully it would grow and be enough to keep them open. 
 
    I made what seemed like a hundred coffees over the lunch period, and heated up the various muffins and pastries that were ordered from the cabinet. Gina even gave me a rundown on making the milkshakes and smoothies, and I started helping with those too. 
 
    By the time my lunch break came around, I was starving and surprisingly tired. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I grinned at the familiar voice, and turned to see Emma pushing through the door, right on time. 
 
    “Just started my break,” I said as I slid into a free booth with my muffin as she followed after me. 
 
    “How was your first day?” she asked, flicking her silver ponytail over her shoulder and beaming at me. Those grey eyes were bright and focused, and I wondered if she’d been at the campus today. 
 
    “Not over yet,” I reminded her as I dug into my heated up muffin. 
 
    “I know,” she said as she rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Hey, I wanted to ask you something actually,” I said with an apologetic look. I did want to just hang with her, but I really needed to see if she had any answers for me. 
 
    “Shoot,” she laughed softly. 
 
    “Have you ever been able to see into someone’s mind and, I don’t know, connect with them, learn absolutely everything about them, what they’ve been through?” I asked as I set my muffin down beside my glass of juice. I’d forgone the milkshake today for a slightly healthier option. 
 
    “No, I only ever get a glimpse, normally what they’re thinking about right at that moment, sometimes feelings,” she said, frowning at me as she sat back against the seat. “Why? You worried I’ll dig into your past?” 
 
    “No! Not at all, I trust you, besides, you said you can control it, and I trust you not to peek too much,” I said with a wink before I became serious again. 
 
    “Something happened last night, I got… I don’t know how to describe it. I had a dream, and Marcus was in it, we kissed…” I murmured, mulling over my words as she grinned and arched an eyebrow, but it dropped when she realized this was moving to something else. 
 
    “We connected. Our minds. I saw everything, learned everything about him. And the thing is, it worked both ways, he had the same dream leading up to it, and then we both slipped into each other’s mind, seeing their past,” I said, keeping my voice hushed as I glanced at the other patrons. No one seemed to have taken any notice.  
 
    “Wow, that’s not something I’ve ever heard of before. I mean, I know there are binding spells out there, very difficult and hard to use, but they never come about like this,” she said, her brow creasing as she leaned forward and tapped her bright red nails on the table. 
 
    “It’s kinda got me freaked a bit. Because of it, we got talking, and then there was this really instant… attraction?” I said, almost inaudibly. 
 
    “Okay,” she shook her head, waiting for me to elaborate. 
 
    “We pretty much jumped each other’s bones,” I sighed, and her face lit up. 
 
    “Score!” she giggled, but sobered when I stared at my muffin uncertainly. 
 
    “Look, I’ve never heard of anything like it, but it doesn’t sound like it was a bad thing,” she said as she reached out to pat my hand reassuringly. 
 
    “That’s not all, today, Skip caught me out in the hall, and when he was talking to me, I saw a glimpse inside his head too, just that small moment of what he was thinking,” I whispered as I flicked my eyes around the cafe once more. I really didn’t want anyone else knowing this. I had no idea what it meant. 
 
    “Sounds like maybe you’ve got some sort of telepathy,” she mused as she toyed with her pendant. It was an amethyst stone, and she often played with it when deep in thought I’d noticed. 
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “No idea. Something on your father’s side maybe?” she suggested.  
 
    “What if it keeps happening?” I hissed. 
 
    “Which part?”  
 
    “All of it,” I groaned. 
 
    “Well, getting horny and jumping the hot vamp isn’t what I’d call a problem,” she snorted. “But hearing in on thoughts, that could be annoying, at least you’re talking to the right person,” she smiled. “Can you hear my thoughts now?” 
 
    “No,” I blinked as I sat back. 
 
    “Have you tried? Tried listening?” she asked as she cocked her head. 
 
    I sighed as I sipped my juice, keeping my fingers wrapped around the cool glass as I closed my eyes. I focused, trying to recreate the feeling of hearing Skip’s thoughts. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “Here, give me your hand,” Emma sighed as she held out her hand expectantly. 
 
    I hesitantly laid my hand out in hers, palm upwards. 
 
    “Relax, I’m just doing a reading, focusing on last night,” she murmured as her eyes lit up with that soft green glow. 
 
    She pursed her lips as her frown deepened, and she traced the lines in the palm of my hand. I felt that foreign energy tingle through me like when she’d done the tarot card reading, and I tried to relax so it could do its work. 
 
    She pulled back after a moment and released my hand. 
 
    “Not true telepathy. Whatever happened last night must’ve linked those in the house. Do you all wear these charms?” she asked as she jingled my charm bracelet. 
 
    “Yeah, to talk to Oliver when he’s stuck,” I said. 
 
    “Well, whatever magic went through you, got amplified through this. If the others were wearing them too, then you possibly got a little linked up thanks to the jumbling with charm magic,” she said with a shrug. 
 
    “What was the magic then?” I asked, intrigued by her reasoning. It wasn’t something I’d even considered, that the charms we used to communicate with Ollie could be the cause. 
 
    “No idea, something deep inside you, that’s for sure,” she said, her eyes trailing over me as if she were expecting the answers to reveal themselves right then. 
 
    “So why were Marcus and Skip different?”  
 
    “How should I know,” she snorted. 
 
    I just rolled my eyes, glancing at the clock on the wall behind the counter. I needed to get my muffin finished soon. 
 
    “You tried asking family?” she suddenly said. 
 
    “No, I don’t really know much family,” I sighed. 
 
    “Well, it’s worth a shot. Might get you some more answers.” 
 
    “Right, I’d have to find some family first,” I said softly as I picked my muffin apart to eat. 
 
    “Got plans after work?” she asked. 
 
    “Avoiding the boys,” I smirked. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because they all like me, and now I’ve been with one of them. I’m worried how they’ll react,” I groaned as I stuffed some muffin into my mouth. Something sweet was definitely in order right now. 
 
    “You really need to tell me about that,” she grinned, those eyes lighting up at the thought. 
 
    “How about you catch me after work, I finish in an hour. I’ll tell you about it then,” I chuckled. 
 
    “Great! I might pop down to the bookstore, if I’m not back by three, come down there. I probably just got caught looking at books,” she said as she stood up. 
 
    I finished the last few bits of my muffin and downed my juice before joining her. 
 
    “We’ll figure this out, don’t worry,” she said as she gave me a hug. “See you soon!” 
 
    “See you soon,” I nodded as she turned and headed for the door. 
 
    I gathered up my glass and plate and headed back behind the counter to rinse them and add them to the dishwasher. 
 
    I’d figure out what this was, what it all meant. Maybe Lucas would have dug up something by the time I got home. 
 
    The thought of seeing Ollie made me cringe. Would he know? He’d be devastated. And what about Marcus? Did this mean anything? God, I really didn’t want to try to figure all this out right now.  
 
    But no matter how much I tried, the next whole hour was spent mulling things over. 
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    The bookstore was old and dark, but it felt more cozy than most bookstores I’d been too. The smell of books, old and new, perfumed the air, and I drew in the relaxing aroma as I nodded at the lady perched on a stool behind the counter. She was reading, but had looked up to acknowledge my presence. I continued examining the quaint little store, a smile forming on my lips. 
 
    Lamps gave it a warm feel, sitting on various antique looking tables, and I spied a reading area further up the back of the store. 
 
    I found Emma perched on an old leather lounge up the back, immersed in some fantasy book. 
 
    “Hey,” I greeted her, and her head snapped up. 
 
    “God, I’m sorry,” she cringed. “I got caught up.” 
 
    “I can see, good book?” I asked. 
 
    “Yep, I’ll buy it so I can finish it later,” she grinned as she folded the corner of the page and slammed it shut. “How about we walk while we talk?” 
 
    “Sure,” I shrugged, not bothering to sit down beside her. I glanced down at my apron that I still wore, not wanting to try to stuff it into my handbag. I’d be asking for trouble doing that, it was way too small. My handbag would pop. 
 
    Emma led the way to the counter where she paid for her book and tucked it into her messenger bag before leading the way out. 
 
    She wore a short blue skirt today that showed off her pale legs, and a purple singlet that went well with it. 
 
    “So, tell me alllll about this sexy vampire,” she turned on me once we were out of the bookstore. 
 
    I laughed at her desperate need to know, her footsteps bouncing and eager as we continued walking in the direction of home. 
 
    “Well, he was a good, real good kisser,” I said, wondering just how much I should share. 
 
    “Mmm, I bet,” she moaned, fluttering her eyes before giggling. 
 
    “We didn’t actually do the deed, he just wanted to go down there, see if he could taste the honey,” I admitted. 
 
    “I believe vamps can. They can taste most bodily fluids, another reason they love fae. All fae, no matter the sub species, have honey flavored orgasms,” she shrugged. 
 
    I snorted and burst into giggles as a man walking past us whipped his head around, staring wide-eyed at her. Emma just gave him the brightest grin, which only made me laugh more as we continued walking. 
 
    “Well, he certainly loved it, as did I,” I sighed, remembering that hot, beautiful session we’d had. My body warmed at the memory, and I suddenly wanted to slip back into his bed, to finish what we’d started properly.  
 
    “Did you ever use toys?” she asked, not bothering to keep her voice down. Thankfully, there weren’t many people around to hear us as we passed the Lawyer’s and Solicitor’s building. 
 
    “Yeah,” I snorted. “Ended badly,” I muttered. 
 
    “How?” Now she was curious. 
 
    “Well, my first one, let’s just say I didn’t know about this mischief magic thing. I ended up running around the house, stark naked, trying to beat a flying, honking, pink vibrator to death with a book. It was a little sad, it was my first ever toy, and I was only just getting to know it,” I sighed. “At least my housemate wasn’t home.” 
 
    “Wow,” Emma chortled. 
 
    “I wore my pendant after that, and got a slightly better quality one next. It died a few months back though.” 
 
    “Your aunt is so strange, having forced you to wear a charmed pendant. That’d be against the laws for sure. It was her duty to teach you about yourself if she was your guardian,” Emma scowled. I’d told her a little bit about my aunt and cousin one afternoon, and she was not a fan. 
 
    “I had the same kind of problem with a toy, except I live at home still,” Emma scrunched up her nose as she remembered it. 
 
    “Ouch, did anyone see?” 
 
    “Well, mine wasn’t honking. It was on a mission…” she muttered, contemplating how best to tell her story. “It basically flew downstairs, into the kitchen, where my mom was working on a potion for a customer, and threw itself into the bowl. Turns out it was a hair growing potion, to promote hair growth in a bald shifter. Since it was already covered in mischief magic, it just exploded into a big mess of long, growing hair. It didn’t stop either. And not just any hair, pubic hair. I still have nightmares about that,” she shuddered, then grinned at me. 
 
    “Is this true?” I said in disbelief, utterly shocked at what she’d just said. I was just imagining the scene unfolding, and the sheer embarrassment she must have felt. How did her mother react? 
 
    “Completely. Thankfully, mum helped me murder it, and my dad had to sit me down and explain it to me. No one had really done the sex talk with me, and now we had to. Turns out, pixie men are the same. So we have to be careful. Once we finish, we need to focus on drawing our magic back to ourselves, or there could be trouble.” 
 
    “That must have been so awkward,” I winced, feeling her pain. 
 
    “It was, at first, but it’s made us closer now. And we laugh looking back on it,” Emma chuckled. 
 
    “You’re so lucky,” I grinned. 
 
    “So, where are we headed?” she asked as we kept at a steady pace. 
 
    I slowed as I looked around. “I guess I was just walking home, sorry.” 
 
    “That’s all good! Maybe I can finally come by and check out these housemates for a while,” she winked. “Besides, we could do some practice if you want? Of masking your magic? And having me there might make it less awkward too.” 
 
    “Sure, I’d like that.” 
 
      
 
    I grimaced as we walked to the front door and Skip flung it open. He grinned out at us, those bright blue eyes glancing at Emma before rolling over me. And, true to his nature, he was wearing only a pair of navy board shorts. 
 
    “You’re home!” he beamed, stretching to ruffle his dirty blond crew cut hair. 
 
    I could feel Emma practically drooling beside me. 
 
    Those chiseled abs were a sight for sore eyes. Utter perfection. 
 
    “How was your first day?” he asked as he held the door open for us. 
 
    Emma walked in first, not bothering to hide it as she checked him out. 
 
    Too bad Skip was focused on me, and as I went to pass him, he stepped forward, forcing me to brush against that naked chest. 
 
    He just smirked at me with a glint in his eye. 
 
    Definitely on purpose. 
 
    “It was great, busy,” I said, trying to keep my mind from wandering. I didn’t want it slipping into his head again. 
 
    “Wow, that’s all,” he said with an eye roll. 
 
    “Lots of coffees made, I helped Gina make brownies. She told me about magic infused treats that she wants to stock,” I shared. 
 
    “They’re always good,” he nodded as he followed after me into the living room. 
 
    Emma flopped down onto the nearest red lounge, and my breath caught as my eyes fell on Marcus, who was tucked behind his laptop on the other lounge. 
 
    He was already watching me, a delicious smirk playing on his lips as his eyes trailed over me. 
 
    I could see a little inside his head, of how he wanted to ravage me again, and my body reacted instantly to it. 
 
    Skip let out a soft growl as he stepped closer behind me, the heat radiating off his chest as he drew in my scent. 
 
    Damn. 
 
    “Ally!” 
 
    Thank God. 
 
    Ollie strode into the room from the kitchen, grinning as he bit into a caramello koala. 
 
    “Well, isn’t this nice,” Emma murmured, and I rolled my eyes at her as she eyed the three men in the room now. 
 
    “How was your first day?” Ollie asked as he gave Emma a curious look before focusing back on me. 
 
    “Great, busy,” I said, attempting to ignore Skip’s warm presence behind my back. Marcus was watching him, his eyes dark, and I wondered if he was annoyed with the shifter. 
 
    “We were actually going to practice masking her magic this afternoon. And can anyone help her learn some defense? I have a feeling she never got taught,” Emma said, sensing the growing heat in the room as Marcus and Skip eyed off each other. The thought of them both wanting me was only getting me excited. 
 
    Would they consider sharing me? I’d be down for that. 
 
    “Did you get taught defense?” Skip asked, his hot breath washing over my left ear as he stepped closer, his chest pressing against my back. I quivered and looked to Marcus, who looked ready to flit over and hurl Skip across the room.  
 
    “No, why?” I said, attempting to keep my voice from wavering. I caught a glimpse of what Skip wanted to do to me, and heat coursed through me, drawing a sharp intake of air from Oliver as his eyes dilated. 
 
    Things were getting heavy in here. 
 
    “All supes are taught defense, it’s mandatory in primary and high school. In case they run into problems with hunters or other supes,” Emma explained, a smile playing on her lips as her eyes flicked from me to the three men. She knew things were getting heated, and she was enjoying it. 
 
    “Hunters?” I murmured, fighting the urge to lean back against Skip and melt. I wanted to see just how good he was with his hands, to see what that two pronged penis was like.  
 
    I yelped as Marcus was before me in an instant, his eyes flashing as he wrapped his hands around my waist. 
 
    Then the air rushed by, and we were standing in his room. 
 
    “Someone’s needy,” he purred as he kissed my neck, but I could sense an underlying frustration in his tone. 
 
    “Someone was in the middle of a conversation,” I sighed, but didn’t move away from his soft kisses. 
 
    “I don’t like you thinking about Skip,” he growled against my skin, his teeth brushing against it and sending exhilarating tingles shooting through me. 
 
    “I thought it was not a thing, last night,” I murmured, shivering as his cool fingers slipped under my shirt to caress my stomach. 
 
    “It was a moment,” he grunted as he pushed his body against mine. 
 
    “But we’re not a thing, remember,” I reminded him. We’d agreed on something along those lines. Kind of. From our shared thoughts. 
 
    “Doesn’t mean I like you thinking about the others,” he said as his fingers glided up to slip under my bra. 
 
    “Marcus!” 
 
    I jumped as Skip pounded on the door, rattling the locked doorknob as he cursed. 
 
    Marcus pulled back and sighed as those icy eyes flicked to the door in annoyance. 
 
    “You can’t just take her away, she’s not yours!” Skip snapped. 
 
    “He’s right,” I said with a teasing smile.  
 
    Marcus just narrowed his eyes before swooping down to catch my mouth. 
 
    I ignored the pounding on the door as he kissed me, his cool tongue sliding over my lower lip and demanding access. I allowed him to deepen the kiss, unable to withhold the moan that he drew from me. 
 
    “Don’t make me tear this thing down,” Skip growled through the door. 
 
    I chuckled into Marcus’ mouth and broke the kiss. 
 
    “Someone’s not happy,” I grinned. 
 
    “Someone likes to get his dick wet,” Marcus grunted. 
 
    “I seem to remember you having some of the same thoughts.” I arched an eyebrow at him. “I’m coming, Skip!” I called out. 
 
    “You better fucking not be! He already got a taste of you, he needs to share!” Skip shouted, and I burst into laughter as the realization hit me. 
 
    Marcus couldn’t avoid my infectious laughter, and grinned as he shook his head, those sweet, frosty eyes dancing with joy at my laughter. 
 
    I could feel it too. He really did love seeing me happy. 
 
    I strode over to the door and unlocked it, swinging it open to stare up at a furious Skip. 
 
    “As far as I’m aware, I don’t belong to anyone in this house,” I said bluntly as he gave me a once over. Satisfied I was dressed and untouched, he relaxed a little. 
 
    “I know that,” he said as he shifted uneasily. 
 
    “Really, cause it seems like you two are fighting over me,” I smirked as I glanced between the pair. 
 
    Neither of them said a word as they exchanged looks. 
 
    “Now, I’m going downstairs to practice magic with Emma, and find out about hunters. You too need to keep your dicks in your pants. If I’m interested, I’ll let you know,” I said with a flirtatious smile as I pushed past Skip. 
 
    I headed down the hall, turning back to see Marcus hanging his head out his bedroom door and staring after me, while Skip looked confused and lost. 
 
    If they could learn to share, then things would get so much more interesting. 
 
      
 
    “So, hunters, what are they?” I asked as I headed back into the living room. I pulled my apron off and tossed it onto the lounge as I sat down beside Emma, who was grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    “Sorry about them,” Ollie said softly from the opposite lounge. 
 
    “It’s fine,” I shrugged, noting how he’d stayed out of it. He did look a little bummed though. I hadn’t meant to hurt him by being with Marcus, it just happened. And I had no idea how I felt about the guys. I liked them all, and I couldn’t help but be attracted to them all. 
 
    “Well, now that that little scene is done with, I’ll tell you about hunters,” Emma chuckled. She had certainly enjoyed that way too much, and I doubted it was the last I’d hear of it. 
 
    “Hunters are humans who know about supes, they hunt and kill us for being different. Normally only rogues, since that’s all they really know about,” Emma explained as she sprawled out on the lounge beside me, propping herself up on the cushions and making herself at home. 
 
    “And rogues are supes that go bad. Murderers and dark magic users from my understanding,” I checked. I’d done some reading about rogues. 
 
    “Yep, think of the vamps who go on killing sprees, shifters who get a taste for human blood, witches who wield dark magic, all that sort of stuff. But sometimes, hunters catch wind of a normal supe, someone who hasn’t broken any rules. That’s why we’re taught defense. The Council does their best to keep us safe from hunters, and if they become a problem to non-rogues, the Council deals with them,” Emma said as she inspected her nails and frowned at them. 
 
    “How come I’ve never heard of them before?” I muttered. 
 
    “Because your aunt sucks,” Ollie stated. 
 
    “But we can teach you!” Skip said as he strolled into the living room with Marcus behind him. Both stared at me, and I glimpsed the briefest moment. Skip had informed Marcus he was going to win me over.  
 
    Marcus was not too pleased, but I was still a free woman, single as far as I was concerned. I couldn’t get a good reading on Marcus, but he seemed to understand I had my own mind, even if he wasn’t too thrilled about what that could mean. 
 
    “We?” I queried. 
 
    “Yep, I’ll teach you to fight off a shifter attack, and Marcus will teach you defensive tactics for a hunter,” he grinned. 
 
    “I’ll teach you either in the games room or outside after da—” 
 
    “I can teach you now though,” Skip said, jumping in before Marcus could finish his sentence. 
 
    “Guys, she’s practicing warding first,” Emma sighed as she waved at them to remind them she was there.  
 
    “Fine,” Skip muttered as he joined Ollie on the far couch. 
 
    Marcus just moved across the room to gather up his laptop and flit upstairs without another word. 
 
    I felt a little bad seeing him go. As much as I would’ve liked our steamy session to continue, I had a friend over. 
 
      
 
    We spent some time practicing my warding, and after an hour or so, I’d gotten fairly good at it. Emma said she could barely see my aura when she reached out for it, which was quite good. 
 
    Skip and Ollie were taking turns playing PlayStation while we did this, but they kept the volume down so I could concentrate. 
 
    “Where’s Lucas anyway?” I asked finally, content that I’d learned enough to do with warding for the day. 
 
    “Seeing Issac and Richo again,” Skip said as he watched Ollie take his turn on the PlayStation. 
 
    “Well, I think she’s ready to learn some defensive stuff if you boys are finished here,” Emma said as she turned and raised an eyebrow at the pair on the other lounge. 
 
    “Great!” Skip grinned as he leaned forward. 
 
    “I’m confused. How would I defend myself against a shifter anyway? There are so many kinds of you guys,” I said as I chewed my lip. Skip watched me do this, his blue eyes focusing on my lips, sending a tingle of heat through me. 
 
    No. I wanted to learn. 
 
    I’d think about sexy stuff later. 
 
    “Different ways with different shifters,” Emma shrugged. 
 
    “That’s not helpful,” I muttered. 
 
    “We’ll start with kangaroo shifters. We’re pretty carefree, so I can’t see why you’d get on the bad side of one, but still, we’re a dangerous shifter,” Skip said seriously. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Dingoes and canine shifters are more standard, defend yourself by covering your most vulnerable points. They can’t help it, in their shifted state, if they want to hurt you badly, they’ll go for the throat. Make sure you protect it, and aim for their underside with attacks, or their eyes,” Ollie said as he paused his game to save it. 
 
    “I really don’t think I need to learn defense with shifters,” I said earnestly. Besides, it sounded hard. Nor was I expecting to have any shifters coming after me. 
 
    “It’s mandatory. What they teach you in high school is actually how to harness your inner magic. Every supe has magic that they can wield, but what we don’t learn about until high school or sometimes later on in life depending on our schooling, is that we all have the same inner magic. A primitive, ancient magic that we all share, considering all supes are related back to one single heir long ago,” Emma said, leaning forward as the words poured forth. 
 
    “You can use it in times of serious distress, life or death situations. You have to reach deep inside yourself to harness it, and you need to guide it to protect you,” she continued. 
 
    “I have more than mischief magic?” 
 
    “Yep, your soul magic as some call it. The place where everything comes from, it’s the same magic that actually masks you from humans a little, warping their reality if they see your magic,” Ollie jumped in before Emma could get any words out. She shot him a look, but then softened at how he seemed only eager for me to learn. 
 
    “If this soul magic protects us, why hasn’t it shown itself earlier?” I said, a pang of pain washing through me at the thought of my past. Why hadn’t it protected me then? 
 
    “It only shows itself in life or death situations, if you want to use it in other instances, you need to draw it out. Even in life and death moments, it might be hard to access. You need to know what you’re doing,” Ollie said, frowning as he gazed at me. He knew about my scars, but not about my true past. Only Marcus knew that. 
 
    “We’ll teach you how to access it, how to draw it forth,” Skip said enthusiastically as he stood up. 
 
    “How?” I said in bewilderment. It didn’t sound easy at all.  
 
    “Come, we’ll go outside and get started. Emma and Ollie know a bit about it, they got their training at high school,” Skip said. 
 
    “Home schooling, actually,” Emma corrected him. “But I got taught it.” 
 
    “Right,” Skip gave her a sheepish smile before focusing back on me. 
 
    “You ready?” he asked as he offered me his hand. 
 
    “Hell no.” Was my honest answer, but I took his large, warm hand, loving how it sent a sweet shiver through me and he drew in a sharp breath. He pulled me to my feet, forcing me against his chest as he stared down into my eyes. 
 
    “Little Bee Sting has much to learn,” he murmured. 
 
    Feeling his body pushed up against mine wanted to send it into overdrive, but I squashed it down as I forced myself to step back. He just smirked, knowing full well the effect he had on me. 
 
    The twat nugget. 
 
    ‘Seriously, twat nugget?’ 
 
    I jumped as Marcus’s voice slipped into my mind and I scowled, causing Skip to frown at me. 
 
    ‘Stay out of my head,’ I projected back. 
 
    ‘Can’t, sorry. But I can teach you how to swear properly if you’d like?’ 
 
    ‘Fuck off.’ 
 
    Marcus deep chuckle rumbled through my mind, making my legs wobbly as I felt his interest peak. Maybe I’d slip into his room later. I could definitely use some fun with him. God knows I was having trouble keeping my panties from pooling with Skip teasing me so much. 
 
    “Let’s head outside, that’ll be best,” Emma said as she stood up and stretched. 
 
    Ollie watched her do this as her shirt rode up, revealing her flawless belly. I felt a brief wash of jealousy at the way he was watching her, but forced it away. I’d specifically told Skip and Marcus I belonged to no one, that if I wanted one of them, I’d let them know. 
 
    That also meant the same for all of them. They were free to do whatever they pleased. 
 
    Skip led the way, and I followed after him out through the kitchen and onto the back verandah overlooking the backyard. 
 
    Skip turned as he jumped down the steps, offering me his hand like a gentleman. I rolled my eyes at his not so subtle attempt to woo me, and accepted his hand in walking down the steps. 
 
    “Still not want me?” he growled as he dipped down beside my ear. 
 
    “Not right now,” I shot back instantly. 
 
    “I think you’re lying,” he murmured as he brushed his hand across my stomach. It was nothing sexual or teasing, but it was enough to make me catch my breath. What would he be like in bed? Was he this confident because he was good? And if he was a player, there had to be another reason he got the girls apart from his dashing looks. 
 
    He stepped away from me, cocking his head at me and then smiling at Emma as she drew up beside me. Ollie remained on the verandah, taking a seat on the steps as he watched us. 
 
    Skip turned away from us, seeming to scan the backyard for any unwanted guests before nodding in satisfaction. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I said hoarsely as he began pulling down his board shorts and underwear in one go.  
 
    “Don’t stop him,” Emma hissed as she ogled the piece of his arse that we could now see. It was a few shades lighter than the rest of him, but it was just as toned and round as I expected it to be. I wanted to grip it tight, feel that muscle beneath my fingers. 
 
    Quit it! I scolded myself. Now was not the time. Besides, Marcus was in my head, and he didn’t seem too impressed whenever I thought about Skip. He’d made no move to try to turn this thing between us into something, and I wasn’t prepared to be tied down either. To be honest, the thought of testing out each of the boys was exciting, but I worried about what it would do to our good relationship. 
 
    “Gotta be naked to shift, Bee Sting,” Skip winked and grinned over his shoulder, half his arse pointed towards me. 
 
    I was lost for words as he tore them down and turned to face us, and Emma’s hands gripped my arm tightly as she gasped. 
 
    He hadn’t been joking about kangaroo shifters largeness in that department. He was hung like a horse. And all I could think about now was how the hell that would fit in me. I’d try, because by fucking God, it looked like it would be fun as hell. 
 
    Sorry Marcus, if you’re listening in. 
 
    “Getting a good look, love?” Skip asked, and the blood rushed to my face as I struggled to pull my eyes off of his dick. 
 
    Too bad my interest in it had only made it start to grow. All I wanted to do was ask him to take me upstairs and have his way with me. 
 
    “You are so lucky,” Emma whispered as she pushed me towards him. 
 
    More like horny I’d say. 
 
    Skip’s nostrils flared and he smirked at me knowingly as I fought the urge to stare at his now engorged cock. 
 
    We should definitely skip the lesson. 
 
    My eyes widened as Skip curled over, and I just watched in awe as his body cracked and shifted, red, rusty colored fur bursting forth from his skin as his ears and face elongated. Sandy white fur overtook his arms and legs, along with his soft looking snout as his whole body shifted. 
 
    And that gorgeous ass changed, his spine growing outwards as it formed his muscular tail. It took less than half a minute before the huge red kangaroo stood in Skip’s place. 
 
    And he was just as ripped as he was in human form, and as tall as me in his resting position, slightly standing. 
 
    “Damn,” I breathed, watching as he stretched and stood to his full height. 
 
    Now he towered over me, balancing on his toes as he cocked his head, those lazy eyes amused at my shock. 
 
    I could easily see why they were considered one of our deadliest shifters, along with crocs. Put a human brain in this monster, and you had yourself a pretty wicked weapon. 
 
    “Remember, those back legs and claws are meant to disembowel,” Emma called out from her perch on the verandah steps with Ollie now. 
 
    Skip scratched his chest at this as he leaned back on his tail to raise his feet up, as if showing me just how deadly they could be. 
 
    I knew exactly how dangerous they were. People had died from them, along with a lot of dogs. 
 
    “So, now what?” I asked as I stared up at Skip, who had straightened to tower over me once more. 
 
    “The soul magic you want to access is deep inside you. You need to reach inside for it,” Ollie said from his seat beside Emma, where he was watching our little lesson with interest. 
 
    “How?” I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “Skip’s going to attack you, and you’re going to summon it forth,” Ollie said, as if I’d magically know how. 
 
    “Envision a time when you were really scared and wanted to defend yourself. Picture yourself radiating your true energy, like it’s protecting you no matter what. You want to envision it drawing out Skip’s magic, his shifter magic. This will force him to shift back, and be incapacitated for a short while. It’s not an easy one to achieve, and many fail to use it when they need to,” Emma said as she rested her chin on her hand. 
 
    Skip moved forward, using his tail to propel him in one big stride to stand right before me. 
 
    I wanted to step back and put some distance between me and this gigantic beast. 
 
    I squealed as he shot forward, those muscular arms wrapping around me tightly. I would not have thought he’d have such a strong grip, but those little clawed hands held onto my back as he squeezed me. 
 
    “Defend yourself!” Emma shouted. 
 
    Right, defend myself while being suffocated. Why hadn’t anyone given me a heads up? Surely he wouldn’t actually hurt me? 
 
    I closed my eyes, gasping as he lifted me clean off the ground, crushing me against that solid, soft chest as his head nestled on my shoulder. 
 
    I vote never to hug a kangaroo. 
 
    I focused, trying to envision true danger, a time when I needed to defend myself. 
 
    “Tell me, little one, how does it feel, how does it feel for your flesh to burn?” 
 
    I gritted my teeth as I imagined the cigarette burning my skin as I was pinned down, crying out in pain. 
 
    “Good, I’m sensing it, you’ve found it, now draw it out!” Emma called out in encouragement. 
 
    I tried to envision my supposed true energy defending me, sucking up Skip’s shifter magic. 
 
    My chest was starting to hurt from his tight grip, and I couldn’t feel anything coming forth, no matter how much I tried. 
 
    Minutes dragged by, and Skip eased off on the crushing grip a little, but not enough that it wasn’t uncomfortable. 
 
    Emma kept guiding me, instructing me on what to do, but I couldn’t get my true energy to reveal itself. 
 
    I was getting light-headed now, and my mind slipped to another moment, another painful one that I’d tried so hard to forget. 
 
    The bedroom door groaned as it opened, and I huddled deeper beneath my blanket as I heard Wayne stumble in. Even without a true wolf nose, I could smell the alcohol on him. I carefully pulled the blanket over my head, hating how the soft glow from the moon through the window revealed his looming form in the doorway. I didn’t want to see him in here. Not tonight. Not any night. 
 
    He stumbled over to the bed, falling onto the side of it and crushing my leg beneath the blanket. 
 
    But I dare not make a sound. If he thought I was asleep, maybe he’d go away. Maybe he wouldn’t hurt me. 
 
    “Such a pretty thing,” he slurred as he righted himself, leaning over where my head was tucked behind the blankets. 
 
    “Always a good girl for Uncle Wayne,” he chuckled, the overwhelming stench of alcohol drifting through the small breathing gap of the blanket. 
 
    I bit my lip hard as he pulled my blanket off, sighing as he stared at me. I kept my eyes closed now, not wanting to see it. 
 
    “Now, let’s not make a sound again, okay? We don’t want your aunt getting upset.” 
 
    Not that she’d cared when I’d told her last time. She’d said I was lying, I was a pixie and a liar. 
 
    The bed shifted under his weight as he moved to cover my body with his, his fingers moving down to fumble with my pajama pants. 
 
    Tears trickled from my eyes as he pinned me down, crushing my body under his as he murmured sweet words to me. Words I wished I’d never hear.  
 
    I just wanted it to stop. 
 
    “Let go!” I screamed, the fear shooting through me at the horrifyingly vivid memory. 
 
    Somehow, I managed to still envision Skip’s magic being drawn out, and I choked as a strange sensation washed over me and white light flashed around me. 
 
    The kangaroo shrieked as he dropped me, and I collapsed to the ground as I gasped for air, staring in horror as Skip curled in on himself, holding himself in pain as his body shifted back and he flopped to the ground. 
 
    “Skip!” I panicked as he groaned and clutched at his chest and stomach as he lay in the fetal position. 
 
    “You did it!” Ollie said as he flew over to crouch beside me as I knelt over Skip. “He’ll be okay, it hurts, being forced to shift back by soul magic, but it’ll pass.” 
 
    “You guys didn’t tell me it would hurt him,” I whimpered as I reached out to touch Skip’s naked back. 
 
    He shivered and opened his eyes, managing a weak smile. 
 
    “It’s… alright, Bee Sting. You need… to learn,” he ground out, groaning as he curled in more on himself. 
 
    I glanced back over to where Emma sat, her stony face focused hard on me. 
 
    A chill ran over me as the blood seeped from my face. Had she seen my memory?  
 
    “I think that’s enough for today.” 
 
    I flinched as Marcus appeared by my side, sliding a comforting arm around my waist as he helped me to my feet. 
 
    Ollie frowned as Marcus kept me firm against his side, and I stared down at Skip, wincing at his obvious discomfort. 
 
    “You said he’ll be okay?” I checked with Ollie quickly. 
 
    “Yeah, give him a few more minutes and it’ll pass,” he nodded, but his expression was uncertain as he watched me. He knew there was something more going on right now. 
 
    “You… okay?” Skip grunted as he managed to raise himself up a little. 
 
    “Yeah, fine, I’m more worried about you,” I said with a small smile. 
 
    “I’ll be fine,” he gave me a pained but reassuring smile. 
 
    “Let’s get you inside,” Marcus murmured, and I turned to look up at him. 
 
    He’d seen it, and felt it. 
 
    But I was more concerned with the small slivers of steam rising off him in the direct sunlight. 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded, knowing he needed to get inside too.  
 
    He flitted me past Emma, who was still staring at me with a hard to read expression. 
 
    Great. Now another person knew my ugly history. Just what I wanted. 
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    Marcus. 
 
      
 
    I felt the fear creeping through Ally before I saw it, the memory that had been tugged to the surface by her attempts at defensive training. 
 
    Rage surged through me at this man who’d done her harm, and I growled as I flitted downstairs to try to help her. I hated knowing she was hurting, feeling her pain, sharing it. 
 
    I’d done my best to ignore the thoughts she was having of Skip. I’d decided not to make her mine, and she seemed content with being a free woman. Didn’t mean I had to like it though. 
 
    And Skip had no intention of stopping. He wanted her too. We all did, I knew that. Even Lucas, our extravagant housemate. He had his eye on her as well. Something about her drew us all in, the way she fit so perfectly here, how she became one of us so quickly. 
 
    I got onto the verandah just in time to see the power surge forth from her in a bright white glow, knocking Skip backwards and forcing him to shift back into human state.  
 
    But it wasn’t gone, the helplessness that Ally felt. I wanted to get her somewhere safe, to make that go away. I needed her happy and laughing again, her bright smile lighting up the house once more. 
 
    I brought her inside and set her down on the lounge, smiling softly as I knelt down before her. I wiped the tears from her face as she sniffled. She looked confused, as if she didn’t realize she’d been crying. 
 
    “He can’t hurt you anymore,” I murmured as I stroked her cheek. 
 
    “Doesn’t change the fact that he did,” she whispered as she played with the hem of her work shorts. 
 
    “Wayne is dead, he paid the price,” I said bluntly. He’d paid the price indeed, having been mauled to death. I quickly shoved the thought away. Lucas had helped me conjure a spell to ward my mind a little from her, but if she pried, she’d see.  
 
    “I know,” she said, her voice almost inaudible. 
 
    “And Brett will never hurt you again either. I’d kill him for what he did to you,” I growled, and those soft doe eyes finally met mine, filled with a fire that I’d come to know. She was no victim, she was a fighter, and she’d keep pushing forward. 
 
    “Karma will find him, one way or another,” she sighed as she raised her head, and I smiled at her courage. Nothing would hold her down. 
 
    “But if I ever come across him, I’ll make sure he never even thinks of you again,” I said firmly. I wanted to kill the bastard for hurting her. But murder was not my forte. I’d break his limbs instead. A fae would be no match for me. 
 
    She managed a smile as she reached out to stroke my face. “Thanks.” 
 
    “I just want you smiling and happy,” I admitted as I moved to sit beside her. 
 
    “Right, my broody, dark little vampire wants me to be his sunshine,” she chuckled, and the sound relieved me. 
 
    “Why not?” I shrugged as I wrapped an arm around her shoulder. 
 
    “I didn’t know it would hurt him,” she winced, remembering what had happened to Skip. I could feel her guilt for what she’d done. 
 
    “He agreed to it, knowing full well the consequence,” I reminded her. 
 
    “Still.” 
 
    “Hey, how you doing?” Emma murmured as she joined us in the living room. 
 
    “I’m okay,” Ally said as she leaned into me. Feeling her warmth, her body nestled into my side, was like feeling completely at home.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Emma sighed, glancing at me and nodding in acknowledgement. 
 
    “Nothing for you to be sorry about,” Ally said quickly. 
 
    “Well, in that moment, you were a pretty strong broadcaster,” she said as she chewed her lip. 
 
    Ally sagged against me and sighed. “You saw, hey?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Emma nodded. 
 
    “The others don’t know. We should keep it that way,” I said quickly, sensing Ollie helping Skip up the steps outside.  
 
    Emma just nodded, looking to Ally for confirmation, who nodded softly as well. 
 
    Ollie managed to help Skip into the living room, with his shorts back on thankfully. He dumped him on the opposite lounge, and Ally cringed as he groaned. 
 
    “Well, you got that one pretty quick, I will admit, I was not expecting it,” Skip said as he sat up against the cushions. Ollie sat down beside him, watching Ally carefully. 
 
    He knew there was something more, I could see it in those amber eyes as he checked Ally over. Strangely, his worry for her relieved me. I was glad she had more than just me looking out for her. 
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t know it would hurt you,” Ally apologized. 
 
    “Stop saying sorry,” Skip scolded her. “I’m fine, it just hurts for a little while but passes, no permanent damage, just drains you a bit. Relax, Bee Sting, you did good. Most supes take a few lessons to pick it up, you got it quickly.” 
 
    “Really?” she seemed surprised at this information, and I squeezed her shoulder gently. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s a hard one to get,” Emma agreed as she remained standing, leaning against the doorframe from the kitchen. 
 
    “Huh, guess that’s good,” Ally murmured, a hint of confidence in her voice. 
 
    “Marcus can teach you the normal defense stuff, but maybe another day, I think that’s enough for now,” Skip said as he sunk into the cushions and closed his eyes. 
 
    Ally nodded as she flicked those chocolate eyes around the group. 
 
    “Well, I should get going, I’ve got an early class in the morning, and it’ll be getting dark soon,” Emma said as she pushed off the doorframe. 
 
    “Need a lift?” Skip asked as he opened one eye. 
 
    Emma snorted and shook her head. “Relax, cowboy, I’m a big girl, and you need to rest.” 
 
    “I’ll walk you out,” Ally said quickly as she slipped away from my side, the coldness of the dead washing over me once more. 
 
    I gazed after her, grateful she’d managed to move away from that horrid memory. 
 
    But now I wanted to know. Where was this Brett? I couldn’t do anything about Wayne, he was already dead, but perhaps I could pay a visit to Brett, make sure he knew what he’d done was wrong. 
 
    I’d ask Lucas when he got home, find an address. I’m sure he’d understand. 
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    “Well, this arvo sure was interesting,” Emma sighed as we walked out the front door and down the steps leading off the verandah. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” I said softly as I looked at the sky. The sun was setting, and the sky was doused in an array of pink and orange hues to mark the ending of the day. Always a beautiful sight to see. 
 
    “You can talk to me if you ever need to, okay?” Emma turned to me, those grey eyes troubled. 
 
    “I know, thank you,” I nodded. I didn’t like to talk about my past. Ever. It was behind me, where it belonged. Why dredge it up? 
 
    “So, you’ve got them hounding after you pretty bad,” she snickered, changing the subject and making me relax. 
 
    “Not on purpose,” I chuckled. 
 
    “Well, you let me know if they ever drag you into a threesome, hell, a foursome, or… whatever the five one is,” she grinned, her eyes twinkling in delight. 
 
    I just laughed and shook my head at this. Marcus, sharing? I could not see that happening, but maybe Skip and Lucas. As for Ollie, well, I wasn’t sure there. 
 
    “Hey, can your mom still do that reading?” I asked. I’d found myself thinking back on Emma’s reading every now and then. I wanted to know what some of it meant. 
 
    “Sure, I’ll ask her tonight, she might be free tomorrow night, she takes Sundays off if she can afford it,” Emma promised. 
 
    “Great.” 
 
    “Well, text or call if you need to at all, okay?” Emma stepped forward to wrap her arms around me in a warm embrace. I hugged her back, beyond thankful I finally had a proper friend.  
 
    “Have a good night, message me once you’re home safe,” I said as we pulled apart. 
 
    “Will do,” she said as she waved and shifted the weight of her messenger bag on her shoulder. I watched silently as she headed down the path and  out onto the street. 
 
    She waved as a silver Mercedes 4x4 drove past her, and I grinned as Lucas pulled into the driveway. 
 
    “Hey, how was your first day?” he called out as he shut the engine off and climbed out. 
 
    “Good, it was good,” I answered as he jogged over in his forest green suit today. The color suited him, and it made his jade eyes pop. 
 
    Even in the fading sunlight, his skin still had that sun-kissed glow and he gave me his charming, lopsided smile as he drew up beside me. 
 
    “Checked Facebook?” he asked as he offered me his arm. I took a moment to realize he was being a gentleman, and giggled as I hooked my own through it. 
 
    “No, why?” I asked as we walked back up the steps onto the verandah. 
 
    “I found some relatives, spoke to them on Facebook, they said they’d add you. Aunt and uncle on your father’s side. Thought they might have some answers for you about your heritage, about your powers,” he said as we pulled up short of the door. 
 
    “Really? You found some family of mine?” I murmured. I had family out there? Family unrelated to the monsters called my aunt and cousin? 
 
    “Yeah, they seem eager to get to know you,” he said softly as he looked down at me, those beautiful forest green eyes flecked with vibrant emerald.  
 
    I caught my breath at the soft look he was giving me, the way the corners of his mouth tugged up more as he searched my face. 
 
    “Thank you,” I finally managed to say, unable to draw my eyes away from his. 
 
    “Don’t mention it, Cupcake,” he said, but his voice melted away as he dipped down. 
 
    I froze up as his lips brushed mine ever so softly, warm and sweet. 
 
    He pulled back before I could fully enjoy it, and smiled. 
 
    “So, how are the others going with winning your affections?” he joked, and I rolled my eyes at him. 
 
    “Well, I saw Skip naked,” I shrugged, loving how a look of surprise spread across his beautiful face. 
 
    “It’s a good view, isn’t it?” he chuckled, and I couldn’t stop that grin from splitting. 
 
    “Yeah,” I admitted. 
 
    “So, you only saw him naked, nothing else?” Lucas teased as he turned and pinned me against the door. 
 
    “Like what?” I purred, loving how close he was to me. I hadn’t spent much time getting to know Lucas as much as the others. He was always out or busy studying. 
 
    “Don’t play coy,” he smirked as he stroked my cheek, his fingers running down my neck and making me quiver. 
 
    “We were practicing defense against shifters,” I gasped, loving how my body was reacting to him.  
 
    “Huh, right,” he mused, his fingers dancing over the sweet spot where my neck and shoulder met. 
 
    “So, where do you keep all your suits?” I blurted, scolding myself for the random words that I let out. I was curious though, because if he had the same wardrobe we had, he couldn’t possibly fit them all in. He was always wearing a new one. 
 
    “How about I show you my room?” he suggested teasingly. 
 
    My body warmed at the thought. What did my little warlock look like under his lavish suits? 
 
    “Ally! You out there?” 
 
    Lucas sighed as he pulled away, his arms falling to his side.  
 
    “How about I show you later?” he offered as footsteps approached from the other side of the door. 
 
    I just nodded, not trusting any words I might say. I was curious about Lucas, and God knows he was as attractive as they come. 
 
    “Hey Ally— oh, hey Luke,” Ollie hesitated as he opened the door. 
 
    “What’s up?” Lucas asked, still standing quite close to me. Not that I minded. 
 
    “We were wondering what we should do for dinner, what you might like?” Ollie said, his eyes flicking between us. 
 
    “Hmm, how about I cook something?” Lucas said as he indicated for me to head inside before him. Always a gentleman. 
 
    “Hey, I forgot to tell you, I’ve got the afternoon shift tomorrow, so we can see your grandfather in the morning,” I remembered as we headed back into the living room. We’d discussed the Sunday visit to his grandfather’s, but we needed to wait until I found out my shift. 
 
    “Great! Pop will love to see us all, Skip’s coming, you still in?” Ollie asked as he turned to Luke. 
 
    “Sure, why not?” he shrugged, sending his crooked grin my way. 
 
    These boys, they were going to be the death of me. Ollie was the only one not actively trying to flirt with me and get in my pants. He was too sweet. 
 
    “What about you?” Ollie turned to Marcus, who was perched on the couch with a surprised look at being asked. 
 
    “I’ve got some studying to do, but you guys have fun,” he waved it off. 
 
    Ollie pouted but accepted the answer. 
 
    “I’m going to have a shower, I’ll see you all shortly,” I said as I picked up my discarded handbag beside the lounge. I rose to find Marcus watching me, a smile playing on his lips. 
 
    If I could have the lot of them, I would. They were all too tempting. 
 
    Marcus snorted at this and I rolled my eyes before turning and heading out to the stairs. I rummaged around for my phone, my fingers wrapping around the slim object as I walked. I should really buy it a case soon, maybe one of the wallet ones. 
 
    I clicked the home button as I climbed the stairs, smiling at the two friend requests that had popped up on the screen. 
 
    I opened up Facebook as I reached my room and walked in, sinking onto the end of my bed as I kicked my joggers off. 
 
    Natalie and Dixon Smoak.  
 
    I accepted their requests, looking at their profile pictures to inspect them. Natalie, she looked so much like my father, with his mousy brown hair and blue eyes. I only knew this from the wedding photo I had on my MacBook of my parents, not from memory. I’d been six when they’d passed, and the blurred, distant memories I had were more feelings and moments than actual memories.  
 
    Dixon was a bigger man, he reminded me of a biker with his leather jacket and broad shoulders, a scruffy brown beard and short, shaved hair. It was greying, showing his age, but his picture was him smiling with his wife nestled into his side. Natalie’s photo was her with another woman, whom was tagged as Hayley Smoak. 
 
    Was she my cousin? 
 
    My phone vibrated with a message, and my chest tightened as I opened up the message from Natalie. 
 
    OMG! Allison! I can’t believe it’s really you. Lucas found us on Facebook, and as soon as I saw his message, I couldn’t believe it. Linda told us you were too traumatized after what happened to see family, and she made it clear we weren’t welcome. I’m so sorry we didn’t try harder. She told us you wanted nothing to do with us, that you were happy. 
 
    Belinda, or known more-so to me as Linda, my horrid aunt. Why had she lied to them? Probably for the money. If I’d known I had some nice relatives, I probably would’ve wanted to live with them instead, save a childhood of pain and hurt. She needed me to stay, she wanted the money she’d get for caring for me. 
 
    The thought made me furious, and I had to take a breather before responding. 
 
    Hey Natalie, it’s good to hear from you. Linda was in it for the money I guess, she never told me about family on my father’s side.  
 
    I bit my lip as the typing icons appeared.  
 
    That wretched woman. I’m so glad you’re okay though. Lucas told me you’re at Corviticus University studying? That’s amazing. He also said you didn’t know much about yourself or your magic. I can’t help much with your Fae/pixie side, but I can answer any questions about your wolf side. 
 
    I relaxed onto my bed, a strange sensation coursing through me, a warm, fuzzy one. 
 
    I had family, and they seemed to care about me. 
 
    Yeah, I’m studying Veterinary Science. And thanks, I have had some questions come up actually. 
 
    Natalie’s message back was instant. 
 
    How about I call you? What’s your number? 
 
    My stomach tightened at this as a smile spread across my face. 
 
    I sent her my number, and my phone started ringing instantly, making me squeamish. 
 
    “Hello?” I answered hesitantly. 
 
    “You sound just like your mother,” the feminine voice murmured. 
 
    My throat tightened at this. They’d known my parents well then? I had so much I wanted to ask them now, so many questions. I’d known so little about my parents, hell, about my whole family. My aunt had refused to tell me anything about them. 
 
    “Thanks.” Was all I could respond with. 
 
    “I’m Natalie, your father’s sister,” she said, excitement and relief flooding her voice. “It’s so good to hear your voice. I remember when you were just a toddler, running amuck in the house. You were a troublemaker, but you brought many laughs and joy to your parents. You were their little angel.” 
 
    Tears stung my eyes at this, and I pursed my lips as I tried to keep it together. 
 
    “I don’t remember them really, and I never got to hear about them,” I murmured. 
 
    “I hope growing up with Linda wasn’t too bad,” Natalie sighed. “Your mother and her didn’t really get along.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know, I caught that too,” I muttered. “It wasn’t too bad,” I lied. No need to make her feel guilty.  
 
    “She never should have got custody of you. But the Supernatural Council does favor the mother’s side sadly,” she said in annoyance. “We would’ve taken you in if given the chance, but the decision was made. We had Hayley to worry about, and Linda made it clear that we weren’t welcome. I didn’t fully believe her that you didn’t want to see us, but I didn’t want to upset you either. And as years passed, I doubted you’d even remember us,” she said apologetically. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be sorry, you’re reaching out now. I’m just glad I have family, I had so much going on in my life, and I just thought no one wanted anything to do with me,” I admitted. 
 
    “Not at all! We wanted to be a part of your life. Most of our side of the family doesn’t live here, many live in the states or across the globe. Wolves here in Aus aren’t normal, but we fell in love with the place when we came over to see you when you were born, so we moved here.” 
 
    They’d been there when I was born? 
 
    “What were they like? My parents?” I asked quietly. 
 
    Natalie chuckled before answering. “Sweet, you had your mother’s eyes since you were young, choc drops we called them. Your mother, Christine, was a sweet woman, worked as the receptionist in Gerard’s veterinary clinic. Hearing that you’re studying that, it makes me so happy.” 
 
    “My dad was a vet?” I said in disbelief. I’d never known that all. 
 
    “Yeah, being a wolf, he could sense things in canines mostly. Only true shifters can sense issues in all creatures, but your dad didn’t let that stop him, he treated all walks of animals. Being a predator shifter made treating prey animals a little hard, as they can sense it, but your mother helped him. Did you know us wolves can teach ourselves to sniff out illness in all creatures. We might not know exactly what’s wrong, but we can tell a little, usually if it’s an infection or something more severe. That’s about as far as our ability goes, and learning how to do that isn’t easy either. Few wolves have bothered to learn it, as it goes by smell. Learning to pick up such small scents of infection isn’t easy, but it can be done,” Natalie explained. 
 
    I was beyond shocked to find this out. My parents had worked in a veterinary clinic? How come I’d never known. I mean, I’d googled them as an older kid, but only ever found their death article, a car accident.  
 
    But here I was, following in their footsteps unknowingly. 
 
    Was this where my sense of illness in animals came from? Was I somehow sniffing it out like my father? No. It couldn’t be that, my nose was shot, useless.  
 
    “I never knew any of that,” I murmured. 
 
    “Your dad cut back on his vet work when you were born, he wanted to spend more time with you, and he could afford to only work casually. Their clinic was down at Redland Bay, set out in a country part of the area, not too far from home.” 
 
    Redland Bay, that was on the way to the city from my understanding. That was where I’d grown up? 
 
    “I still can’t believe it, you’re all grown up now, studying,” Natalie sighed. “So, is Lucas your boyfriend?” 
 
    I snorted at this, causing her to giggle. 
 
    “No, a housemate, I’m staying in his house while I study.” 
 
    “Oh, awesome. Maple Grove, it must be nice up there on the mountain,” she sighed. “Would you like to talk to Uncle Dixon?” 
 
    Uncle. The thought made me cringe and my heart drop. 
 
    I forced the feelings away. He was nothing like Linda’s partners. At least, I sure hoped not. No. I couldn’t think like that. Not everyone was bad like them. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, trying not to sound unenthused at the idea. 
 
    “I’ll just grab him for you,” Natalie said as movement was heard and shuffling. 
 
    “Hey kiddo, long time no see!” the cheery male voice rang out. “Nat tells me you’re nineteen now, damn, how time flies. You probably don’t remember Hayley, you were only five when you last saw her, she’s eighteen now, living over with her grandmother in the States to study. I used to push you both on the swings out in the backyard, you two would laugh and beg to go higher. You got along so well,” he said, and I could almost see his soft smile as he reminisced.  
 
    “I’m sorry, I can’t really remember,” I said honestly, wishing I truly could. I wanted to know what they’d been like, how my life had been back then, but I was drawing a blank. Most of my childhood was filled with gaps, and I knew it was because I was blocking things out. I’d been told once by a therapist that my memory wasn’t too great because of the abuse I’d endured. I hadn’t seen her again. I hated talking about my issues and feelings. Saying them out loud made them all the more real. I just wanted them to go away. 
 
    I inadvertently touched my stomach, sliding my fingers under the hem to brush over the small scars. They were just the ones you could see, not the ones in my mind. 
 
    “That’s okay, you were only little. So, Lucas tells us you have some questions, some powers that you don’t understand. With your father being the wolf, it’ll be the non-dominant side, so I’m not sure how much help we can be honestly,” he said. 
 
    “That’s okay. I was just curious,” I managed a smile. Dixon sounded nice, sweet. From what I could gather over the phone anyway. There was no reason to not trust him. 
 
    But I still couldn’t shake the unease. I had two terrible father figures to blame for that, for my trust issues towards him. 
 
    “Well, fire away, we’ll see if we can answer them, I’ll just pop you on loudspeaker,” he said. I heard him mutter and curse before Natalie took over, and I couldn’t help but smile at his struggle with the phone. 
 
    “All right, we’re ready,” Natalie chuckled while Dixon sighed. 
 
    “Well, I can sense issues in animals, we think it could just be fatal stuff mostly, but what’s really bothering me is how last night I seemed to connect telepathically with one of my housemates. I saw everything about his life, felt everything,” I said as I chewed my lip. I wasn’t normally big on sharing personal things, but I needed answers, and since they were the only family I had access to, then maybe they knew something. Not to mention how Emma’s tarot card reading had suggested my answers lie on that side of the family. 
 
    Each time I thought about the tarot reading, I got a strange chill. The banshee. Why did that bother me so much? She hadn’t gotten a good reading from it, and a part of me was still curious to learn more about it. About what it signified. 
 
    “Huh, that’s an interesting one. He’s not a psychic witch is he?” Dixon asked. 
 
    “No, he was a witch at one point, just a charms and potion witch though, not psychic,” I said. I’d seen his life, I’d learned that he’d only been a potion and charm witch, along with his family. They were renowned for specializing in charming weaponry and high end jewelry. That ability had died with his turning though, because he lost a lot of his witch power. 
 
    “What do you mean at one point?” Natalie queried. 
 
    “He’s a vampire, but it’s not just him, I’ve been glimpsing thoughts from another housemate too,” I added. I wasn’t going to say only the sexual thoughts either. I’d keep that to myself. 
 
    “Well, that certainly is strange, I haven’t heard of it before,” Dixon admitted. 
 
    “Oh, okay,” I sighed, my shoulders sagging at the let down.  
 
    “I might’ve, from my childhood. It sounds like a story my mother used to tell me. I can’t really remember it, but I’ll call her and see what I can find out,” Natalie said. 
 
    I perked back up at this. Could she have answers to what was going on? I wouldn’t get my hopes up too high, but I couldn’t pretend I wasn’t at least a little hopeful. 
 
    “It’d be lovely to see you again,” Natalie continued. “Maybe we can pop down soon and visit?” 
 
    “I’d like that,” I smiled. To meet some family, real family. Family who had known my parents well and had gotten along with them. “Hey, can I get the name of my dad’s veterinary clinic too, please?”  
 
    “Of course, although I believe it’s changed hands a few times,” Natalie said. “When he had it, it was just called Redland Bay Rural Veterinary Clinic.” 
 
    My heart fluttered at this. I could look him up properly now, look up his old business. I could finally learn more about my parents. 
 
    We chatted a little while longer, Natalie promising to call her mother and get back to me as soon as possible, while Dixon began planning out a trip to visit me. I was excited yet terrified all at once. What would they be like in person? Would they be as nice as they were over the phone? What stories could they share with me about my parents, did they have a photo album? 
 
    The call ended with them wishing me the best of luck with my studies and the definite fact that they would be coming to see me very soon. 
 
    I had to sit in silence as everything sunk in, all this new information and the fact that I wasn’t alone. I had family I could turn to. 
 
    I had to thank Lucas for everything, for finding them and getting them in touch with me. I owed him more than he’d ever realize. 
 
    I’d make sure to thank him after I’d showered though. 
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    Skip. 
 
      
 
    Teaching Ally had been interesting, I hadn’t actually expected her to get it so soon, and it took me off guard as the return shift was forced upon me. 
 
    And it hurt like a motherfucker. 
 
    Typically, like the wonderful, kind girl she was, she fretted over me. 
 
    Those soft, warm hands touched me, sending a hot spark through me despite my agony. 
 
    Little Bee Sting had no idea how tempting she was.  
 
    She was what any guy could want, a kind-hearted, funny, beautiful chick who, despite what she argued, did think about sex. 
 
      
 
    Now I was sitting on the lounge with Marcus on the opposite one, Ollie beside me, while Lucas was in the kitchen. 
 
    “Don’t use her.” 
 
    “What?” I frowned, my gaze falling on Marcus who was glaring at me with his frosty eyes. 
 
    “I said, don’t use her. She deserves more than a playboy,” he sneered. 
 
    I sat up, anger boiling inside me. “I wouldn’t use her!” 
 
    “You use all the other girls, just have one night stands with them, sometimes a few more nights,” Marcus scoffed. 
 
    “Bee Sting isn’t like that,” I growled. Besides, who the hell was he to tell me what to do? He’d already had her. 
 
    “She’s more than just a sex toy,” Marcus snapped. 
 
    “You seriously don’t think I know that,” I muttered, wanting to knock some sense into him. I’d never treat Bee Sting like that. She was more than just a hookup girl. She was a long term gal. 
 
    “Um, we should really just leave her alone,” Ollie spoke up as he shifted uncomfortably. 
 
    “Why, you want her all for yourself?” I smirked. Little Ollie would have no luck with her, he wasn’t one to go after what he wanted, it was why he’d never had a girlfriend since Glenda. Flings, sure, thanks to Lucas and I, the parties we’d throw. 
 
    “No,” he said quickly, his face flushing at the accusation. 
 
    “Honestly, she’s a big girl, she can make her own decisions.” 
 
    I turned to Lucas, who had come into the living room to listen in. 
 
    “We can’t just treat her like some random girl,” Marcus stated.  
 
    “Of course not, she’s our housemate, and will be for some time. But we’re all adults, and she’s made it clear she’s interested in us, in one way or another,” Lucas grinned slyly. 
 
    “So? She can’t help how she reacts when you’re all parading around her half naked or flirting with her,” Marcus muttered. 
 
    “Sounds like someone doesn’t like having some competition,” I chuckled, earning a dark look from the vamp. 
 
    “You’re linked into her head somehow, what does she want?” Lucas asked seriously. 
 
    “You mean who?” I smirked. 
 
    Marcus shifted uncomfortably at this question, piquing my interest as I leaned forward. 
 
    What did he know that we didn’t? He hadn’t spoken to us about this strange connection he’d had with her. And when I’d confronted him, wanting to know what she’d been like, he’d sent me out of his room, refusing to share. 
 
    “I can force you to tell me,” Lucas mused. “One way or another.” 
 
    My dick twitched at how he said that. Not even Marcus had dodged our precious little Lucy.  
 
    We’d all gotten some action from her, and she sure was hard to resist. 
 
    Our relationships were dynamic, an interesting clusterfuck all round. 
 
    Take Ollie, for example, our sweet, timid little shifter. Lucas had told me there was much more to him than I knew. 
 
    Sexually. 
 
    “She wants all of us,” Marcus grumbled. 
 
    I took a moment to fully comprehend this, but my cock swelled at the thought. She wanted all of us? 
 
    Damn, and they called me the player. 
 
    “At once?” Ollie’s eyes widened, and I couldn’t help but laugh at the shocked look on his face. He definitely had some interesting scene playing out in his mind. 
 
    Marcus just gave him a dark look, and I choked. Had he actually seen that? Did she want all of us, together? 
 
    Fuck, now I was aroused like all hell. I wanted to march up there right now and start something with her, find my way into her bed and inside her. 
 
    I wanted that girl as much as the others did. 
 
    Even Lucas. I knew he wanted her, he’d told me so last night when he’d slipped into my room.  
 
    He’d been aroused, and with a little magic, I was able to fuck him as I imagined what it would be like with her. Ever since he’d told us he could turn into a chick, things had changed big time. We were all horny men, and Lucy, as he liked to be called in that state, loved to fuck. 
 
    “Well, I think we could work with that,” Lucas smiled as his dark eyes fell on me, sliding down to my erection straining against my board shorts. 
 
    Holy fuck. This was going to get out of hand. 
 
    Ollie shifted beside me, and I flicked my eyes over to see he’d gotten aroused too. Someone liked the idea of screwing our homegirl. 
 
    “No. We need to treat her right. We can’t just try to take her,” Marcus scolded us, and I scowled at him. 
 
    “You just said she wanted us,” I growled, brushing my hand over my arousal and shuddering. How tight would she be? How warm and sweet? Did those orgasms really taste like honey? 
 
    “She’s been hurt before, we can’t scare her,” Marcus growled as he ran a hand through his raven hair. 
 
    “What?” I muttered. Hurt? Who’d hurt her? 
 
    “She’s got scars,” Ollie frowned as he reached for a cushion to hide his interest. 
 
    “Who hurt her?” I barked, demanding answers. Someone hurt our little Bee Sting? I’d fuck them up big time. 
 
    “Probably her uncles, or, well, aunt’s boyfriends,” Lucas muttered, and I could see his frustration and anger at this news. 
 
    “Wait, you suspected this?” I said in disbelief. 
 
    “They had records, she has cigarette burn scars,” Lucas shrugged. He’d put two and two together. 
 
    “Why didn’t you say something?!” I snapped. 
 
    “Because she obviously didn’t want us knowing. We all have secrets, why dredge them up?” Lucas shot me a look, and I closed my mouth. 
 
    Secrets. Pasts, we all had them. 
 
    “Not just them,” Marcus said softly, and I turned on him. 
 
    “Derek?” Ollie whispered beside me. 
 
    Marcus just nodded, and rage tore through me. The dingo shifter Ollie had met? That prick had hurt her? If I saw him, I’d bash his fucking skull in for hurting her. 
 
    “Marcus, I know it’s not your place to tell us, but we don’t want to scare her or hurt her. How’d they hurt her?” Lucas asked gently. 
 
    Marcus gazed around at us, his jaw set hard. He didn’t want to share with us, it was clear. But Bee Sting mattered to all of us now, she’d slotted right in like she’d belonged. She was our girl, our little pixie. 
 
    “Her first uncle burned her and beat her, the second… abused her, sexually,” he finally said after a few painstaking moments passed. 
 
    All sense faded from me at this news. 
 
    They needed to fucking die. No woman should ever be hurt, they were meant to have their bodies worshipped and treated with the love and respect they deserved! I may be a player, but all my flings agreed to it, I never forced any of them, and they all understood the deal, no strings attached. 
 
    I shot to my feet as rage flared up in me, and I could feel the shift coming over me from the sheer hatred and anger coursing through me. 
 
    “Skip! Calm down,” Lucas warned as he lurched forward. 
 
    There was no calming down now. Some fucker had hurt my little Bee Sting! 
 
    I collapsed to the floor, gasping as magic swirled off me, holding my shift at bay. 
 
    “Jesus, Skip,” Lucas muttered as he crouched down beside me. “You need to keep your head on.” 
 
    “Those fuckers need to pay,” I growled. 
 
    “One died, the other is out of her life, as for Derek, well, we know where he is, and we can keep him away from her,” Lucas said as he patted my back. 
 
    “What did Derek do to her?” Ollie asked from his perch on the lounge. 
 
    “Emotional abuse, hit her too,” Marcus said softly. 
 
    That fucker. 
 
    “Skip, the past is the past. As much as we’d like to beat the shit out of them for hurting her, we shouldn’t dredge up shit for her. She’s hiding it for a reason,” Lucas said sternly as I grunted in frustration, unable to pull myself up from the floor. He was pinning me with magic.  
 
    Bastard. 
 
    “She’s moved on, wants to leave it behind her, which we should respect. No telling her about it, no letting on that we all know,” Marcus said firmly. “And no taking advantage of her.” 
 
    “We would never do that!” Ollie snapped instantly. 
 
    “She’s young, like us, sex is something she thinks about, and she has the hots for all of us. But we can’t just abuse that, she doesn’t deserve that,” Marcus said, and I turned my head to stare at him. 
 
    He really cared for her. A lot. It was enough to make me simmer down. Out of him and me, he’d be able to protect her better, as much as I hated to admit it. But not during the day. He was limited there. 
 
    Well, I wouldn’t let anything happen to her then. 
 
    The past week had shown me just how sweet and gentle she was. We’d talked some afternoons and at lunch, and we’d bonded. 
 
    “So, agricultural science,” Ally murmured as she sat down on the lounge beside me. Ollie had headed upstairs to shower, while Marcus was in his room, and Lucas was studying in the library. 
 
    “Yeah, this world needs help. And I want to help it,” I nodded, loving how close she was sitting to me. I could smell her sweet flowers and honey scent permeating her skin. So beautiful and delectable. She was a tease just by sitting there. 
 
    “How?” she asked, cocking her head and looking at me inquisitively. Those soft lips were parted ever so slightly, and I wanted to lean in and kiss them. I’d make her feel like a true queen, ravage her body and make her scream, if she allowed it. 
 
    “Skip?” 
 
    “Hmm?” I frowned. Had she said something. Fuck. 
 
    “I asked how, how would you help the world?” she chuckled, amused at my inability to concentrate. Pixies. I’d never been with a fae before, they weren’t big on spending time with shifters, and yet Ally could care less. She was nothing like the true fae. 
 
    “We’re bringing the extinction of so many animals, but not just that, we’re bringing about our own. What gets me is that we have all this knowledge and tools at our disposal, but we don’t use it right. We could do agricultural farming completely environmentally friendly, we could feed the starving world easily. But we don’t. I want to start up some sustainable agricultural farming, try to get it to catch on. No more harsh chemicals, no more horrible machinery wrecking the environment. I want this world to get better,” I explained. 
 
    She watched me with those chocolate eyes, large and focused as she took in my words. 
 
    “Huh,” she murmured. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “I just didn’t think that would be why you were studying,” she shrugged. 
 
    “You think cause I’m a bit bogan that I don’t care for the world?” I  sighed. 
 
    “No, it’s not that!” she said instantly, but I just grinned at her. 
 
    “Relax, I’m messing with you. I know people stereotype me, but I can’t help the way I was raised,” I reassured her as I patted her bare knee. Touching her soft skin made me soften, and I left my hand on her knee.  
 
    “So, when will you take me four-wheel-driving?” she asked, changing the topic. 
 
    “Soon, maybe next week if you’re keen,” I grinned. I loved my old girl, loved taking her out on the tracks, pushing her, seeing just what she was capable of.  
 
    “I’d love that,” she said. 
 
    “So, what about you, any hobbies?” I asked, and she seemed taken aback. Guess she wasn’t used to me talking with her without flirting.  
 
    I couldn’t help it, it was automatic. And she just drew it forth so easily. 
 
    “Nope, none,” she shrugged. 
 
    “Really, no hobbies? I don’t believe that. You don’t dance, or paint, or take photos?” I said, not believing her. Everyone had hobbies. 
 
    “I never got a chance to develop any I guess,” she sighed. “I wasn’t allowed to do anything fun as a kid, and when I left, I worked most of the time so never had a chance to try anything out. I take photos on my phone, but nothing too much.” 
 
    “Wow, that’s so sad,” I pouted. I hated that she’d been brought up in such a shitty life. And yet she was always smiling, always happy. 
 
    She was amazing. 
 
    “Well, you know what, I think we’re going to find you a hobby,” I said firmly as I squeezed her knee. 
 
    She smiled brightly at me, and in that instant, I knew I wanted more than to just have her body. There was so much more to Bee Sting than a fling. And I wanted to get to know all of her. 
 
    “You going to stay calm?” Lucas asked as I pulled myself from my mind. 
 
    “Yeah,” I muttered. 
 
    “Good, I’ll let you up,” he said, and the magic weighing down on me lifted instantly. 
 
    I sat up, frowning as I shuffled back and pulled myself up onto the lounge. 
 
    “So, we’re all agreeing not to let Ally know that we know?” Lucas clarified as he glanced around at all of us. We all nodded silently. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “You know she has no hobbies?” I said softly. 
 
    “Really?” Ollie raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Yep, nothing. Never had a chance to develop one,” I shrugged. “We should try to help her find one. We all have hobbies, Marcus with his gaming and game design, Ollie and I with our PlayStation and me with my four-wheel-driving. Lucas with his magical experiments and sexual explorations,” I snorted at that last part, and Lucas just nodded in acceptance. To think his hobby was sex stuff. He’d done well hiding it from Bee Sting. I doubt she knew much about him and his exploits. 
 
    “She likes photography,” Marcus murmured. 
 
    “How do you know?” Ollie asked, but then scolded himself for being stupid. 
 
    “She used to take photos on her phone. From what I know, she loves music, she might like to take up an instrument?” Marcus suggested. 
 
    “Great, I think we should try to help her find a hobby then,” Lucas said, content that we’d all calmed down. 
 
    We all fell into silence, and I knew the truth about our little pixie was sitting heavily on my companions. We’d take care of her, just the way she deserved. 
 
    And I’d cool down on the flirting with her, the teasing. As much as I wanted to have her now, I also wanted more than just sex with her. Surely I could do this. 
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    “So, you don’t mind living with the boys?” Ollie’s grandfather asked as he sat down in the worn, brown leather armchair across from me. 
 
    I sat nestled between Ollie and Lucas on the old lounge, holding the mug of hot tea he’d made me. He was quite sturdy for a man at seventy-two years of age. No limp or hunched back when he walked, the only signs of his age were the wrinkles marring his weathered skin and the stunning white beard and short white hair. 
 
    “Nope, they’re good housemates,” I said as I sipped my tea. 
 
    “Well, as long as they’re treating you well,” he said softly, his tender smile reaching his eyes as he sipped his tea. 
 
    “Of course we are,” Ollie said as he grinned broadly. 
 
    Ever since getting here, he’d relaxed so much more, sliding out of his shell. I loved seeing him so at ease. 
 
    “ I haven’t seen Marcus for a while, how’s he doing?” Ollie’s grandfather asked as he held his mug to his lips. He’d introduced himself to me as Robert, but told me to call him Bob. 
 
    “He’s good, still studying and working on his game design,” Skip answered from his position over against the doorframe. 
 
    He’d been keeping his distance since last night for some reason, and he hadn’t flirted with me once at breakfast this morning, and Lucas had sat in the front with him when he drove us over. Strange. Had I done something wrong? 
 
    I’d ask him later, if I got the chance. I actually enjoyed his light-hearted flirting. 
 
    “Well, I’m glad you’ve all taken the time to visit. I would love if my grandson could help me with some geldings we’re having trained up. They’re testing my trainers, and I think they need a reminder of who’s boss. I’d do it, but they don’t always listen to me,” he sighed. “I’m getting a little too old to jump on them when I know the risk of falling is high. I can’t shift as fast as I used to.” 
 
    What did shifting have to do with riding? 
 
    “Pops used to shift into a bird when he got thrown off, stopped him from having a bad fall,” Ollie explained when he saw me frowning. 
 
    Right. That made sense. 
 
    “Lucas, Skip, don’t suppose I could get your help moving the tractor? I got it bogged with the last storm and I’ve struggled to get it out,” he painfully admitted with a grunt. 
 
    “Sure, We can help!” Skip leapt at the idea. Why on earth he was excited to move a massive piece of machinery like that was beyond me. 
 
    Lucas could probably do it in a pinch with magic though, so Skip was kinda unneeded. 
 
    “C’mon Ally, I’ll show you the stables,” Ollie beamed as he took my hand, sending a sweet shiver through me. His warm, soft hand was firm as he pulled me to my feet, and Lucas waved us off as Ollie led me outside the old Queenslander house. 
 
    It was a beautiful house with a wooden staircase leading up to it and a wraparound verandah. It was built high enough that the garage was beneath it for the cars, along with a workshop area. 
 
    “He’s got a nice place here,” I noted as Ollie led me down a worn gravelly road that wound through some old pines. 
 
    “Yeah, It’s beautiful, not over the top like my parent’s place,” he said, giving my hand a gentle squeeze as he smiled back at me. 
 
    “What’s their place like?” I asked, hoping I’d finally learn more about his family. 
 
    “A bloody unnecessary mansion,” Ollie muttered. 
 
    “You don’t ever miss it?” I pushed. 
 
    “Nope, they’re too… proud. I much prefer where I am now,” he said as he continued walking. We were hand in hand beside each other now, and I found it perfectly relaxing. No emotions wrecking havoc, no horrendous horniness like I got with the others at times. I felt at ease with him. 
 
    “Skip says you’ve got no hobbies,” he mused as he looked up at a calling magpie. It’s black and white feather stood out against the greenery around us, and it ruffled itself as it watched us carefully. 
 
    “Never had a chance to find one, I listen to music,” I shrugged. Actually, since moving in with the boys, I didn’t listen as much anymore. I was too busy having fun with them. 
 
    I’d always relied on it to help me in moments of weakness, when my past caught up with me and made me a nervous wreck. It rarely did anymore, but as soon as it crept up on me, I’d drown it out. 
 
    “You should try horse riding, lots of people enjoy it,” he suggested as we rounded another bend and the old wooden stable came into view. 
 
    It was a long rectangular building with doors running along the front of it. The entrance to the stalls were sheltered with color-bond roofing, so we could walk along the concrete area running along the stall entrances even if it was raining. Not that that mattered right now. 
 
    “Hey Oliver!” 
 
    Oliver lit up as an older woman popped her head out of one of the stalls with a wheelbarrow behind her. He released my hand, making me miss his warmth as a breeze brushed over my palm. 
 
    “Hey Penny! Pop said you need some help with some geldings?” Ollie said as we drew closer. The scent of horses and hay was strong here, and a few horse heads poked out of the top of the stall doors further up the row. 
 
    “Ugh, yeah, Prancer and Stars-a-million are being turds for me,” Penny sighed as she wiped the back of her hand across her sweaty forehead, holding the rake in her other hand. 
 
    She wore black leggings and knee-high brown boots, matched with a dark navy shirt. Her earthy brown hair was done up in a bun, but many strands had fallen loose and it was quite a mess thanks to her work. 
 
    “This is Ally, she’s our new housemate, Ally, this is Penelope Ward, one of Pop’s onsite trainers, she lives out in the old cottage away from the house. She takes care of the horses for him now that he’s getting on,” Ollie introduced us. 
 
    “Nice to meet you,” Penny stuck out her hand, before glancing down at it and pulling it back. “Sorry, horse crap.” 
 
    “That’s okay, and it’s nice to meet you too. So, Stars-a-million?” I frowned. 
 
    “Yeah, Pop gets some ex-racers to retrain, sometimes pacers too,” Ollie said as he helped wheel the loaded wheelbarrow back for Penny. 
 
    Loaded with dry horse poop, I realized, and old sawdust. Hence her dirty hands that she’d said horse crap about. 
 
    “Yeah, Stars-a-million is fresh off the track, we’ve spelled him for a while, but he’s a hotheaded piece of work, thrown me a few times now, harasses the other geldings out in the field. Your pop even shifted into a stallion to try to get him back in line, but as soon as he was gone, he was back at it again,” Penny sighed as she closed the stall. 
 
    “He… turned into a horse?” I blinked dumbly. I was just picturing Bob turning into a frail old white horse, prancing around as he tried to show the horse who was boss. It was an interesting image. 
 
    “Yeah, Pop still has a lot of life left in him, his favorite to shift into was an Arabian horse, but I guess with the big ex-racers, he probably had to go with something bigger,” Ollie said thoughtfully as he scratched his chin. 
 
    “He went with a clydie, just in case the tool tried to kick him too,” Penny said as she leaned her hip against the stall door. 
 
    “Well, I can give it a go?” Ollie offered. That’s what Bob had wanted him to do. 
 
    “Be my guest, but he might throw you, and you can’t exactly just shift,” Penny warned as she dusted her hands off on her leggings, leaving dusty marks on the black material. 
 
    “I have a knack for dealing with animals,” Ollie shrugged. “Which one’s he in?” he asked as he looked down the row of stalls. 
 
    “I just brought him in from the paddock, he’s in the end one,” Penny jutted a thumb over her shoulder. 
 
    “Great, is Baby out?” 
 
    “Nah, she’ll be going out a little later to graze. The other mares pick on her, so I only let her out with the old geldings,” Penny said with a sigh. 
 
    “Can you saddle her up? I’d love for Ally here to have a go at riding, you’ve never ridden before, right?” he turned to me, those amber eyes questioning. 
 
    I shook my head, my stomach knotting at the thought of climbing up on one of these big beasts. I could see the heads peering out of the stalls, a few neighing out. And they were big horses. 
 
    “Sure, I’ll get her ready, good luck with that big doofus,” Penny said as she turned to me. “Don’t worry, Baby is our sweet old mare. She taught Ollie to ride, along with a lot of other kids. She’ll take care of you.” 
 
    Well, at least I wasn’t getting one of the naughty ones. That made me relax a little. 
 
    “C’mon, you can meet Stars-a-million with me,” Ollie grinned as he took my hand once more. 
 
    Giddiness swelled through me as he dragged me along after him, and I flicked my eyes over the horses we passed on the way. 
 
    “This must be him,” Ollie pulled us up before the end stall. 
 
    My eyes widened at the tall horse standing impatiently in his stall, snorting and pawing at the wooden door loudly. He was a chestnut with a white stripe down his face. 
 
    “He’s big,” I murmured as the horse shook himself and neighed out. 
 
    “Yeah, probably around seventeen hands high,” Ollie whistled. “Definitely a big boy.” 
 
    “Why’s he acting like that?” I asked as the horse snorted again and tossed his head. 
 
    “Restless I guess. Pop prefers to let most horses stay out in the paddocks, live more naturally, but those he retrains get stalled at times, especially when in quarantine or when they’re being trialed.” 
 
    “So why is he stalled?” I asked as Stars-a-million snorted and shook his head once more, leaning over the stall door to nudge Ollie’s chest. 
 
    Ollie stroked his face gently as he looked at me. 
 
    “So Penny can work him today, I imagine he’s passed his quarantine period, as they don’t get worked until quarantine is up. They have separate quarantine paddocks too,” Ollie explained as he ruffled the horses fringe. 
 
    “Right,” I nodded. 
 
    “Want to help me saddle him up?” Ollie grinned over Stars-a-million’s head. 
 
    “I’ve never been around horses before really, let alone saddled one up,” I said nervously. 
 
    “It’s okay, you can just watch me do it then,” Ollie shrugged. “Let me grab a halter and lead rope for him. You wait here.” 
 
    I did as asked and waited patiently with Stars-a-million. The large gelding turned his head to stare at me, those large, soft eyes watching me intently. 
 
    “So, why don’t you want to be retrained for normal stuff?” I asked him. “You seem to be causing some stress for the trainer.” 
 
    The horse just watched me as his response, and I sighed as I gave in and ran my hand down his face. His eyelids dropped as he enjoyed the soft pats. He was warm and soft, and as I stepped closer, I caught the true horse smell that I’d heard mentioned throughout my life. 
 
    It was relaxing and sweet on my nostrils. 
 
    “This looks like it’ll fit him,” Ollie said as he returned after a few minutes with a hefty looking brown leather saddle. 
 
    He had the bridle and lead rope thrown over his shoulder, and the rope halter hung from his hand as he set the saddle down. 
 
    “Looks heavy.” I stated dumbly. 
 
    “An old stock saddle, Penny rides english saddles normally, so we’ll see how he goes in one of these. I’ll halter him up and bring him out, do you mind holding him when I do that?” Ollie said as he set the bridle down over the saddle. 
 
    “He might be too strong,” I admitted as I eyed the big boy. He seemed sweet when it came to getting attention.  
 
    “He’s been trained to lead, mandatory for race horses,” Ollie assured me. “You just hold him and he should stand nicely for you.” 
 
    “Okay,” I agreed, but I bit my lip uneasily. 
 
    Ollie stepped closer to Stars-a-million and put the halter on with ease before clipping the lead rope on. 
 
    “I think we’ll call you Million for short,” Ollie said as he patted the horse’s neck as he pulled open the stall door. 
 
    I stepped to the side as he led Million out, and I pursed my lips at the tall horse now fully before me. How he could feel safe getting up on that thing knowing he played up was beyond me. 
 
    Ollie thrust the lead rope into my hand and moved off to pick up the saddle. 
 
    He was right though. Million stood calmly, for the most part. He did paw at the ground, but remained still as Ollie threw a horse blanket over his back. 
 
    “For padding, don’t want the saddle rubbing,” he explained when I raised an eyebrow at it. 
 
    I just nodded as he then heaved the saddle over him.  
 
    Million didn’t bat an eye at this, and didn’t react when Ollie began doing up the strap under his belly. 
 
    “We call this part the girth, it holds the saddle in place,” he explained as he tightened it. 
 
    “These are the stirrup leathers and stirrups,” he indicated as he came around to my side of Million to point at the straps holding the footholds in place on the saddle. 
 
    He checked the fit on this side for the girth, satisfied with it as he patted Million’s shoulder. 
 
    “Now, for the bridle,” Ollie said as he clapped his hands together. Million’s ears flicked back at this, and Ollie went around the front of him to collect the bridle from the ground. 
 
    “Walk in front of the horse if you can. If you go behind it, make sure it knows you’re there, either keep a wide berth, or run your hand along him. Depends on the horse and its trust levels,” Ollie said as he came around and stood before Million’s face. 
 
    “Here, we’ll pop the lead rope over his neck while we remove his halter to put his bridle on,” Ollie said as his hand reached for mine. Our fingers grazed one another, and warmth flooded through me at his soft touch. 
 
    He must have felt it too, because he smiled softly at me, his fingers lingering on mine for a few moments before he caught himself and moved away. 
 
    He threw the lead rope over Million’s neck, and removed his halter to allow it to hang freely. 
 
    “And he’ll just stay there?” I frowned. 
 
    “He still thinks we have a hold of him. Some horses you’d like to actually have someone holding the lead rope around his neck, but he’s been pretty good so far,” Ollie shrugged as he raised the bridle up. 
 
    “C’mon, open up,” he asked gently as he nudged Million’s mouth with a metal bar attached to the bridle.  
 
    Million sighed and reluctantly opened his mouth to accept it. 
 
    “The bit, offers better control. Pops has trained a few horses to ride bit-less, but some ex-racers just don’t respond well,” he said as he did the bridle up and tossed the reins over Million’s neck. 
 
    “Well, that’s him all ready to go,” Ollie said proudly as he stepped back to look at his work. 
 
    “And here’s Baby,” Penny called out as she began walking up behind us with the gentle clip-clopping of hooves on the concrete. 
 
    I turned and smiled at the small mare, who, by all accounts, looked like a pony. 
 
    “Baby, I’m glad you’re still around,” Ollie said sweetly as Penny pulled her up beside me. 
 
    “She’s a tough old thing, good horse,” Penny stated as she looked to me. “Now, would you like a helmet?” 
 
    “Should that really be a question?” I shot back. 
 
    “I don’t use one,” Ollie said, and I shot him a shocked look. 
 
    “Penny said he rears and bucks!” I gaped. 
 
    “Yeah, and it wouldn’t be my first fall. I’m a shifter, I’m stronger than you think,” he winked. 
 
    “I’ll get you a helmet, you hold onto her,” Penny chuckled as she offered me Baby’s reins. 
 
    Baby was a gentle looking mare, a small white girl with grey speckling. 
 
    “Baby is what they call a grey, she’s in her twenties now, but her melanomas are getting bad,” Ollie said sadly. 
 
    “She’s got melanomas?” I murmured, feeling sorry for the mare as I scratched her head. 
 
    “They’re not as bad as those in people, slow growing, but it’ll be what gets her eventually,” Ollie said as he moved to grab hold of the lead rope around Million’s neck. Million was starting to paw and move, and I was worried he’d take off too. 
 
    Penny returned quickly with a white helmet for me, which I clipped on as I followed after her and Ollie with the horses. 
 
    I was glad I’d chosen jeans and a grey shirt today with my joggers. No riding if I was in a dress. 
 
    The thought of riding was a little scary, but also exciting. I’d never hopped on a horse before. 
 
    “We’ll get you up on her in the round-yard, Ollie will just have to wait,” Penny said as she led us down a dirt path to a large metal round-yard. 
 
    “Million will need to learn some patience,” Ollie said lightly as he patted Million’s muzzle. He was growing more and more impatient. “Maybe lunge him first too.” 
 
    Penny ran me through the basics about getting onto Baby. She was short enough that I didn’t need a step, I just put my foot into the stirrup, grab ahold of her mane and the saddle, and heave myself up. 
 
    She talked me through it, showing me quickly how to hop on and dismount, before stepping back to allow me to do it. 
 
    Baby stood stock still, her eyes half closed as she waited for me to gather up my nerves to climb on her. My hands shook to my annoyance, but I pushed past the uncertainty and did as Penny had instructed, hoisting myself up and into the saddle and holding the reins. 
 
    My heart hammered as I sat atop Baby, who didn’t make any indication of moving as I got myself comfortable. 
 
    “All right, now that you’re up, I’ll show you how you want to position yourself, shoulders back, head looking straight, your legs positioned like this,” she said as stepped over to position my legs right. “Heels down, hands like this,” she moved my hands into the correct position. 
 
    “Now, if you want her to move forward, you ask her to either ‘walk on’, click your tongue, or give her a gentle squeeze like this,” Penny said as she pushed my lower calf into Baby’s side. “Do it on both sides, and she’ll move. Now, before I get you moving, you need to know how to stop. A simple woah and leaning back a bit, even pulling a little on the reins, will get the halt. If you want her to walk backwards, tug gently on the reins, release the pressure when she obeys. And now, finally, turning. We call this ‘inside leg to outside rein’,” Penny explained as she moved closer to Baby’s side. 
 
    Penny guided me through this method of control, which was confusing along with all the other commands. 
 
    But eventually, she got me to practice it, and I clicked my tongue as I gently nudged Baby in the sides. 
 
    She instantly moved off at a nice, slow walk, but my heart still fluttered at the sudden movement. 
 
    “Relax, keep your posture,” Penny said as Baby followed the circle of the round yard without any aid from me. 
 
    I glanced over at Ollie, who was grinning at my achievement. I was actually doing this! 
 
    We practice halting and moving off, turning and walking backwards, then dismounting and remounting. 
 
    By the time I felt comfortable enough to go out of the yard, Million looked like he was going to take off. 
 
    I guided Baby out of the now open round-yard gate and off to the side, not yet wanting to get off her. I felt rather at ease now after the initial learning process, and Baby was so calm and laid back, taking everything I did in her stride, not once playing up or making me question her. She stood quietly as I watched Ollie walk with Million, who was now prancing like a frenzied, impatient beast. 
 
    Penny handed him a long lead and some kind of whip, and he hooked Million up before fixing the stirrup leathers up so the stirrups wouldn’t hit him in the sides. 
 
    I just watched, listening to the voice commands and movements of the whip as Ollie got Million to start walking around the yard. 
 
    Million disliked this, kicking up and pushing into a canter, but Ollie used the whip and lead to get him back down to a walk which resulted in stomping and head tossing. 
 
    This continued for over five minutes, this constant back and forth between the pair. 
 
    “He’s like this every time, won’t calm down, even if I let him canter,” Penny called out as Million kicked up once more. It was a troubling sight to see, especially if Ollie was going to climb up on him. 
 
    “You look good up there.” 
 
    I turned to spy Lucas coming over to watch us. 
 
    “Thanks, where’s Skip?” I asked as I turned Baby to the side a bit more. 
 
    “He’s helping Bob feed and check over the horses in the back paddocks. They’ll be another hour or so. We need to make sure we get you back for your shift at one-thirty, it’s only eleven now,” Lucas said as he walked right up to Baby and stroked her nose. He was smiling softly as he did this, and Baby seemed quite happy with the touches. 
 
    “I might take him out for a proper ride, give him the chance to stretch his legs the way he wants to,” Ollie said as he got Million to come to a stop. 
 
    “Are you sure? I’ve never taken him right out before,” Penny said uncertainly as she leaned against the metal rails of the round-yard. 
 
    “I’ll be fine,” he called back. 
 
    “He seems sure of himself,” I remarked as Ollie led the massive horse from the round yard. 
 
    “Horse riding is something he loves,” Lucas shrugged as he watched the giant chestnut exit the yard. 
 
    “Hey, Allison, I might borrow Baby if you don’t mind, just in case something goes wrong,” Penny said as she jogged over. 
 
    I nodded as I slid out of the saddle and Penny mounted up. I was a little saddened to have to get off, but I handed her my helmet. She shook her head and scowled as she did up the strap while Ollie somehow clambered onto Million’s back. He needed to jump up to get into the stirrup, and just the sight made my core muscles and legs groan. 
 
    Million pranced and twirled on his feet as Ollie let him dance around before pulling him up firmly. 
 
    “Will he be okay?” I turned to Lucas, who was smiling knowingly with a twinkle in his eye. 
 
    “Oh, he’ll be fine,” he grinned. 
 
    Ollie moved Million off the dirt track and towards the large open paddock to the left of the round-yard. I followed after him with Lucas while Baby and Penny walked along before us. 
 
    Ollie hung off Million’s back to undo the gate leading into the paddock, a miraculous feat considering how much Million was teetering and tossing his head. 
 
    “I’ll close it!” Penny called out as Ollie moved the giant chestnut through the open gate. 
 
    He nodded over his shoulder and then a grin spread across his face. 
 
    I gasped as he gave Million a kick and the horse rocketed off like a bullet. 
 
    “Jesus!” I cried out as the pair galloped across the paddock. How he stayed on was beyond me. 
 
    “That boy loves to ride,” Lucas chuckled. 
 
    I just watched, fear surging through me as Million spun around at the far end. Ollie stayed on, and the pair shot around the outside edges of the paddock, disappearing over a crest in the distance. 
 
    Penny clicked her tongue and pushed Baby into a canter to cross the paddock to keep an eye on him. 
 
    My chest tightened as I waited for him to show up again. 
 
    “Relax, he’s been riding since he was a kid. Before his curse, he used to compete,” Lucas said as he stepped up to lean against the gate. I followed suit, resting my arms on the warm metal frame as I spied Ollie and Million reappearing over the crest. They weren’t slowing down though as they continued their mad dash. 
 
    “What sort of competing?” I asked softly, amazed at his prowess. Million was doing some mad spins and turns, and Ollie was handling them with ease. It was like they were in perfect sync. 
 
    “Showjumping, barrel racing, all sorts,” Lucas grinned as he watched the pair zip across the paddock. 
 
    “Why’d he let the curse stop him?” I asked. 
 
    “It wasn’t just the curse,” Lucas sighed. “He had this stunning mare, a bay ex-racer. He retrained her from scratch when he was just young, never saw him get thrown so many times from a horse, but when he got her trained, she and him were perfect together. He competed on her only, taught her many disciplines. But her favorite thing to do was race, to run like this,” Lucas waved his hand at the pair as they hurtled back our way. 
 
    “What happened to her?” I asked, sensing there was more. 
 
    “She died. Random bout of colic got her. She was in a paddock down by the road, and Bob thought someone may have fed her something they shouldn’t have,” he sighed. “He stopped riding pretty much after that, just helped out occasionally with his pop.” 
 
    “That’s so sad,” I murmured as Ollie pulled Million up a few strides from us and trotted him over. 
 
    Million was panting hard, but he looked like he’d had the most fun ever as his muscles quivered and a new light glinted in his eyes. 
 
    “Guess he just wanted to really run,” Ollie laughed as he slapped his neck. “And he sure is fast.” 
 
    “He really is,” I agreed. 
 
    “Didn’t buck once either, you must have the special touch,” Penny called out as she trotted over to join us with Baby. 
 
    “He just needs more time to stretch his legs, get a good ride in,” Ollie said. The look of sheer delight and joy on his face made my heart soar. I hadn’t seen him so confident and giddy before. This was his element. What he truly loved. 
 
    “Yeah, well, maybe you can get your butt back here each week and ride him then. If we can’t get him slowing down, Robert will have trouble rehoming him,” Penny sighed as she patted Baby. 
 
    “I’m sure he can keep him around here, just like he does with Baby,” Ollie said as he scratched in Million’s mane. 
 
    “Yeah, but Baby is special, she’s been here since before you were born,” Penny shot back. 
 
    “Yeah, even us and the other two had a go on her, remember?” Lucas chimed in. “Taught us the basics of riding.” 
 
    “Maybe Ally can come out too if she enjoys it, give you another reason to come out here,” Penny suggested. 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind learning more,” I said, trying to keep the hopefulness out of my voice. Riding Baby sure had been fun, but I would not be up for galloping around like Ollie any time soon. 
 
    “Great, you both better come visit more then,” Penny said, her voice resounding with anticipation. Looks like we were hooked in now. 
 
    “Well, I might take him for a few more laps now that he’s got his race out, see if he likes to just do some normal riding, maybe see if he can jump,” Ollie said suggestively as he leaned forward to scratch between Million’s ears. He looked ready to go again already, those eyes bright and lively. 
 
    “I’ll pop Baby back, I have to get on with my other jobs, there’s a few other horses who need their work today and some paddock changes I have to do. It was nice meeting you Allison,” Penny gave me a nod as Lucas opened the gate to allow her through. 
 
    “You too, and it was nice meeting you, Baby,” I smiled as I stroked Baby’s neck on the way past. 
 
    “Baby would probably enjoy some more use, she likes riding,” Penny said as she passed me. 
 
    They continued off to the stable, and I watched as they went. 
 
    “Ollie sure was lucky having such a good grandfather,” Lucas sighed as he closed the gate again. 
 
    Ollie was already off with Million, trotting along nicely. He was no longer kicking out or tossing his head. 
 
    “You must miss yours,” I said softly as I turned to him. 
 
    “Yeah, he accepted me for who I was, never cared that I wasn’t normal,” Lucas pursed his lips as he looked out after Ollie with a soft frown. 
 
    “Are any of us normal?” I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “You know what I mean,” he chuckled. 
 
    “Why did your family care so much?” I asked gently.  
 
    “Because they’re so high class, same reason Ollie’s family turned their noses up at him. We didn’t belong anymore,” Lucas growled. 
 
    “Well, that’s their loss,” I shrugged. 
 
    He turned to me, those dark green eyes glittering as he gave me that gorgeous lopsided smile that made my legs nearly give way. 
 
    “Maybe your gain,” he winked, and a smile spread across my face as I thought back to when he’d kissed me. I hadn’t gotten enough of it, it was just a tease, a temptation. How I wanted to taste those lips now. 
 
    A glance out into the paddock revealed Ollie and Million were nowhere to be seen. 
 
    I stepped closer, Lucas’s curious eyes unwavering as he stared at me. All I had to do was stand on tiptoes to reach up. 
 
    “You are quite the tease for us, aren’t you,” he said, his voice lower than normal as his eyes dropped to my lips for a moment. 
 
    He wanted this too. I could feel it. 
 
    “Tell me, what’s up with Skip and you?” I breathed, leaning up so our faces were only a few centimeters apart. 
 
    “There’s more to this merry little band than you realize,” he chuckled. 
 
    I didn’t get a chance to ask what he meant as those lips caught mine, so soft and warm, but the sweetness was tinged with a hunger now. 
 
    I moaned as his hand reached up to fist in my hair, holding me in place as he sucked on my lower lip. The sensation made warmth wash through me, and I moaned as  I ran my tongue across his lip, begging for him to deepen it. 
 
    He allowed me in, and I melted against him, the kiss sending butterflies fluttering in my stomach. The taboo of this, with Marcus and the others, made it so much more thrilling. 
 
    But it was over too soon as Lucas pulled back. 
 
    “Ollie might see us,” he rumbled softly, his hand sliding out from my hair to cup my cheek. 
 
    I pouted at the loss of his lips, but guilt gnawed at me. He was right. Ollie would be crushed. He was so innocent. 
 
    “If only…” Lucas started, but then bit his lip. The way it pouted out, I wanted to catch it in my mouth and suck on it. Hell, I wanted more than to kiss him. I wanted so much more.  
 
    I wanted them all.  
 
    A part of me knew that was wrong, but I didn’t care. 
 
    “If what?” I raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said as his eyes flicked back out to the paddock. 
 
    “Nuh-uh, you have to tell me,” I said as I whacked his arm softly, drawing his attention back. His mouth curved into a smirk as he shook his head. 
 
    An image as strong as those I’d shared with Marcus and Skip seared into my mind, and my body swayed at how real it felt. Blood rushed down to my private region, and I moaned as the scene dissipated. 
 
    Lucas had caught me, frowning as he held me. 
 
    “What’s wrong, you okay?” he asked, his voice laced with concern and a hint of fear. 
 
    “Fine,” I lied, staring up at him in shock. Fuck. They were going to be the death of me. 
 
    Had I seen into his head like Skip? It had to be that. But the scene, now that was what caught my interest. 
 
    I was part of a threesome, and fuck it was perfect as the two men ravaged my body. But then Ollie had stepped in, and rather than the scene ending, he’d joined in. 
 
    Just what didn’t I know about my housemates? 
 
    “You sure?” Lucas asked, those deep emerald eyes searching mine.  
 
    How badly I wanted to pull him into a kiss, to wrap my legs around his waist and demand we act out that scene. 
 
    Would Ollie really be down for that? 
 
    Holy hell. 
 
    “Tell me more about the sex house.” 
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    Lucas laughed at this, helping me stand up straight again before releasing me. 
 
    “What?” I growled softly, and he just grinned widely. 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean,” he shrugged, but the twinkle was evident in his eyes. 
 
    I felt like I could tell Lucas everything. That he could know the truth. I had a feeling Marcus might’ve already picked up on our connection, maybe. If he’d searched. Or maybe not. I’d have to ask him. 
 
    “I saw into Skip’s mind yesterday morning, and then you, just now,” I said as I pursed my lips, trailing my eyes over his lips once more. What would a warlock be like anyway? What could he do in the bedroom? 
 
    “You what?” Lucas’s face dropped as the blood drained from his face. 
 
    “Seems I only catch the sexual stuff,” I shrugged. 
 
    Lucas looked even more worried. Okay. Maybe I shouldn’t have told him. 
 
    “What’d you see?” he asked quietly. 
 
    “Nearly all of you,” I purred. 
 
    Lucas drew in a sharp breath as he chewed his lip, but he couldn’t stop the small smile from escaping. 
 
    “Our dynamics at home… have been interesting,” he said slowly. 
 
    Another flash of images made me flush, my body throbbing desperately in response. 
 
    “You turn into a chick?” I choked, the hot scene of Skip beneath Lucas, or Lucy, as he liked to be called, the feeling of him pounding into me. I could literally feel that second head on his penis pushing me over the edge. And then the flash was gone. This was much stronger than the one with Skip, and different to the one with Marcus. I’d seen his life, felt in, from his perspective, but never these kinds of moments, it was more like I was looking in from the outside. With Lucas, the first was just a scene, like I was looking in through a window, this second one, I was him. 
 
    And damn, I needed some dick. 
 
    Now. 
 
    “All right! We don’t need this,” Lucas said as he waved a glowing blue hand. The sparkle of magic floated up to his forehead, and I mumbled in annoyance. I knew right away he was blocking me out. 
 
    “So you’re some kind of telepath, great,” Lucas rolled his eyes, but the smile was still dancing on his lips. 
 
    “Have they all been with you?” I asked, the thought burning me up. God, I ached so badly right now. 
 
    Lucas pursed his lips as he scrutinized me, his eyes rolling over me in complete intrigue. 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    Hot hell, mother of Satan.  
 
    “Even Marcus?” I asked, but as soon as I did, I knew. Just like I knew everything about him. That little devil. 
 
    Lucas smirked at my obvious expression. 
 
    “All of them.” 
 
    “At once?” I squeaked, my heart hammering at the thought. 
 
    “I haven’t been that lucky,” he chuckled. 
 
    I just stared at him, wishing I could know more, see more, hell, feel it. Damn, that had been amazing, and unique. 
 
    “Why didn’t you say something sooner?” he asked as he folded his arms. 
 
    “Didn’t feel like I needed to,” I shrugged. “I’m still figuring it out. Emma texted me, I’m going to see her after work tonight, get a reading from her mom, might provide some better answers,” I said, trying to ignore the pit in my stomach. I was worried about what she might say.  
 
    “What about your aunt and uncle?” he queried. 
 
    “I asked them, Natalie thinks she heard a story that sounded similar as a kid. She’s going to ask her mom and get back to me.” Speaking of, I pulled my phone out of my back pocket to check for notifications. Nothing except a few friend requests from Corviticus University Students. Some from my classes, others not. 
 
    “Interesting,” Lucas said as he looked out across the paddock.  
 
    Ollie was cantering our way now, Million looking amazing, moving with such grace and perfection. No more prancing and losing his shit anymore.  
 
    My body’s throbbing died down a little, but I kinda still wished I could dig deeper about this sex house thing. I’d thought Marcus had been joking at first, but there was more going on with my housemates. 
 
    “So, Ollie said you want to start a potion shop one day,” I said, changing the topic. No need to jump Lucas in front of Ollie. Hell, maybe he’d join in. 
 
    No. Stop, now’s not the place, or time. 
 
    But my slip into Lucas’s head had opened up so much to me. Maybe my desire to have all the boys wasn’t just one sided. They apparently could share. 
 
    That only made my body react again. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe. It was what I wanted to do for ages, but I’m thinking of maybe looking to get into private investigating instead. Magical stuff. There are only a few supe PIs around, so there’s plenty of work. And besides, it would be much more fun than running a business,” he said. 
 
    A private investigator? Now that was an interesting choice. 
 
    “Why the change of heart?”  
 
    “I’ve got the magic side of it, and I’ve been studying spells for police work and investigating. I’d like to help make a good difference in the supe community,” he shrugged. 
 
    “Don’t PIs, like, find cheating wives and things like that?” I frowned. That was my rough understanding of it anyway. 
 
    “Yes and no. I’d take on more legitimate jobs, like lost children, missing people, that sort of thing. Warlock magic could come in handy there. Not to mention if I keep it up, I might be able to work for the Council. They outsource a lot of detective work to investigators with skills. That kind of job would make my father lose his shit,” he scoffed. 
 
    “So it’s more about pissing off your dad?” I asked carefully. 
 
    “No, that’s just a bonus,” he smirked. 
 
    “Well, I think we’re finished up here, besides, we need to get you to work. Where’s Skip?” Ollie asked as he pulled Million up before the gate. 
 
    “Helping your pop feed the horses down the back. He should be back soon, if not already,” Lucas said as he glanced over his shoulder. 
 
    “Okay, well, I’ll untack this big boy, but I’ll come back and see him soon. You still keen, Ally?” he looked to me, those beautiful amber eyes bright and joyous after his ride. 
 
    Too bad my mind was replaying the dirty scene from Lucas’s head. 
 
    He noticed my arousal too as his nostrils flared and his eyes swept over me. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, shifting under his hot gaze. What would my timid little shifter be like anyway? Did that barbed penis scare me off? I’d ask Emma tonight what one was like, if she knew. 
 
    “I’ll meet you guys back at the house,” I said, willing my arousal away. Of all the times, why right now? 
 
    This telepathy thing was going to start causing some serious issues. 
 
    “I’m sure Ollie has this on his own, he’s got the special touch with this big fella,” Lucas said warmly as he patted Million’s neck over the gate. “I’ll walk you back.” 
 
    Great, just what I needed, utter temptation. 
 
    We headed off once Ollie had dismounted, his burning gaze following after me. What would he be like to kiss? Was there a hidden animal beneath his sweet surface? How I wanted to find out. 
 
    “So, our little dynamic household really doesn’t bother you?” Lucas asked as he stretched his arms and rested his hands behind his head as he walked. This movement made his shirt ride up, and damn, that delicious little V dipping into his jeans was a mouth-watering sight. I’d been right. All the men were ripped in the house.  
 
    “Does knowing my housemates sleep together bother me? Not at all,” I snorted. “Makes it interesting.” 
 
    Lucas laughed at this, and the odd tension eased around us. 
 
    “Guess it really is the sex house then,” I snickered. 
 
    “Well, sometimes we throw parties, get some extra girls over so the guys can have some quality alone time with someone,” he said, and my stomach knotted in jealousy at this. 
 
    “Who are these girls?” I asked, trying to keep the annoyance from my voice.  
 
    “Just chicks from Tinder, one night stand type of things, no strings,” he chuckled. “Does it bother you?” 
 
    “No,” I shot back, but too quickly, obviously, for he grinned at me. 
 
    “Now, Cupcake, it sounds like you’re feeling a little possessive of us,” he laughed, that freeing, beautiful rumble making me swoon. I loved hearing him laugh, hell, I loved hearing them all laugh.  
 
    “No, why would I?” I murmured, trying to stop my shoulders from rising defensively. 
 
    “Because you want all of us,” he mused, those forest green eyes flicking to me in amusement. 
 
    “What? No, that’s absurd,” I frowned, biting my lip. 
 
    “Not really, we’re all young adults, in our prime sex years,” he grinned. “But relax, we wouldn’t take advantage of you like that.” 
 
    I certainly wouldn’t stop them if they did. 
 
    “So, what was it like? Connecting with Marcus, mentally?” Lucas asked, changing the topic. 
 
    “Weird, but now it feels like he’s a part of me, a part of my life. I know all there is to know about him, everything he went through. If I think of something I want to know, like you and him earlier, I suddenly just know,” I murmured as I fiddled with my charm bracelet. “Emma thought maybe the linking of our minds had something to with my magic that connected me to Marcus and these,” I said as I held the charm bracelet up. 
 
    “Have you seen anything from Oliver?” he asked, staring at my bracelet curiously. 
 
    “No, but he doesn’t wear a bracelet or anything, does he?” 
 
    “No, the magic is formulated to connect us to him in times of shifts. It’s an interesting concept, I can do some research tonight, see what I can find?” he offered. 
 
    “That’d be awesome, thanks.” 
 
    “You said earlier you missed your grandfather, but you don’t talk about your mom, and I’ve only heard about your sister that night with Richo and Issac,” I said as I eyed him carefully. The mention of his family had made him tense up already. 
 
    “Nothing to talk about with them really, sister is a selfish cow, mother turned her back on me. They’re not important to me anymore,” Lucas shrugged, but I could see his frustration with the subject. 
 
    I let it go, not wanting to upset him, and moved the conversation to his sorcery and magic classes. 
 
    He was enjoying them, learning a number of new spells about masking things and shields. He’d been learning about how magic could be used to cover up scenes from humans, say a car accident with supes, a full magic spell could be cast that could mask the area. Anyone in the vicinity wouldn’t see anything, and if they happened to walk into the zone, they’d be teleported to the other side. 
 
    Some had even gotten skilled enough to use it on supes themselves. Hide things from supes. 
 
    It was an interesting thought, and he was telling me how they were also training on how to lift these maskings if laid by someone in an unlawful way. Say a powerful witch or warlock was covering up a crime scene to even supes, masking the smells and scene, a trained warlock or powerful witch could lift it. 
 
    We talked a lot about magic, about the various unique things he could do. Eventually, he could learn how to turn creatures and people into other things. Say turning a mouse into a horse like in Cinderella, or a person into a bird. He was eager to learn it, but couldn’t practice such magic outside of the University until he was deemed competent and safe in it. No need for partially mutated creatures with no way of reversing it. 
 
    He’d even be able to turn a pumpkin into a carriage as well, which made me grin as we laughed about it. 
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    Lucas. 
 
      
 
    Damn. I agreed with the others not to take advantage of her. But she was so obviously interested, it was hard not to react. She wasn’t just some wounded little lamb like Marcus thought, she could make her own choices. I’d not force anything on her. 
 
    But holy hell, I’d not expected her to see into my head. 
 
    That was one huge curveball pegged at my face. 
 
    But it also left me with questions. Like how, and why? What was she? 
 
    And why on earth were we all drawn to her? 
 
    Sure, she was sweet and attractive, but it felt like something more. 
 
    We dropped her off at work, and I spent the remainder of the car ride wondering what this new ability was. And why had she been able to see into my mind? I was warded quite well against telepaths. But she’d seen through it. 
 
    I glanced down at my leather bracelet as Skip drove, sliding my finger beneath it as I frowned. 
 
    Emma thought my bracelets were a part of it? That was a unique thought. Did the night of the magic flare-up that linked her and Marcus open up a second linking with all of us? Those wearing the bracelets? But she hadn’t sensed anything from Ollie, despite the magic in the bracelets being tailored to his mind. 
 
    “I like Million, he’s a pretty sweet guy,” Ollie said from the backseat. 
 
    “You should get back into competing with him. Can he jump?” Skip asked. 
 
    “He’s got good turns on him, and did a few small jumps with me,” Ollie nodded. “But I don’t want to compete. I just want to help Pops out with him, that’s all.” 
 
    “You looked like you were having a lot of fun out there with him,” I noted, turning and glancing over my shoulder at him. 
 
    “He likes to go fast,” Ollie said with a shrug. But a smile was playing at his lips. 
 
    Horse-riding had always been his favorite hobby, and he was damn good at it. 
 
    “So, anyone made any progress with helping Ally find a hobby?” I asked, my mind still whirling about how she got into my head. 
 
    “Nah, but maybe we should pick her up a guitar?” Skip suggested. “Maybe she’d like to learn how to play one.” 
 
    “Or piano,” Ollie threw in. 
 
    “Surely she’s got some kind of hobby,” I murmured. 
 
    “Photography is the only one I can think of that she seems interested in,” Ollie reminded me. He’d said it earlier too when we spoke of hobbies for her. 
 
    “Anyone have a good camera?” Skip asked as he turned into our street. 
 
    “I’ve got a canon somewhere actually,” I said, frowning as I tried to remember where it was. It had been a gift from a relative quite a few years back and I’d never used it. I’d forgotten about it completely until now. 
 
    “Can she use it?” Ollie asked excitedly. 
 
    “She can have it, I have no use for it,” I shrugged as I toyed with my bracelet again. 
 
    I had some research to do once I got home. My magic warding on myself should have kept any telepath out of my mind, and knowing Ally had gotten through was a little alarming. Not because it was her, just because it had happened.  
 
    There was so much more to this new housemate of ours. 
 
    And I intended to uncover it all. 
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    “So you must be Ally,” Emma’s mother, Teresa, beamed at me. Why was I finding that strangely funny? All I could think of was if she called herself Madame Teresa for readings and psychic work, then that would be why I found it amusing. She offered it on the side, but her main business was potions. 
 
    She had the same rounded, heart-shaped face as Emma, but her hair was a soft blonde color, sun-bleached and long, reaching down to hang below her breasts. 
 
    She was an average built woman, and tonight she wore some pajama pants and a pink singlet. Definitely not a woman who worried about her appearance too much for guests, but it was also six-thirty at night. I’d finished my late shift at work, and Emma had picked me up in her old, beat-up red Hyundai sedan that looked and sounded like it was on its last legs. She had textbooks strewn through it, informing me she’d been studying at a local park for the day. 
 
    Teresa ushered me over to the dining table, and I smiled as Emma strode into the adjoining kitchen to hug her father who was still making dinner. 
 
    I’d messaged the boys in our group chat to let them know I would stay the evening as Emma had invited me to stay for dinner and then a movie afterwards, then she’d drive me home. 
 
    “Well, it’s nice to see Emma with a friend, I’m Tony,” her father said from the kitchen. His head was balding, and his dark brown hair was greying badly. But those bright grey eyes and smile made me instantly like him. There was just something about him that made me feel at ease. Maybe it was seeing how close he was with Emma as she shoved him playfully out of the way to get to the cupboard behind him. 
 
    Guess that was where she got her eyes from, considering her mother had hazel eyes. 
 
    He was wearing jeans and a fluro yellow work shirt. He must do some kind of trade work. 
 
    “Where’s the mars bars?” Emma groaned as she moved to the fridge and searched through it. 
 
    “Pixies, always with their sweet tooth,” Teresa sighed. “Can’t you wait until after dinner?” 
 
    Emma groaned and mumbled a no in response as her dad chuckled. 
 
    “They’re yours, but you have to work for them,” he grinned as he opened the cupboard above the fridge. 
 
    Emma looked excited as her head poked out of the fridge, but it turned to annoyance as two mars bars soared overhead, screeching as they flew across the room. 
 
    “Tony!” Teresa scolded as Emma turned on the two flying chocolate bars. 
 
    “Daaaaddddd,” she droned out, rolling her eyes as the mars bars dove down over my head. 
 
    So he’d used his pixie magic by choice. Something I was yet to learn. 
 
    Emma huffed as she strode over to the table, holding her hand out as her eyes glowed a soft green. 
 
    The two mars bars spiraled out of the air and into her awaiting hand. 
 
    “You’re no fun,” her father pouted. 
 
    I just grinned at his playfulness. This was what a family was meant to be like. 
 
    “Well, if you’re going to have it, at least share with Allison,” Teresa said, giving in as Emma grinned and plopped down beside me. 
 
    “You can call me Ally,” I said, thanking Emma as she handed me a mars bar. 
 
    “Right, well, dinner shouldn’t be too long, we can do this reading now, or wait until after?” she suggested, flicking her eyes to Tony who took the cue to focus back on the sizzling bacon and eggs he’d been cooking for dinner. 
 
    “Now would be great, if that’s okay,” I said as I tugged the mars bar wrapper open and took a bite of the delicious goodness. 
 
    “All right, well, Emma told me what cards you got, but we’ll redo the reading from scratch anyway,” Teresa said as she reached for a wooden box at the center of the table on the purple table runner. 
 
    She got the cards out and held her glowing blue hand over the deck, and I watched in awe as they floated into the air, shuffling magically. Emma had done hers by hand for my reading. Did it have any extra effects? 
 
    “Emma said you wanted to know about your abilities and powers, and your future, is this correct?” Teresa asked quietly as her eyes had the same light blue glow. 
 
    “Yes,” I murmured, resting my mars bar on the table. 
 
    “I’ll need your date of birth, and your parents’ names,” she said softly as the cards settled into four piles. 
 
    “20th of April, Gerard and Christine Smoak,” I answered. This was definitely like Emma’s earlier reading. 
 
    “Deceased, how?” Teresa frowned. 
 
    “Car accident,” I sighed. I had a feeling this was going to be a lot like Emma’s reading. 
 
    “Yes, but no,” she murmured, causing both Emma and I to frown. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “Police and most involved believed it was an accident,” Teresa mused, cocking her head, her eyes flicking around. She was listening. To the dead maybe? 
 
    “It wasn’t an accident,” she said, and my stomach flipped as my body went cold. 
 
    “What?” I said, unable to comprehend what she’d just said. 
 
    It had to be an accident, everyone said it was. 
 
    “Give me your hand,” Theresa said firmly, thrusting hers out. 
 
    I shuddered as I hesitantly took her hand, and her eyes glowed brighter as her foreign, wriggling energy wormed through me like tendrils seeking out answers. Nothing like Emma’s magic, which had rippled through me and mingled with my own. 
 
    This one was prying, searching within me. 
 
    Cards broke free from the piles, the same five from my earlier reading. ‘The Father’, ‘The Eye’, ‘The Lone Wolf’, ‘Family’, and ‘The Banshee’. These ones were hand-painted as well, but different to Emma’s. Darker, more eerie. ‘The Father’ was a man holding one hand to his chest, cast in shadows. ‘The Eye’ was a creepy looking eye that looked to be flicking around, which sent chills through me. Maybe holographic, no, definitely moving. Terrifyingly scary. 
 
    ‘The Lone Wolf’ was a black wolf standing proud on a rocky outcrop staring over a valley with a full-moon. ‘Family’ was an image of black silhouettes huddled together, and ‘The Banshee’ was a terrifying woman with her arms raised out to her sides, a flowing, tattered white dress on and shadows curling around her. She looked to be screaming, but it was the black eyes that made my blood run cold. 
 
    Did it have something to do with my parents death? 
 
    “Something is hunting you, watching you,” Teresa said, her voice taking on an eerie echoing sound. It chilled me to the bone, but her grip on my hand was deathly, and I couldn’t pull free. 
 
    ‘The Eye’ card glowed brighter than the others as it floated forward. 
 
    “This creature has separated you from those around you, but it has also protected you when needed. It needs you,” Teresa’s chilling voice cut through me. “It was the cause of your parents death, and it will soon find your new family, intent to split you from them. This new family is a mix of love and friendship, romantic relationships. More than one. A binding done within you, linking you to them. Your power comes from your father’s side, long back in the line, a powerful creature, shrouded in darkness,” Teresa’s eyes clenched shut as she hissed, as if in pain. “You have only scratched the surface of your true power. Death becomes you, it is all that you are, your past, your present, your future,” Teresa’s voice grew louder, echoing around the room. 
 
    I whimpered as I strained against her grip, desperate to free myself. 
 
    These words were scaring me. I was being hunted? My parents death was not an accident? Death was my future? What did she mean by death becomes me? 
 
    Fear coursed through me as Teresa’s nails dug into my hand. 
 
    “Mom!” Emma shouted as hissing and soft screams circling us, filling the air with a thick magic. 
 
    “Teresa!” Tony was beside her now, trying to pry her hand off of mine. 
 
    Those fingers were painfully bruising me now, but her words echoed through my mind. 
 
    “Allison!” 
 
    Marcus. His voice flooded my head with terror, and I shrieked as I pulled free from Teresa’s grip. 
 
    I shot a look of panic at Emma, who looked like she was about to pass out as she called out to her mother. 
 
    I pushed away from the table, snatching up my bag as I ran through the living room and out the front door. 
 
    I had to get away from there. From that magic that was prying deep inside me, uncovering things I didn’t even know. 
 
    I ran down the darkened street, my joggers scraping on the asphalt as the warm night air clung to my clammy skin. 
 
    I gasped as tears streaked down my face, but I didn’t stop running. The image of the banshee kept flashing into my mind, terrifying me and pushing me onward. 
 
    What did it all mean? What was I? What was the creature hunting me? 
 
    Is it here right now? 
 
    The thought made me stumble as a scream coiled up in my throat. I held it back as my eyes flicked around the darkened street, only a lone streetlamp at the far end lighting my way. 
 
    A rush of air sent shivers through me, and then the hand gripped my shoulder. 
 
    This time, I didn’t hold back the bloodcurdling scream. 
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    Marcus. 
 
      
 
    “Ally, it’s me!” I shook her as her scream rung out in the night air, ringing in my ears and sending a wave of panic through me. 
 
    Those terrified, teary eyes turned to me as she gasped and choked. 
 
    I pulled her trembling body against me, stroking her hair as I reassured her that it was okay. 
 
    But nothing was okay. 
 
    I’d felt her utter fear, her panic. I’d felt that witch’s magic within her, and I’d seen things. Things I couldn’t explain. 
 
    I’d go to Lucas with them, to find some answers. Ally didn’t need to know, because I was sure she hadn’t seen what I’d seen. 
 
    “She said my parents’ deaths weren’t an accident, and I’m being hunted,” Ally whimpered against my chest, her hands curling into my shirt as I held her tight. 
 
    I knew about her parents, but being hunted? That was new news to me. 
 
    “It’s going to be okay,” I murmured as I ran my fingers through her thick, brown hair. I pulled the ponytail out in doing so, wanting to relax her with the soft touches. My little sister had loved it, so I figured it was worth a shot. 
 
    Ally’s trembling lessened as she huddled against me, hiding her face in my chest as she cried silently. 
 
    “How will it be okay?” she asked in a hushed tone, her soft doe eyes flicking around the area nervously. 
 
    “You have me, you have the boys, we’ll take care of you,” I promised. 
 
    “She said this creature will find me, it’ll want to split us,” she murmured, unknowingly wiping her tears on my shirt as she sniffled. 
 
    “It can try, but we won’t let it,” I said softly as I caressed her hair. 
 
    “Can you take me home?” she asked gently. 
 
    I chewed my lip at this. The scene I’d left was probably not the scene she needed to walk in on. 
 
    Allison’s eyes widened, and I cursed under my breath. So much for Lucas’s spell warding my mind from her. Hopefully she hadn’t seen into my mind enough to see what I’d seen during her reading. She didn’t need that. 
 
    “Seriously? They’re doing that,” she baulked. 
 
    “I’m sorry, you weren’t there, they thought they’d take advantage of it,” I groaned. 
 
    “I don’t care, we’re adults, please, just take me home,” she sniffled. 
 
    I groaned, hating that I’d have to walk her into that fiasco. 
 
    But I could sense her amusement at it. She’d probably be more interested in it if it wasn’t for the whole thing with her parents and being hunted. 
 
    I lifted her into the air, holding her tight against me, and flitted us home. 
 
      
 
    “Bee Sting!” Skip shouted as I flitted us through the door.  
 
    I was intent to take us straight upstairs, to zip past the episode in the living room. 
 
    But Allison wriggled in my grip as Skip called out, and I unhappily released her. 
 
    “No, no.” 
 
    I could hear Ollie panicking as bodies moved in the living room, and I followed after Allison, a little curious to what her response might be.  
 
    “Oh, my God,” Ally’s jaw dropped at the three naked people in the living room. 
 
    Ollie had flopped onto the red lounge, his face bright red as he covered his manhood with a cushion and frantically scanned the area for his clothing. 
 
    His shorts were hanging off the corner of the TV, and I had no idea where his shirt was. 
 
    His briefs were gripped tight in the woman’s hands, who was on her hands and knees. 
 
    And Skip was balls deep in her from behind. 
 
    “We thought you were staying at Emma’s tonight,” Skip defended himself, but he didn’t pry himself free from the woman, who was now staring up at Ally with a cheeky smile. 
 
    Asshole. 
 
    Ally just stared at the pair, and I could sense her uncertainty as to what to do. I stepped up beside her, watching her face with interest. The emotions that ran across it were interesting. Confusion, shock, a hint of lust, covered with jealousy. Then her eyes swept over the naked woman, over her perky breasts, her crew cut hair that was swept to the side and suited her defined facial features, her straight nose and high cheekbones. I could hear her mind going over this woman, before her eyes fell to the leather bracelet she wore on her wrist. 
 
    Everything fell into place and Ally gasped as she leaned into me. 
 
    “Lucas?!” 
 
    “Told you it was an interesting dynamic, and call me Lucy,” she said, still on her hands and knees with Skip inside her. 
 
    Ally just shook her head as her mouth opened and closed. 
 
    “It just happened,” Ollie murmured from the lounge, but I could see the instant regret as Ally’s focus shifted to him. 
 
    He cowered under her gaze, guilt spreading across his features as he refused to meet her eyes. 
 
    It made me smirk. He was so infatuated with her, but even he couldn’t deny he wanted action. 
 
    Lucy was the one willing to comply with ease. 
 
    “You have a barbed penis, how can you get oral?” Was all Ally managed to say. 
 
    Skip laughed at this, making Lucy tremble as he moved against her from it. 
 
    Ollie’s face just reddened. 
 
    “They’re not real barbs, not sharp like a real cats. More… soft, squishy,” Lucy said thoughtfully, her breasts bouncing as she cocked her head. 
 
    This drew Ally’s gaze, but she snapped her eyes back to Ollie, although the blood had seeped to her cheeks. 
 
    Ally snorted out a shocked laugh as she stared at the three naked people. Skip was struggling to refrain from moving against Lucy, who was biting her lip as she watched Ally curiously. 
 
    “I’m going to shower,” Ally finally said, the air rushing out of her lungs as she spun on her heels. 
 
    She didn’t know how to react to this, not with what was going on. 
 
    I chose not to follow her, wanting to give her some space while she showered. I’d catch her after, try to reassure her. 
 
    “Everything all right?” Lucy asked, following the question with a moan as Skip began rocking against her once more. 
 
    “Definitely not, I’ll talk to you guys once you finish here,” I waved offhandedly at the naked group. The air was filled with the smell of sex, but for a first, it didn’t affect me. Not with what was going on with Ally. 
 
    I strode past the doggy-style pair, smirking as I heard Ollie rise to resume his position in front of our interesting housemate. 
 
    I’d let them get this out of their system before I dropped this bombshell on them. 
 
    I needed to talk to Lucas badly. 
 
    I strode into the kitchen, blocking out the grunts and moans coming from the living room. 
 
    I grabbed a bag of blood from the fridge, sighing as I bounced the bag in my hand. 
 
    My mind slipped back to feeding off Ally, of tasting her sweet pixie blood. 
 
    I scowled as I pushed it aside and raised the tube to my lips. 
 
    Now was not the time. I was worried for her. Big time. 
 
    I could hear the shower running overhead, and I could feel her uncertainty and confusion coursing through me. 
 
    There was something going on, something big. Something that involved what I’d seen in her mind. A memory so old and hidden, she wouldn’t even know she had it. But I’d seen it. I’d seen that fatal night of the accident through her child eyes. 
 
    I’d seen the monster. 
 
    I shuddered as it flashed into my mind once more. 
 
    I’d seen that creature before, in a tome about rare supernaturals. I bet it was the same thing that had killed Wayne. 
 
    Why though? 
 
    And why was it after her? What did it want? 
 
    I sat down at the table as I mulled over this, waiting patiently for the sexfest in the other room to end. 
 
    I’d finished my blood bag and sat for a decent amount of time before Lucas finally strolled in. Butt naked, of course, and fully male again. His pentagram tattoo stood out on the left side of his chest, roughly the size of a fist. Infused with protective magic, powerful stuff. No witches or warlocks could mess with him thanks to it. 
 
    “Still weirds me out. Where’s the sperm go?” I frowned. I knew the boys loved not needing to use condoms with him while he was like that. But I was damn curious. 
 
    He couldn’t fall pregnant, although that would be utterly hilarious if he could, and disturbing. I pictured him groaning as he walked around the house with a pregnant belly, holding it in annoyance. I cracked a smile at this. 
 
    “It’s magic, it’s not meant to make sense,” Lucas shrugged. “So, what’s up with Cupcake?” he asked as he went to the fridge and tugged the door open. 
 
    “She learned her parents’ death wasn’t an accident,” I stated, sighing as I eyed his rounded arse. He really needed to put some clothes on before Ally came down. 
 
    “You told her?” Lucas sighed as he shut the door with the orange juice in hand. 
 
    “No, Emma’s mother did, in the reading. Told her she was being hunted too,” I frowned, watching as he poured himself a glass of juice. 
 
    His body was angled my way, and I rolled my eyes as I avoided the sight of his hanging dick. 
 
    “If Teresa saw that, then I’d believe it. She’s a powerful psychic,” Lucas muttered as he ruffled his hair before picking up his glass. 
 
    “When she was connecting with VB’s magic, I saw something, I saw the night of the car accident. I saw what attacked them,” I murmured, frowning at my finished blood bag on the table. The memory played out in my mind like a horror scene. 
 
    “What?” Lucas asked once he’d swallowed. 
 
    “A wendigo.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Lucas focused on me now, the statement catching his attention. 
 
    “Positive, with the horns and weird deer skull face thing,” I murmured, clenching my jaw as I tried to picture it clearly. 
 
    Rain spattered against the windows, and a sense of unease washed over me. Even mom and dad seemed disconcerted. Something was off. We could all feel it. 
 
    “How’s she doing now?” her father asked, his face a blur, focusing on his driving. The windscreen wipers swept back and forth rapidly in an effort to clear his line of view. 
 
    Lightning lit up the area, and I shivered as I huddled into my pink jacket. 
 
    “She’s doing better,” my mother murmured as she turned to me. “You feeling better now?” 
 
    I nodded softly, fear rippling through me. I knew something was horribly wrong, but mom didn’t seem to understand that. 
 
    What followed was a blur. 
 
    Dad cursed and shouted as lightning lit up the road once more, revealing a dark figure standing out before us. 
 
    The car veered, and I screamed as we slid off the embankment and the vehicle rolled. 
 
    I heard mom shouting for me, but everything was happening so fast. 
 
    Everything moved around me, and I was thrust against my booster seat belt, hanging from it as we tumbled over and over. 
 
    Things must have gone to black, because the next thing I knew, I was blinking, my body aching as I whimpered. Dad was slouched against the airbag, and mom’s head was lolled back against her seat, blood trickling from her nose and split lip. 
 
    “Mom?” I whispered. 
 
    I froze as the sound of crunching metal reached my ears, and I huddled against my seat as my father’s door was torn clean off. 
 
    The man from the road, the creature. 
 
    He was peering through the open door at me, with a monstrous face and horns. 
 
    What was wrong with mom and dad? Why weren’t they answering? Who was this weird man? 
 
    I kept silent as those unseeing black eyes watched me, my heart pounding. I wanted to scream for mom, to beg her to wake up, but I couldn’t look away from his scary face. 
 
    A monster. 
 
    He ripped my father’s seatbelt off, a deep, unsettling growl emanating from his chest as he tugged my father from the car. 
 
    It would be the last time I ever saw him, and my mother. 
 
    “I saw it through her eyes. Everything. He caused the accident, took her parents. He was interested in her though. When another car showed up, he left, but not without saying goodbye to her,” I growled, hating the tightness in my chest. 
 
    Tears trickled down my cheeks as I sniffled, holding my seatbelt straps tightly. Where was mom? Where was dad? Where was the scary monster man? 
 
    My lip trembled, but I dare not cry. What if it heard me? 
 
    I jumped, my heart hammering as the horned creature appeared at the side window. 
 
    He cocked his head, staring in at me, those unseeing black eyes glowing faintly red. That strange skullish face, long and garish, cracked and creaked as his mouth opened. 
 
    Blood. There was blood all over his gruesome, white, boney snout. No nose, just a hollowed out section of his skull face.  
 
    I held my breath, not daring to breath as the monster looked in at me. 
 
    Lights flashed up on the street behind our car, and I whimpered. 
 
    I cried out as the creature slammed a hand against the window, splaying it out, his claws scraping the cracked glass. 
 
    A smear of blood was left in its wake as he slid it down. 
 
    And then he was gone. 
 
    “Not fucking creepy at all.” 
 
    I turned to where Skip and Ollie were now standing in the open doorway to the living room, both giving me horrified looks as I relayed the scene to Lucas. 
 
    “Wendigos feed off humans, sometimes supes too I guess,” Lucas murmured as he leaned against the counter. “I wonder if that was what got Wayne too then, since the bodies had the same mauling and bite marks.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t cross it off the list of possibilities,” I said. 
 
    Skip took the moment to toss him his boxers, and Lucas slid into them, making me more comfortable around him now. 
 
    “Why didn’t he take Ally though?” Ollie murmured. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I frowned. 
 
    “Maybe he was full from her parents,” Skip shrugged, cringing once he’d said it. 
 
    “No, it was something else. It was almost… like he was fascinated with her,” I murmured as I replayed the memory in my mind. There was something about how the wendigo had looked at her.  
 
    “Did she see the memory too?” Lucas asked softly. I realized now that I could no longer hear the shower running. 
 
    “No, I don’t think so, this bond, it’s so strange,” I shook my head. 
 
    “She’s seeing into our heads too y’know,” Lucas remarked. 
 
    “What?” Skip stepped forward at the comment. 
 
    “Yours and mine, apparently only sexual stuff,” Lucas sighed as he rubbed the back of his neck. “She hasn’t seen anything from Ollie. Possibly something to do with the magic burst the other night and our bracelets somehow linking us all,” he suggested. 
 
    “How do we find out why?” Ollie asked quietly. At least they’d both gotten fully dressed once they’d finished up. 
 
    “I’ll do some research, ask around,” Lucas said. “It’s all I can do. Maybe her aunt and uncle will have more answers.” 
 
    “What about this being hunted thing?” I asked, annoyed that we’d sidetracked. 
 
    “Keep an eye on her. Make sure one of us is always with her. When she’s in this house, she’s safe,” Lucas said. “I’ll research wendigos and ask around.” 
 
    “What about your dad, would he know anything? You said you’d ask him if you didn’t figure out what the magic bond was,” I shot back. 
 
    “I know,” he growled. 
 
    “I know you guys aren’t on good terms, but this is for Ally,” Ollie murmured. At least he understood this predicament. 
 
    “Fine, I’ll swing by tonight,” Lucas groaned. 
 
    “Might want to put some clothes on first,” Skip snickered, and Lucas just gave him an eye roll. 
 
    I flicked my eyes to the side where Ollie was now slinking off. 
 
    Guess he wanted to check on our little VB. 
 
    I’d let him go first then. They had a different bond to the one we had. 
 
    He might be able to calm her down, relax her. 
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    Ollie. 
 
      
 
    So first Marcus had tasted her, and now Lucas had kissed her. For all I knew, Skip had gotten to her too. I thought we were meant to be leaving her alone? Not dragging her into our weird little… whatever. 
 
    I liked Ally a lot, and we got along so well, and yet, I still hadn’t even kissed her. 
 
    This sucked. Big time. 
 
    But I didn’t want to rush it either. Ally had been hurt before, and that was meant to be why we were taking it slow. This wasn’t the plan. 
 
    And now I found this out. Ally was being hunted by something, and her parents had been murdered. 
 
    And she knew this too. 
 
    But a wendigo? I’d heard old tales of the man-eating beasts, the supes that had been hunted to near extinction by the Supernatural Council. Deemed too much of a threat to our entire existence. 
 
    I had to check on her. I needed to know she was okay, and I wanted to let her know that I’d look out for her. 
 
    I left the group in the kitchen, hating myself for what I’d just done. Ally had needed us, and we were too busy having a threesome. 
 
    I growled at myself, feeling like a stupid, selfish prick. 
 
    She deserved better. 
 
    I padded up the stairs in my bare feet, pursing my lips as I stood before her door. 
 
    I knocked softly, only turning the knob when she answered. 
 
    “Hey, how you feeling?” I asked as I quietly made my way over to her bed. 
 
    She was sitting up against her pillows, frowning at her phone. 
 
    “I don’t know how to feel. Tonight has been a weird freakin’ night,” she sighed as she locked her phone and set it down beside her. 
 
    “Yeah, sounds like it has been,” I murmured as I sat down on the end of the bed. 
 
    “To think I’m being hunted, and by what? Why?” she frowned, shaking her head in frustration and confusion. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I answered honestly. I didn’t know why, but I did know what. 
 
    Not that it really mattered right now. The why was more the issue. 
 
    “My parents’ death wasn’t an accident,” she said softly. “I’ve spent this whole time thinking it was.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything as she rested her chin on her knees and played with her bracelet. 
 
    “At least seeing you guys added some… I don’t know, fresh air? Something to take the scariness of it all away. For a moment, I was able to push away the fear I was feeling,” she gave a sharp laugh, followed by a sigh. 
 
    “Sorry, we had no idea,” I mumbled, rubbing my arm uneasily. 
 
    “Don’t apologize,” she managed a soft smile. 
 
    “That’s not exactly something I would’ve wanted you to see,” I muttered. I certainly hadn’t wanted Ally to see that. I liked her, and I didn’t want this to ruin anything between us. 
 
    “It’s fine, we’re all adults with needs,” she chuckled, but her smile dropped as her mind wandered off. “Teresa said death was my past, present, and future. That it becomes me, it’s all that I am. Does she mean those I love will die?” she whispered, her eyes watering as she bit her lip. 
 
    I couldn’t help but move to squeeze in beside her, holding her against my side and rubbing her arm. 
 
    “Truthfully, I have no idea what it means, but we’ll figure it out, all of us. You’re not alone, you’ve got us,” I assured her. 
 
    She fought against the fear and tears, but I could see her lower lip trembling despite her biting it hard. 
 
    “Heard from your aunt yet? This morning in the car you said you were waiting for a reply from her about your powers?” I asked, wanting to focus her mind on something else. 
 
    “Not yet, she did message to say she tried getting in contact with her mother, but the time zones are working against her. She should get in touch with her soon,” Ally sighed as she leaned into me, resting her head on my shoulder. 
 
    “It’ll be good to figure that out. The bond with Marcus must be interesting,” I noted, and she giggled as she nuzzled my shoulder. 
 
    “It is, he knew when I was afraid, I didn’t realize it worked over long distances like that,” she murmured. 
 
    “Guess that’s handy.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “You’re protected here, y’know? This house is warded, anyone with ill intentions can’t enter. You’re safe,” I reminded her as her eyes flicked to the window briefly. 
 
    “Right,” she sighed.  
 
    I could sense the shift as her tension eased a little.  
 
    “So, can we talk about something else? Thinking about all this is making me a bit… unnerved,” she breathed. 
 
    “Sure, what do you want to talk about?” I said as I wrapped one arm around her shoulder to allow her to nestle against my chest. My heart pounded at her closeness, at her warmth seeping into me. Her sweet aroma of honey and flowers filled my nostrils, relaxing me as I drew in the sweet fragrance. 
 
    “You guys do that often?”  
 
    I tensed up at the question as I stuttered. 
 
    “No,” I finally managed to say hoarsely, the heat rushing to my face. 
 
    “Really? I don’t believe you,” she said as she looked up at me, her face so close as she arched a brow at me. “You can tell me, I don’t mind.” 
 
    “Sometimes,” I mumbled. “Lucas is very…” I bit my lip as I searched for the right word. 
 
    “Sexual? Horny? Down to fuck twenty-four seven?” she mused, grinning gleefully as I stammered, no words coming out. 
 
    “Y-yeah,” I sighed in defeat. 
 
    “I got the impression earlier today. Sex is on everyone’s mind a lot,” she shrugged. “Safe to assume it was on yours too. Was it always like this? Since you moved in?” she asked. 
 
    My eyes flicked down to those perfect lips, so soft and full. She was so tempting right now, so close, her body nestled against mine as she looked up at me. All I’d have to do was lean in, catch those beautiful lips and finally taste her. 
 
    “No, I learned about his fetish for turning into a chick later on, when Skip was visiting once. Skip was asking about threesomes since a girl he was seeing was trying to talk him into it. Lucas told him it was fun. He’s had the most experience, he’s kept it low-key since you moved in, but sometimes he throws small parties, people come over, girls and guys. It’s a big sex thing, he loves it, loves sharing and trying out new things. But only we really know about the chick thing. Sometimes he’ll use his Lucy tinder profile for odd hookups, where he can fully embrace being a girl, and they don’t know any better,” I rambled, feeling nervous now that this topic had been opened. 
 
    “So Skip was all for it?” Ally asked softly. 
 
    “Not at first, he’s strange, homophobic a bit, despite Lucas. More that he doesn’t want anyone to think he is, old stigma from his family mostly. But they’ve always been close, and Lucas loved to flirt lightly with him, see how much he could get away with. I secretly think he liked it, the extra attention,” I smirked. “But it started not long after that, Lucas would change a few times whenever Skip visited, and they’d do stuff. I won’t lie, she got all of us. He was good like that, would strut around the house naked. It was hard not to… be interested. He looks good as a chick,” I cringed, struggling with my words. “And it’s not like it’s wrong or anything. No one knows outside of this place really. Most people know he’s bisexual, loves to do threesomes and more, but not about his extra stuff.” 
 
    “I think Emma may have known,” she said thoughtfully, and my heart skipped a beat at the suggestion. 
 
    “She told you?” I asked, my eyes wide. Had she shared it with anyone else? 
 
    “No, not exactly. Just hinted that there was more to it all,” she chuckled.  
 
    “I guess she’s got extra ways of knowing,” I grumbled. Had I thought about it in her presence and she’d overheard or overseen it in my head? Possibly.  
 
    “I thought cat barbs were meant to be painful? I saw a documentary once where they said they hurt the female, but yours don’t?” Ally strayed again from the main topic. 
 
    Now it was getting personal. 
 
    “No, they’re different, because I’m a shifter,” I murmured. 
 
    “I saw them that first time, remember? When you were naked on my bed,” she chuckled. 
 
    I groaned at the memory. I’d been stuck as a cat and fell asleep on her bed, shifting back sometime during the night. And she’d woken up to me with morning wood. 
 
    I was never going to forget that. Great way to introduce myself. 
 
    “How could I forget,” I snorted. 
 
    “Does it hurt to ride?” she asked. 
 
    “What?” I just frowned at her. Did she mean Lucy? Why would she think it hurt? 
 
    “Horse riding, with your balls and everything, I always wondered that,” she chuckled. 
 
    I laughed at this, rolling my eyes. “Yes, but rarely. When I first learned to ride, trotting would hurt, but I learned the rising trot pretty quickly, some people sit the trot, but that looks so uncomfortable.” 
 
    “Why do you think I’m being hunted?” her face turned serious, and my heart squeezed at the uncertainty in those chocolate eyes. 
 
    “I don’t know, could be anything, could be nothing. Maybe she got it wrong,” I shrugged, wanting to alleviate her concern. 
 
    “Both Emma and her mom mentioned I was being watched, her mom said I was being hunted,” she murmured. 
 
    “It might not even be in a bad way, maybe a relative is searching for you,” I suggested.  But I had a feeling it had something to do with that wendigo. Lucas thought it also got Wayne, which would mean it had been watching her for years. Not a creepy thought at all. 
 
    Although the prick deserved it for the abuse he’d handed out to Ally. 
 
    I knew Marcus was wanting Lucas to find out what became of Brett, her first physical abuser. The one who’d caused the burns. We all wanted to know really. 
 
    Was he the one maybe hunting her? Was that possible? 
 
    “Did you have dinner?” I asked, my stomach twisting. I hadn’t had dinner yet, I’d been too caught up in… other stuff. 
 
    “I’m not hungry,” she said softly. 
 
    “You sure?” I can bring you something?” I offered, giving her shoulder a light squeeze. 
 
    “Honestly? Maybe just a freddo,” she smiled.  
 
    “Got it, one freddo coming up. I’ll be right back,” I grinned as I slid off the bed. 
 
    Being so close to her was driving me mad, I needed to get away from her before my body started reacting in a way I felt was inappropriate right now. 
 
    I headed straight out the hall and downstairs, passing Marcus on my way. 
 
    I knew he was heading in to check on her. I didn’t blame him. She was pretty shaken up, but she was doing her best to hide it with questions and light conversation, but it was there. 
 
    The fact that he had a special bond with her made my chest tighten, but I ignored it. She couldn’t help this bond that had formed. 
 
    Besides, apparently she wanted all of us. That still gave me a chance. 
 
    But right now, I just wanted her feeling safe and back to her cheery, happy self. 
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    “Lucas is going to see his dad, see if he can shed any light on all this,” Marcus said as he pushed past my door and headed straight over to the bed. 
 
    “You think he’ll know something?” I asked hopefully. I was doing my best to keep from freaking out, but this was all a little too much. 
 
    Teresa’s words kept playing on my mind. My parents’ death, being hunted, how death was my life. I wanted proper answers, not vague readings. 
 
    “Maybe, he's knowledgeable,” Marcus shrugged as he sunk down on the bed beside me, taking my hand in his. 
 
    My chest fluttered at the instant connection to his touch, and I relaxed. He’d take care of me, no matter what. They all would. I could sense that from him. They all wanted to keep me safe. 
 
    “Done any more drawings?” I asked, wanting to try to focus on something else. I hated this uneasiness that kept washing over me, this fear unfurling in my gut. 
 
    “Not really, I’ve been working on an assignment for my studies. I’m also helping build a supernatural game with someone. Joint project, it’s gone into beta testing, but it’s gotten good feedback so far,” he said, those icy eyes warming as he smiled at me. His raven black hair was spiked up at the front, his trademark look, and he was wearing his usual black tee and jeans. He always pulled the look off perfectly, like it was effortless. 
 
    “What’s the game about?” 
 
    “Quests, depending on the characters you pick,” he said. “You can customize your own if you purchase the upgrade, collect items, level up, battle other players.” 
 
    “Aren’t you only in your second year of study?” I frowned. Where had he gotten all this time to create a game? 
 
    “Yes, but I don’t sleep much. I don’t get tired eyes or sore hands from computer work,” he chuckled. “And I work as part of a team. A few other vampires.” 
 
    “There are more vampires who create games?” I said in disbelief. I’d known them more as strong, powerful creatures with mysterious backgrounds, and mostly did work that required a lot of strength. They were one of the strongest supes in existence, and one of the fastest. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m working with some guys I met in my classes, we do most of our work online, sharing ideas and assisting with character design and scripts. The aim is to try to create the next World of Warcraft,” he said, his eyes lighting up as he spoke. 
 
    “I’ve heard of that,” I mused. Some magical online roleplaying game. 
 
    “Yeah, well, this one is targeted at actual supes. All the abilities are real abilities that supes have, but you can learn new things and level up, create a team of characters to work through the world with. We’re trying to work it in a way so that we can turn it into a virtual reality gameplay too.” 
 
    “Right, where you wear those head things,” I nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, we just have to make sure all the coding is done correctly in the first place so the switch can be made later on. But we want it to be so not everyone needs to play in VR mode, they can play it like a normal computer game too.” 
 
    I just grinned, loving how excitedly he told me about his work. I hadn’t really asked him about it before, and I had a rough idea about it from our bond. But seeing him so enthusiastic, it was a whole new side of him. A passionate, lively side. The one I was beginning to see more and more. 
 
    “You’ll get it, I know you will,” I said firmly. I had full belief in him. 
 
    “Thanks, my main work is actually the art side and basic coding, Jackson handles the full-on coding, and Brent handles the de-bugging.” 
 
    “So you switched painting and sketching for digital art then,” I noted. 
 
    “Yeah, but I did miss normal art. I used to sell it, but ever since… well, you know, I couldn’t do it. It was what brought her into my life.” His voice dropped as his face hardened. 
 
    “Your artwork is inspiring and beautiful, I’m sure she would’ve targeted you even if it weren’t for your art,” I murmured as I squeezed his hand. His cool skin was warming against my own, soaking up my heat. 
 
    “Maybe, but I won’t let her keep me from it. She’s gone, and my family was always supportive of my art. I owe it to them to continue it,” he said softly. 
 
    I nodded, and we both looked to the door as Ollie walked in. 
 
    “One freddo coming up! I made you a hot milo too,” he smiled gently as he walked over. “Sorry it took a little longer, I just grabbed myself a sandwich too.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll leave you two, I told the design crew I’d be online tonight for some scripting stuff,” Marcus said as he leaned forward to plant a kiss on my forehead, causing my cheeks to burn and my chest to flutter. 
 
    We still had so much more fun to do eventually. When my mind was in the zone. 
 
    ‘No rush, we’ll get there,’ he said, and I smiled at his thoughts pushing into my mind. I liked that he wasn’t pushing me. But it only made me want him more. 
 
    He strode out of the room as Ollie took his place beside me and handed me the unicorn mug. 
 
    “Nice mug,” I grinned. I’d seen it in the cupboard but never used it. 
 
    “Thanks, it was a joke for Lucas, since he was so colorful in his teenage years. Shoulda seen him, dying his hair all sorts of colors. His parents hated it, would force him to dye it blond again. It’s back to its natural color now,” he said as he gave me the freddo too. 
 
    “Got photos?” I chuckled, picturing Lucas with some crazy hairstyles and colors. 
 
    “Yeah, sure do, it’s more obvious he was bi in them. He really went overboard, but I think it was more rebellious, he doesn’t do it much anymore, unless he’s going clubbing or something and really feels like dressing up. He uses magic now to fancy up his hair,” Ollie laughed as he scrolled through his phone while sipping his hot milo. 
 
    I opened my freddo and dipped it in the hot drink, loving the melted sweetness. 
 
    “Here,” Ollie snorted as he held the phone closer. 
 
    I broke into fits of laughter as he scrolled through the photos. Lucas had bright pink hair and sparkly purple eyeshadow in one, then a blue mohawk and gold glitter around his eyes. They looked to be shots taken from a club, but I adored the photos. 
 
    “You need to send them to me,” I gasped, nearly dropping my mug from laughing. 
 
    We trawled through a few more, bright red hair and red lipstick. One of them he’d even done a full face of makeup, and I could suddenly see where Lucy came from.  
 
    “These are awesome,” I grinned as I sipped my milo, my cheeks hurting from smiling and laughing. 
 
    “He’s mellowed out a lot, keeps it a bit more under the radar,” Ollie snorted. 
 
    “Hey, Lucas said you used to compete on horseback, got any photos of that?” I asked. Most of these photos looked to be in hidden facebook albums, since I’d looked over all their facebook profiles. 
 
    “Yeah, I used to compete with Velocity. I got her from the kill pen. I couldn’t believe it, she’d earned her owner thousands in racing, but she’d damaged her leg. They just threw her away after that. It wasn’t like it couldn’t be fixed either, she just needed paddock rest then slow work to get her back into riding fitness,” he growled. “Starstripe Velocity was her name in the races, so I stuck with Velocity. Called her Vel for short. I retrained her myself, and we started competing in pony-club type stuff, then moved onto bigger and better things. She loved doing anything to please her rider, but she still loved to race the most. We did jumping, barrel racing, camp-drafting, you name it. She was down for it all,” Ollie murmured as he found photos and began showing them off. 
 
    The mare he rode was gorgeous, a bay as it was called, where she was a lightish brown with a black mane and tail, and black ‘socks’ on her feet. And they were soaring over a decent sized jump. He flicked through the photos with me, jumping, skidding around metal barrels in an arena,  flat out racing across open paddocks. 
 
    “She died from colic around the time I got my curse,” he sighed. “I sometimes wonder if they’re connected, but the witch who did this says it’s not.” 
 
    “I still can’t believe she can’t lift it, that no one can,” I grumbled. Surely it wasn’t that hard? Lucas knew all kinds of magic. 
 
    “It’s tangled with my shifter magic, some tried to remove it, but it got painful, and it’s risky. The style of curse is not an easy thing to remove safely, and since it’ll wear off anyway, it’s recommended I just wait it out,” he muttered as he moved to slide into the bed beside me to show me the photos better. I’d finished my freddo, and was nearly done with my milo. 
 
    We flicked through so many competitive photos, and the sheer enthusiasm and joy on his face in each one was warming. 
 
    I slid down into bed beside him as I set my mug on the bedside table, still looking through the photos with him. 
 
    I felt at ease here with him, snuggled into his side, where I was warm and safe. 
 
    Eventually he set his phone down to rest his chin on my head instead. 
 
    “Will you stay with me tonight?” I asked softly. I was tired and worn out, but the idea of being alone was daunting. 
 
    “Of course,” he murmured, pulling me closer into his side. He smelled of sweet caramel and horse, not yet having had a shower obviously after today. 
 
    I drew in his relaxing scent as I closed my eyes, nestled into him and clutching his shirt. 
 
    “Hey Ally?” he murmured. 
 
    “Mmm?”  
 
    “I promise I won’t let anything happen to you,” he breathed, nuzzling the top of my head. 
 
    His hand slid down my side to rest on the bed, but the small movement against my body made tingles course through me. 
 
    I sighed, pulling myself up to look at him, his face lit up from the light of the bedside lamp. 
 
    “Thank you,” I murmured, giving in to the temptation that I’d been fighting off. 
 
    I leaned in, his body tensing as our faces were centimeters apart. Those amber eyes were wide and dilated, searching my face and settling on my lips. 
 
    He closed the small gap between us, and it was the sweetest, softest kiss I’d ever experienced, soft sparks of energy coursing through me as a fire ignited inside me. 
 
    I wanted to forget everything tonight, all my stresses, all my worries. For just a short while, I wanted to pretend everything was normal, that nothing was wrong. 
 
    Ollie’s body moulded against mine perfectly as he rolled onto his side to kiss me, his soft lips so gentle and sweet. His hands dare not stray, instead resting on my side and cupping my face. 
 
    Everything about him was careful and soft, and I was the one who had to ask to deepen the kiss by nibbling on his lower lip.  
 
    He moaned at this, and I could feel his excitement pushing against his shorts and into my hip. 
 
    I hoped to God that Marcus was staying out of my head.  
 
    I ran my hand down Ollie’s chest, slipping it up under his shirt and quivering at his warm skin against my fingers. So lean and firm. I traced over his muscles, and urged him to pull off his shirt. He hesitantly did as asked, watching me carefully as I pushed him onto his back. 
 
    His breath hitched as I snaked up to lay on top of him, our bodies pressed together like hot heaven, our bodies reacting to one another. 
 
    “Ally,” he breathed, and I could see the uncertainty in those needy, amber eyes. 
 
    “It’s okay, I want this, don’t you?” I asked quietly as I searched his eyes. 
 
    His breaths were coming out in short bursts as he held me against him, his hands unsure. 
 
    “Yes,” he finally breathed. 
 
    “Then what’s wrong?” I murmured as I traced along the line of his chin. So baby-faced, I’d never seen even the slightest hint of stubble like the other guys on him. 
 
    “I don’t want to rush it,” he finally admitted, and I smiled as my heart tugged for him. 
 
    “I want our time together to be perfect,” he continued as he ran his fingers down the side of my face, and I shivered in delight at the soft touch. Everything was so delicate with him, featherlight touches, like he thought I was made of glass. 
 
    “It will be,” I sighed, resting my cheek against his hand. 
 
    “Maybe I should shower first,” he suggested softly, and I giggled. 
 
    “Why?” I frowned. 
 
    “Um… well… I might smell… after… y’know,” he stammered, his cheeks reddening. 
 
    Right, he’d already had some fun tonight. 
 
    The image of Skip buried into Lucy made my body ache, and I inadvertently moved my hips against Ollie, causing him to tremble. 
 
    “It’ll be fine,” I purred, the heat spreading through me in anticipation. I needed this, I needed his tenderness, his soft touches and the feeling of utter bliss. I needed to stave off everything else that was clawing at the edges of my mind. 
 
    Ollie growled softly as he caught my scent, and those amber eyes became almost black as his eyes dilated to the size of an excited cat’s. Hot damn. 
 
    I leaned in for a kiss once more, loving the tinge of desire to it this time round. I guided his hands down my sides and under my shirt, and he caught the idea. 
 
    His warm fingers danced across my skin, sending hot shivers through me. Nothing like Marcus’s cool touch. 
 
    Ollie rolled us over, pausing to wait for my okay before pulling my shirt over my head. 
 
    His breath caught as his eyes fell to my naked torso, honing in on my breasts and then shifting to my burn scars. 
 
    He frowned and growled as he traced over them, the scar tissue tingling from the touch. 
 
    “I’d love to know where he is now,” he hissed. 
 
    “Forgotten,” I said, not wanting to think about him right now. 
 
    I’d left behind my dark past. I wanted to keep it that way. 
 
    Ollie took the hint as he dove down to kiss me, this time ravishing my mouth. Our tongues battled amidst a series of soft moans as our bare chests pressed together, my nipples perking up as they rubbed against him. 
 
    “Tell me Ollie, have you thought about doing this with me?” I moaned, gasping as he moved down to litter kisses down my body and fondle my breasts. 
 
    “Yes,” he said with no hesitation. 
 
    “How did you picture it?” I breathed, arching as his mouth closed around my left nipple to suckle firmly. The soft pulls against it sent a wave of heat through me each time, and I wrapped my legs around him to grind against his hardness. 
 
    “A picnic,” he rasped, his hot breath flooding over my chest as he moved to the other nipple. 
 
    “You were going to take me on a picnic? How sweet,” I murmured, caught in the hot moment. 
 
    “I wanted to spend a day with you, get close to you, study, share stories, then eventually kiss you,” he said breathlessly as he pulled up to stare down into my eyes. His  short brown hair hung in his eyes, and the look of lust and adoration evident in those dark pools made my heart skip a beat. 
 
    “Guess I sped that up,” I purred, pulling him down into another passionate kiss. 
 
    His soft touches were getting more needy, but he was pacing himself. 
 
    “I still intend to see it through,” he chuckled once we broke apart, gasping for air. 
 
    “How’d I find someone so sweet,” I sighed, trailing my fingers down his sides and making him shiver from the ticklish touch. 
 
    He gave me a peck on the lips before moving down once more, exploring my body in a series of kisses and soft licks and nips. 
 
    “What’s it like being with a cat shifter?” I asked, curious about those ‘soft and squishy’ barbs as Lucy had put it. Thinking of Lucas as a girl and using his special name was still a little strange, but I’d adjust. 
 
    “Not too different, sometimes you can feel the barbs, but they won’t hurt,” he assured me as he kissed above my waistband. I throbbed and ached at this, groaning as my body begged for more. 
 
    I wanted him inside me. I hadn’t had the chance to have Marcus in me, and I needed filling, desperately. 
 
    A vampiric groan in my mind made me moan, and I instantly felt Marcus’s arousal as well, combined with my own. 
 
    Holy hell. 
 
    I already knew that he was contemplating barging in here, to take me instead, but he was holding back. 
 
    As to why, I couldn’t tell that too well, my mind was too hazy with desire. 
 
    His joint arousal was sending me over the edge. 
 
    I reached down to curl my fingers in Ollie’s waistband, brushing against his wiry hair down there. 
 
    “Take these off,” I purred as he moved up to kiss along my navel. 
 
    He did as told and shimmied out of his shorts, and my legs trembled at the sight of his hard-on. And those little barbs were jutting out, looking quite intriguing. 
 
    I pulled my pants down, my panties slick with my arousal as I tossed them to the floor in a heap. 
 
    Ollie groaned as he caught the full whiff of my arousal, and he pinned me down against the bed, kissing along my collarbone frantically as his length prodded against my inner thigh, twinging in need. 
 
    I wrapped my legs around his hips in an attempt to drive him inside, but he moved to the side teasingly as he nibbled on my earlobe. 
 
    “I want this to last,” he moaned. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me,” I growled, hating the torturous teasing as his dick pressed so damn close to my wet folds. 
 
    Ollie trembled at my demand, and he moaned as he rubbed himself against my slick folds. 
 
    “You smell like honey,” he breathed against my ear. 
 
    “Apparently I taste like it too,” I giggled, but let out a long moan as the tip of his unique penis pushed against my entrance. Those little barbs were squishy. 
 
    Ollie bit down on my neck, causing me to gasp and moan as he slid inside me with ease. 
 
    My mind jumped to a memory of how cats held down their mate by biting their neck. Was this something to do with that? 
 
    Those exotic barbs caressed my walls like a million tiny fingers, stroking me inside as Ollie moved against me. 
 
    I slid a hand down to grip his firm arse, loving the solid muscle beneath my fingers, feeling it flex as he ground into me. 
 
    “Can you really make it grow?” I breathed, lolling my head back as he released my neck to kiss it gently, as if he’d only just realized what he’d done. 
 
    “Probably one of the few shifting things I can still control,” he grunted as he nuzzled into my neck, gasping and moaning as he slowly moved with me. 
 
    I wanted him to speed up, to drive into me like there was no tomorrow, to make me feel everything. 
 
    I arched and moaned loudly as his shaft expanded, filling me wholly and stretching me. 
 
    “Fuck,” I breathed, quivering beneath him as I adjusted to the change. 
 
    “Too much?” He froze, not willing to move another inch. 
 
    “No,” I moaned, forcing myself up to meet him so that he was balls deep inside. 
 
    “So good,” I gasped as I pulled his hips down to meet me. 
 
    He began thrusting with me, gritting his teeth against my neck as he tried to refrain from letting go. 
 
    I rocked against him, our hips grinding together as he buried himself inside me over and over. 
 
    “Faster,” I begged, arching and writhing as I felt my climax nearing. Orgasms through penetrative sex were rare for me, but his dick felt so fucking good inside me. So thick and long, those barbs working in his favor. 
 
    He drove into me faster, gasping against me as he cursed, and I felt him swell up inside me. 
 
    His hands slid down to cup my arse, pulling me hard against him so he could sink right inside me. 
 
    I gasped and clawed at the bed sheets, biting my lip and cursing as I threw my head back. 
 
    The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave of blinding bliss, and I shook with the climatic jolts coursing through me. 
 
    Ollie’s head dipped down beside my ear, and he moaned out my name as he drove himself deep inside my tight, swollen walls. 
 
    His hot seed filled me up, and I wrapped myself around him to enjoy his orgasm as he trembled and shook with me. 
 
    We lay in a sweaty, panting mess, tangled in one another, joined. 
 
    ‘So fucking good,’ he moaned. 
 
    It took me a few moments to realize he hadn’t said the words aloud. 
 
    Oh damn. 
 
    ‘Even I felt that magic in the house,’ Marcus’s voice slipped into my mind. I could sense his contentment, having finished himself off alone in his room while listening in. I wasn’t sure how to feel about that, I guess I’d call it invaded privacy, but instead I found I enjoyed knowing he’d gotten off to me having sex with Ollie. 
 
    ‘Can you hear me too?’ I asked mentally, directing the thought at Ollie. 
 
    He pulled back with a startled look, those amber eyes narrowing to slits before dilating again. 
 
    “Well, guess I’m hearing everyone now,” I chuckled, although a pit settled in my stomach. 
 
    What did this mean? 
 
      
 
    Ollie stayed the night with me after cleaning up, and he panicked momentarily about not using a condom. I waved it off, informing him I was on the pill. Something that had become such a normal aspect of my life each morning that I didn’t even think about it. 
 
    He was weirded out by the bonding of our minds now, the link we shared. Each time he thought something, I knew it too. Like with Marcus. But I hadn’t gotten his whole life rundown like I had with Marcus. 
 
    We spoke about it for a while, testing our mind connection. It was similar to how Oliver spoke to us when in his shifted state, except we could pry a little deeper into one another’s minds. 
 
    We ended up cuddling, and I closed my eyes as I watched him envision moments he missed of soaring through the sky over Maple Grove. 
 
    Falling asleep in his warm embrace was just what I needed to keep the fear away, but I couldn’t stop my stomach from knotting with unease. 
 
    My dreams turned dark, but a gorgeous tiger appeared in them, guiding me back into a lighthearted dream with the boys. 
 
      
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    My head whipped around as Emma came up behind me as I waited outside the lecture hall for our pixie magic lecture. We were going to learn about lineages today, and then continue practice masking our magic and bringing things to life at will. 
 
    “Hey,” I mumbled, shifting uneasily as she drew up beside me. I hadn’t even gotten a message from her after last night, and I didn’t know how to feel. 
 
    “How are you? I’m sorry I haven’t called or anything, the reading took its toll on mom,” Emma said as she averted her eyes and played with the rainbow pentagram keyring stuck on her messenger bag. 
 
    I frowned at this piece of news. It had taken its toll on her? I was the one being hunted and having just found out my parents were supposedly murdered. 
 
    “How so?” I asked, holding back my frustration. 
 
    “She collapsed and passed out, has no memory of it, barely remembers meeting you,” Emma said softly. “I told her what she said in regards to the reading, but she’s drawing a blank,” Emma sighed as she reached up to toy with the end of her long white ponytail. 
 
    I didn’t say a word as I processed this. 
 
    “How are you? You seemed pretty freaked out, I wanted to message you, but I was worried you’d block me after last night,” Emma mumbled as those grey eyes finally met mine. They were filled with uncertainty and true worry. 
 
    I eased off a little. “Pretty freaked out. To hear I’m being hunted is pretty terrifying, and finding out my parents death wasn’t an accident is just the icing on the cake. Add in the fact that ‘death becomes me, it’s everything I am’, and I’m about ready to throw in the towel,” I admitted, feeling bad when she flinched at my words. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” she said instantly, those pained eyes begging me for some reprieve. 
 
    “Ollie said Lucas went to see his father last night about it all, but he hasn’t come home yet,” I murmured. 
 
    “Mr Brady might have some more knowledge than us. What about your aunt?” she asked gently. 
 
    “Haven’t heard anything yet,” I shrugged. “I’m sorry your mom took it hard,” I added. Although I doubted it was as bad as the mindfuck I’d had. 
 
    “She’ll be okay, I’m more worried about you, what it means,” she frowned. “Mom gave some more insight, but it’s still vague.” 
 
    “Yeah, just enough to scare me,” I gave a sharp laugh before sighing. “I just wish I knew what it all meant.” 
 
    “Time will tell,” she murmured as students filed past us into the hall. “We should head in though.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded, still uneasy about it all. Today had been difficult already, struggling to focus on my classes as my mind whirled. Ollie was a godsend, stuck to my side, and he was a lot more confident after last night. Holding my hand, sneaking a kiss at lunch. It left butterflies in my stomach, but my mind did drift back to Marcus. I’d seen him early in the morning, out the verandah as the sun rose. 
 
    He’d seemed pleased about my nightly escapade with Ollie, and yet he gave me a deep, long kiss before disappearing into his room.  
 
    Talk about confusing much. 
 
    But from what I was sensing from him, he was glad Ollie was there for me, but he still wanted to be with me too. Guess that made for an interesting turn of events. 
 
    We spent the first half an hour of our pixie magic lesson practicing masking our magic again and learning about some lineages of pixies that were renowned in history. Emma was proud of my progress, and our friendship settled back to normal after a short while. I couldn’t be annoyed at her, I was the one who wanted the reading from her mom. 
 
    “Next up, I want you to practice bringing something to life. Many of you will have an affinity for a certain type of object, be it food, electronics, materials, stationery. But you will all start with trying to bring a pencil to life. You may have affinities, but your power can animate anything. Pixie’s are underrated in the supernatural world, we are quite capable,” Miss Watson’s firm voice rang out. She was a petite woman with short brown hair with side swept bangs. She looked barely older than us, but she radiated authority in that dark brown suit and knee-high black boots. 
 
    She waved her hand over her laptop charger, a faint pink dusting floating down from her fingers. 
 
    I watched in amazement as the charger came to life, coiling up around her arm like a snake. 
 
    “We can animate things to use as weapons, or compel them to do our bidding, even if it’s as simple as making a broom sweep on its own for us. We share some of the same magic with strong witches, the magic they can wield to manipulate objects. Unlike strong witches though, and even warlocks, this magic takes a toll on us, so shouldn’t be overused.” 
 
    I watched as the charger returned back to normal as she withdrew the magic from it by closing her eyes and focusing.  
 
    We got to work, everyone pulling out pencils to work on. 
 
    “My grandmother could wield the witch version of this magic, animating things well, but my mom wasn’t so lucky, I’m just grateful my pixie side has given me the chance to use it,” Emma said as she willed her magic into the pencil. 
 
    It took her two attempts before the pencil floated over her notebook and began scribbling down notes. 
 
    She grinned gleefully as it did her bidding, and I looked down at my pencil with determination. If I was being hunted, I wanted to be able to defend myself. No relying on others to protect me. I knew my boys would, but I needed to be able to take care of myself. No damsel in distress here. Besides, I could turn into a wolf too. Something I’d neglected as of late. I’d barely ever shifted after learning I could do it, as it brought back memories of Derek. 
 
    I focused on my pencil, imagining my energy and power filling it and animating it. 
 
    “Just relax, you’re too tense,” Emma murmured softly, and I let out the breath I was holding. 
 
    I let the tension seep out from my body, the fears and worries pushed to the side as I put my mind to work. 
 
    I closed my eyes as I held my hand over the pencil, willing it to come to life. 
 
    I snuck a peek out one eye, and scowled at the unmoving pencil. 
 
    “Keep trying,” Emma urged me. Easy for her to say, she’d used her magic before, obviously. I was the only one here completely new to it all. 
 
    I kept trying, willing my magic forth, the tingling coursing through me and filling me with anticipation. 
 
    Nothing. It didn’t even roll. 
 
    I grumbled as I glared at the offending pencil. 
 
    I’d figure this out. Somehow. 
 
    “You animate things with emotions right, maybe you need to channel your emotions and magic all in one, combining them?” Emma suggested. 
 
    I just gave her a blank look. How would I even do that? 
 
    She just shrugged, and I pursed my lips as I focused back on the pencil. All right. Time to get emotional with a stick. 
 
    I imagined my worries and fear streaming into the pencil, willing it to become a protective creation for me. 
 
    I closed my eyes, picturing my pink dusting of magic shimmering over the pencil. 
 
    Emma squealed and my eyes shot open as the pencil soared through the air. 
 
    Other pencils were floating in the room, and mine was on a deadly trajectory. 
 
    It sliced through the other pencils, somehow harnessing my magic to give it a bladed head as it went on a destructive rampage. 
 
    Cries rose up at the monstrous flying pencil, hacking and slashing at all other pencils like a madman. 
 
    “Draw your magic back!” Emma said as she gripped my arm. “Before it gets someone!” 
 
    Great, that was just the thing I needed. 
 
    I reached out for my magic in my mind, capturing it and drawing it back. The pencil rocketed through the air towards Emma as I did this, and she let out a shriek as she threw her arms up with a green glow. My pencil fell short of her, the magic dissipating from it at the last second. 
 
    I watched quietly as it clattered onto the desk. 
 
    “Well, wasn’t that interesting,” Miss Watson said from the front of the room. 
 
    Heat rushed to my face as I realized everyone was watching me with accusing glares and utter shock. Why had no one else’s reacted like that? Was it because of the emotions I’d chosen? 
 
    “Allison, can you please see me at the end of class? I think you should go back to focusing on your masking magic for now and studying the textbook,” Miss Watson suggested, those bright blue eyes rather amused at the little scene. 
 
    I nodded as I sunk into my seat, wishing the floor would open up and swallow me. I hated being the center of attention. 
 
    “Well, I’ve never seen pixie magic do that before,” Emma murmured. 
 
    “Huh?” I frowned. 
 
    “Become like a true weapon, it had a mind of its own really. Pixie magic, when it controls itself rather than you, is only mischievous, that one was murderous,” she whispered. 
 
    “Great, so my magic is psychotic too,” I groaned. 
 
    “No, just more skilled. You saw how the head of it took on a knifelike appearance, right? That’s not something pixie magic can do, it can animate, give certain things legs and whatnot, but for the object to use the magic to manipulate itself into a weapon, that’s unique,” Emma explained. 
 
    “Awesome,” I sighed. 
 
    What else wanted to go wrong for me? What the hell did this mean? 
 
      
 
    Class ended, and Emma promised to meet me outside as Miss Watson pulled me aside. She waited until the door closed before frowning at me. 
 
    “You’re a halfling, correct?” she asked as she folded her arms. She stood almost the same height as me, and looked no more than thirty years old, if younger. 
 
    “Yes, pixie wolf,” I said as my fingers tightened around the strap of my laptop bag. 
 
    “That magic you infused into the pencil was not completely pixie magic, even your friend sensed that,” she said as held a curious finger to her chin. 
 
    “What else was it?” I asked, wondering if she somehow knew.  
 
    “I’m not sure, I’ve not felt that kind of magic before,” she said honestly as those blue eyes narrowed while she scrutinized me. 
 
    Great, I was the class freak. 
 
    “Have you seen Mr Brady at all?” she asked. 
 
    “No, but my housemate is his son, I’ll be seeing him this afternoon actually, he spoke to his dad last night about me,” I admitted. I hadn’t heard anything from Lucas today, no texts or messages. Ollie hadn’t heard from him either. 
 
    “Well, that’s good then. But until then, I suggest not trying to harness your pixie magic. It seems to not come out on its own, instead it’s mixed with something. Until we know what that is, it may be too dangerous for you to use your magic. I can manipulate other kinds of pixie magic, so I can normally stop any issues that arise, but I couldn’t draw out the magic in your pencil, which is a worry,” she sighed as she gave me a sad smile. 
 
    “What will I do in my classes then?” I muttered, annoyed at this development. Was I just a magnet for weird shit? Why was my world turning on its head lately? 
 
    “Study the textbooks, we will be doing theoretical work next week as well, but most of it will be prac. You will just have to observe for now,” she said apologetically. “And if you get any answers from Mr Brady, please let me know. My direct number is on the student portal, or you can email me with whatever you discover.” 
 
    I nodded as I chewed my lip. 
 
    We parted ways with a brief farewell, and I could feel her eyes on me as I headed out the door. 
 
    What the hell was I? What kind of freak was I truly? As if a halfling wasn’t enough. 
 
    “How’d it go?” Emma asked as she stepped beside me and we walked away from the building. 
 
    “I can’t practice my magic until we know what it is,” I groaned in frustration. 
 
    “That sucks.” 
 
    “I’ve never manipulated my magic before, it just happens with emotions, I was so excited to actually learn to use it,” I admitted. I’d been both nervous and excited about learning more about myself and my abilities, my powers. And now I was to be just an observer. 
 
    “Damn,” Emma sighed. “Well, maybe you can practice it at home? Lucas is a warlock, he can manipulate almost all magic, maybe it’d be safe to practice while he’s around?” she suggested. 
 
    I considered the idea. He’d be more than happy to help me. And surely he could handle my magic. 
 
    “Hey Ally!” 
 
    A smile crept over my face as Ollie jogged across the open grassy area to join us. “Hey Emma.” 
 
    “Hey Oliver,” Emma grinned. 
 
    “How was class?” he asked as he took up his position on my free side, his arm snaking around my waist and warming me inside. We’d never agreed for this to be exclusive or anything, but we were certainly closer than before. I couldn’t deny that I was loving the attention. 
 
    “Don’t ask,” I mumbled, and Emma helped me fill him in. 
 
    “Wow, so maybe that is the magic responsible for the weird bonding stuff?” Ollie wowed at the revelation. 
 
    “Maybe,” I mused. It was highly possible. 
 
    “Here’s hoping you get some answers soon,” Emma said as she looked out ahead, a scowl creeping across her face. 
 
    I followed her gaze and internally agonized. 
 
    “Ollie!” Glenda’s grating voice called out. 
 
    Where was that bloody pencil when you needed it? 
 
    Ollie tensed beside me, but I slid my hand down to hold his in place. Time to fuck with this little powderpuff. 
 
    Glenda strutted towards us in red heels and a short red skirt that I would never be seen dead in. If she so much as leant over, you’d see her arse for sure. 
 
    Her green blouse was unbuttoned one too many buttons, showing off the center of her black bra. Yep. Total fucking slut right here. 
 
    And for what she did to Ollie, I desperately wanted my warrior pencil to come to life and stab her in the knee. 
 
    The guy being dragged along with her looked distressed and embarrassed to be pulled over.  
 
    Ollie’s thoughts snuck into my own head, surprising me. So this was his cousin Grayson. A taller guy with broad shoulders, similar brown hair to Ollie, but a nerdy appearance otherwise. His glasses were large rounded ones, and he pushed them up the bridge of his nose as he gave Ollie an apologetic half smile, his bright emerald eyes tired and looking like he was ready to crawl into bed. 
 
    I didn’t blame him dealing with this bright little Godzilla. 
 
    “So you finally are flaunting your new side chick,” she smirked, and I wanted to thump her in the face.  
 
    “Shouldn’t you be off painting your nails or your face?” Emma said sweetly. “Looks like you need to do a retouch, everywhere.” 
 
    I caught the hint of a smile on Grayson’s face before he covered it. Was he an arranged partner for her? Like Ollie had been? 
 
    “Shouldn’t you be off terrorizing some poor kid’s mind?” Glenda shot back nastily. 
 
    Emma just scowled at her, but Glenda honed back in on Ollie. 
 
    “Why are you even here, Ollie? With that curse, how can you hope to pass your studies? With it going off sporadically and you being stuck as a poor little kitty cat, you’ll never complete it,” Glenda sighed as she inspected her nails, releasing her tight grip on Grayson’s hand. 
 
    He stood awkwardly behind her, like he wanted to be anywhere but here. 
 
    “He’ll do fine, he’s got great friends around him, and me,” I smiled, loving the way she tensed up and glared at me. 
 
    “Why are you bothering with him? Maybe he’s as good as a halfling like you can snag, both freaks and rejects,” she scoffed. 
 
    I wondered if I could will my magic to make her blouse tighten and eat her? That would be fun to watch. 
 
    “Glenda, let’s go, we promised your mom we’d meet them for afternoon tea,” Grayson murmured as he caught her arm. She shook him off and scowled at him before turning back to us. 
 
    “You should listen to him, Glenda,” I said her name with obvious distaste. “Before you get yourself into trouble.” 
 
    “Are you threatening me?” she hissed, stepping up to me, those stupid little pigtails bouncing on her shoulders. Was she trying to look like a little girl? It was a weird style choice, with the bra showing but the baby looks. 
 
    “Of course not,” I growled. Okay, maybe I was. 
 
    “Ollie’s too useless, needs his girlfriend to fight his battles. Pretty pathetic,” she sneered as she turned on Ollie. “Why I ever allowed us to be together is beyond me, you’re a joke,” she smirked. 
 
    Rage boiled up inside me as Ollie stepped forward. The look of utter pain across his face made my chest tighten painfully. How could someone who he once loved hurt him so much? I could feel his emotions, his agony. 
 
    “His curse is all because of you! If you hadn’t been a little bitch, that witch never would have cursed him,” I snarled at her, the anger flying forth. 
 
    Ollie’s raging emotions shot into my mind, fear followed quickly by realization. I felt the energy in my mind before I saw it. 
 
    Glenda looked taken aback at first by my outburst, but then the corner of her mouth pulled up into a sneer as she looked past me at Ollie. 
 
    I already knew what had happened. 
 
    Ollie’s distress flooded my mind, and I glanced back, my eyes falling to the ginger and white cat frantically pulling himself free from the pile of clothing. 
 
    “See, what’d I tell you? Pathetic,” she laughed, and I watched, heartbroken, as Ollie shot off across the grassy area, his little legs carrying him away quicker than anything. 
 
    Emma looked mortified and then sorry for him, before she turned her attention back on Glenda. 
 
    “That was fucking cruel,” Grayson snarled, shaking his head in anger. 
 
    “Relax, he’ll be fine,” Glenda waved him off. 
 
    “Why are you like this?!” Grayson pulled back as she reached for him. “You know what, count me out of this afternoon,” he growled as he turned on his heels. 
 
    Pleasure flooded through me momentarily as she just opened and closed her mouth as he stormed off, abandoning her. 
 
    Served the little whore right. 
 
    “Look what you did!” she spun on me, murder flashing in her eyes. 
 
    “Me?” I growled in disbelief. This little princess needed a serious lesson in being a fucking decent person. 
 
    “Yeah, you and him,” she said as she flicked her head in the direction Ollie had disappeared. 
 
    The rage and hatred was simmering beneath the surface, and I gripped the strap of my laptop bag like a nymphomaniac with her last dildo. 
 
    Snarls rose up from her handbag, and she looked down at it in surprise. Her face turned to confusion as the zipper slid open, and I watched in utter delight as the muffin peeked out. The plastic wrapping had torn open, and its little mouth was pulled back into a snarl as it growled at her. 
 
    Finally, my fucking power had come in handy. 
 
    “What the hell?” Glenda frowned, shooting us questioning looks. Emma just shrugged, but I couldn’t stop the smile from spreading as the muffin launched out of her handbag. 
 
    She shrieked as it clamped down on her boob, those strange little muffin teeth gripping on for dear life as she flailed around. 
 
    My smile dropped as more growls rose up, and I turned to look at the bin a few feet from me. 
 
    Well, things were about to get ultra interesting. 
 
    “Oh damn,” Emma snickered as a banana peel climbed out of the bin, soft shrieks escaping it. It was followed by an array of half eaten food items, including some spaghetti, half of a mince pie, and what looked to be a melted snickers bar. Although that last one was questionable. 
 
    Glenda screamed as all the food launched at her, snarling and growling as it splattered on her and bit into her. She was just lucky they never had proper teeth. 
 
    The icing on the cake was when the snickers bar hurled itself into her cheek, smearing chocolate all across her face and in her hair. 
 
    By this point, Emma was barely stifling her laughs, and I decided now was as good a time as any for a quick getaway. 
 
    Someone else could deal with this mess. She deserved it. 
 
    I gathered up Ollie’s clothes as Glenda shrieked and slapped the attacking food away, crying out for help. People would start showing up soon, and I wanted to be as far away from here as possible. 
 
    Emma grabbed Ollie’s laptop bag and phone that had fallen on the ground, waving a glowing green hand over the area to check for anything we’d missed. 
 
    Satisfied we had everything, we bolted, laughing and giggling as we bailed on the chaotic scene. 
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    Once we’d reached the front of the University, we pulled up, our laughs having died down as we panted. My sides hurt  from the laughter and running, but the smile was still plastered on my face. 
 
    “Your magic is the goddamn bomb,” Emma chortled, hugging her waist as she caught her breath. 
 
    “Thanks, it does spice things up,” I sniggered, before pulling myself together and sighing. 
 
    Emma sobered up as well, pursing her lips as we both scanned the area. 
 
    “Where do you think he went?” Emma asked. 
 
    “Dunno, but I’ll find him,” I murmured, reaching out with my mind. I could try to sense his magic, but since last night, I felt connected to him, in a similar way to Marcus. Not the full blown history knowledge way, but in a way where I knew where he was if he was nearby, how he was feeling, catching some of his thoughts. 
 
    “He’s at the front gates,” I sighed as I sensed him. 
 
    “Good, let’s go find him. I’m sure he’d feel better when he finds out what you did,” she chuckled. 
 
    “Technically, I didn’t do anything,” I said carefully, grinning widely as she laughed. 
 
    “Do you think I will get in trouble?” I managed to say as I drew in a calming breath, a wave of unease washing over me. 
 
    “For what? It wasn’t like you cast a spell on her, your magic reacted to her shitty attitude,” Emma snorted. 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    I held Ollie’s clothes to my chest as I eyed the front of the University, scanning up and down the street for any signs of Ollie. 
 
    ‘I’m here.’ 
 
    I turned to spy him crouched down in the bushes beside the Corviticus University sign. 
 
    “Hey, we got your clothes,” I said softly, smiling gently as he slowly crawled out of his hiding place. 
 
    ‘Did I hear your magic went funny on her?’ Ollie asked as those amber eyes looked up at me, his whiskers quivering as his tail flicked. 
 
    “Yeah, her muffin attacked her,” I grinned. 
 
    “And everything from in the bin, you should’ve seen that disgusting half-eaten chocolate bar hit her in the face. Best day ever,” Emma giggled. 
 
    ‘Wish I could’ve seen it,’ Ollie murmured, but I could hear the amusement in his voice. At least he found it funny. 
 
    “Want me to carry you home?” I offered, and his ears flattened. 
 
    ‘I have my own legs,’ he mumbled. 
 
    “Okay, was just offering,” I sighed.  
 
    “I’ll walk with you guys, saves you trying to carry everything on your own,” Emma said. 
 
    “Didn’t you drive today?” I asked. Maybe we could just catch a lift home then. 
 
    “Nah, that shitbox is getting serviced today. Mom told me to call her when I was ready to be picked up,” she said as she shifted the weight of Ollie’s bag on her shoulder. She looked a little funny with one bag over each shoulder. 
 
    “Maybe Lucas can help you with that relaxation spell again?” I suggested as we began the walk home. 
 
    ‘Maybe.’ 
 
    We walked slowly to allow Ollie to keep up, his little legs working overtime to keep in step with us. Not to mention the pavement was too hot for his paws, so he was bounding alongside us on the grass. 
 
    ‘You sure you don’t want me to carry you? I don’t mind, really,’ I asked him mentally as I sensed his fatigue. We were only halfway home.  
 
    ‘I hate having little legs. And my fur is too long for this stupid heat,’ he panted.  
 
    ‘If someone shaves you in this state, what will happen to you afterwards?’ I asked. 
 
    ‘I’d have short hair. Everywhere,’ he said seriously. ‘But I’d just about accept that to cool down right now.’ 
 
    ‘So, yes or no? To carrying?’ I repeated my initial question. 
 
    ‘Fine,’ he muttered. 
 
    I paused to bend down and scoop him up in my arms, his mouth open as he drew in deep breaths. His fur was warm to touch, and I felt sorry for him in this hot afternoon sun. I couldn’t wait to be home and in the cool house with a cold milo. 
 
    ‘This is so pathetic,’ he groaned in my arms, his tail flicking angrily. 
 
    “Well, be angry at the little bitch who did this to you,” I growled. 
 
    “You should expect a phone call from the University I’d imagine,” Emma sighed. “She’ll make a big deal out of it.” 
 
    “Probably,” I agreed, but I’d handle it. She’d had it coming. I just hoped it didn’t affect my studies at all. They wouldn’t kick me out, would they? 
 
    Ollie stayed quiet for the rest of the walk, and I imagined it was mostly due to him overheating in the sun. 
 
    Hopefully Lucas was home and using magic to cool down the house. 
 
    Emma darted up onto the verandah to open the door for us, and we headed into the house. I almost moaned as the cooler atmosphere sucked the heat out of my body instantly. 
 
    “Hey Bee Sting!” Skip called from the living room, and I headed in, still holding Ollie in my arms. 
 
    “Ouch,” Skip’s face dropped as he set down the PlayStation controller. “What happened.” 
 
    “Glenda happened,” Emma stated as she set Ollie’s bag down on the opposite lounge and slumped into it. 
 
    “Fuck I hate her,” Skip growled as I set Ollie down on the floor. 
 
    “Join the club,” I muttered. 
 
    ‘Apparently Ally’s magic attacked her. Bin food attacked her,’ Ollie said gleefully as he marched over to the lounge and leapt up beside Skip. 
 
    “Really?” Skip turned to me, those blue eyes sparkling with mischief. 
 
    “Yeah, well, she shouldn’t have been a bitch. I can’t control my magic,” I shrugged as I plopped down beside Emma. I needed to rest my feet for a few moments before I’d get the cold milos. 
 
    “At least Grayson got pissy at her too, just ditched her,” Emma said with a grin. 
 
    ‘Guess he was an arranged partner for her too then, I always wondered,’ Ollie said thoughtfully. 
 
    “How anyone could be with that cow is beyond me,” Skip sighed. For once, he was wearing a sleeved shirt. But he still had on the trademark board shorts. 
 
    “Is Lucas home?” I asked, glancing towards the doorway to the kitchen. 
 
    “Yeah, he got home sometime today,” Skip nodded. “Was seeing his father last night and got caught up.” 
 
    “Right,” I murmured. Had he gotten any answers for me? 
 
    I smiled as Marcus appeared in the doorway, and then a soft warmth washed over me as he strode over and offered a cold milo to Emma and I. He’d been listening in. 
 
    “Hot out there today?” he mused, and we both groaned and nodded. Even Ollie grumbled. 
 
    “Where’s mine?” Skip frowned. 
 
    “You’re perfectly capable of getting your own,” Marcus retorted, and Skip muttered under his breath as he stood up. 
 
    Skip headed into the kitchen, and Marcus took his place, those icy blue eyes watching me carefully. 
 
    “How was your day?” Marcus asked. 
 
    I groaned as I informed him of my banning of magic wielding until I got answers to my magic. He was a little annoyed at this, but could understand Miss Watson’s reasoning.  
 
    I let my mind reach out, learning that he’d mostly been worrying about this whole being hunted thing for me. 
 
    Right. I’d managed to push that to side to help Ollie. Besides, it didn’t seem as big of an issue during the day in a crowded University. 
 
    It was at home at night that it got to me the most, as last night had revealed. How would tonight go? 
 
    ‘I can stay with you if you’d like, I’ll skip my lecture,’ Marcus projected into my thoughts. 
 
    ‘No, no skipping classes for me. The others are here, I’ll be fine. I should find Lucas, ask about how it went,’ I said as I stood up, my milo in hand. I was using the spoon to eat the chocolate goodness from the top. 
 
    “Where you going?” Emma asked from beside me. 
 
    “I’m going to find Lucas, I’ll be back,” I said. 
 
    “Cool, I might hang around. I texted mom, but she can’t get me for another hour. She’s got some last minute orders to fill to send today,” she said as she slurped her milo. 
 
    ‘She can hang with us,’ Ollie said as he stretched out on the lounge beside Marcus. 
 
    Skip returned, frowning at Marcus for stealing his spot. He grumbled and then realized I was intending to leave. I scooted around him, and he picked up his controller and sat down beside Emma to continue his gaming. 
 
    Marcus and Ollie watched after me, and I could feel Marcus’s unease about my new power emerging today. 
 
    He wasn’t alone in the worry. 
 
    Lucas was hidden in the library, jammed in front of his laptop as he studied. He sat at the old wooden desk off to the side with a computer chair. The chair looked completely out of place in the exquisite library with its filled bookcases right to the ceiling and the plush red lounges and armchairs. The red and gold rugs gave the room a luxurious quality. 
 
    And he was using a simple, black, computer chair. One of those cheap ugly ones. 
 
    “Hey,” I murmured as I walked over, rousing him from his focus. 
 
    “Hey, how was your day?” he asked as he spun in the chair to face me, crossing his legs. He wore a dark maroon suit today with a satin red tie. 
 
    “Practiced wielding my magic, ended up bringing out some other magic, so got banned from practicing my magic. Ran into Glenda, which resulted in Ollie shifting. I then got annoyed and the bin food attacked her,” I shrugged as I downed the last of my milo and set the glass on his desk. 
 
    He was watching me curiously, amused when I mentioned the Glenda bin thing. 
 
    “Sounds like an interesting day. I saw my father last night, no news on that front, he couldn’t offer any help whatsoever,” he scowled. “But I might have another lead. Any news from your aunt?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope, I should message her, I know she’s been caught up, and struggling to get ahold of her mom,” I sighed as I leaned against the desk. 
 
    “I’d definitely reach out again, they may know something,” Lucas murmured. 
 
    I nodded, bummed that his father hadn’t known anything. He was an Area Enforcer, but he knew nothing? Was I really that strange? 
 
    “How’s Ollie?” Lucas asked softly. 
 
    “He’s fine, do you think you could try the relaxation thing with him?” I asked, pursing my lips. Thankfully we had tomorrow off, which meant I was doing a six hour shift at work. 
 
    “Of course, but I better get the litter tray out just in case,” he sighed. 
 
    I just stared at him, wanting to laugh but feeling ultra guilty. I hadn’t even thought about that. Poor thing. 
 
    “Emma’s here?” Lucas asked as he played with his pen, a scribbling of notes sitting beside the laptop.  
 
    “Yeah, she helped me carry all his stuff home, she’ll be getting picked up in under an hour.” 
 
    “I might talk to her then,” Lucas said as he stood up.  
 
    I froze as he stood before me, those green eyes glittering with interest. 
 
    “How was it?” he asked as he cocked his head. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Ollie, last night,” he managed a soft smile. A genuinely curious look. 
 
    My cheeks blushed as I looked away. 
 
    “Well, I’m sure he took care of you, he’s a good one,” Lucas murmured.  
 
    My mind shot back to that moment we shared, when he’d kissed me. What was it with these men? 
 
    And despite having already been with two of them, they didn’t seem in the slightest bit jealous of one another. Guess that was a bonus for me. 
 
    “I never did get to see your room,” I mused, loving how his mouth curved into a cheeky smile. 
 
    “Well, you’re more than welcome in there anytime, Cupcake,” he said as he cupped my cheek with one warm, smooth hand. 
 
    “Why is it that my mind is so frazzled with all of you guys,” I groaned. 
 
    “Because you want us all,” Lucas breathed, those emerald orbs dancing with delight. 
 
    “Isn’t that wrong of me?” I murmured, finding it strange that I felt the most comfortable talking about this with him. He was the most open-minded in my opinion. 
 
    “Not at all, humans weren’t designed to be monogamous, that’s something they chose. And us supes, we’re just the same,” he murmured, stepping closer so that our lips were only millimeters apart. 
 
    “I have no idea how that would even work,” I gasped, quivering as his hand moved to pull out my ponytail and fist in my hair. 
 
    “I have a feeling this bunch would allow it,” Lucas purred, brushing his lips fervently against mine. 
 
    A spark shot through me and I pulled him closer, demanding to deepen the kiss as I sucked on his bottom lip. 
 
    Lucas moaned but pulled back, sighing as his eyes trailed over me. 
 
    “We were meant to step back, not try to have you,” he said sadly. 
 
    “What?” I frowned. 
 
    “An agreement we all made, but I don’t think anyone has stuck to it. You’re too tempting, too good, too… perfect,” he drawled out that last part as he traced my lower lip with his thumb. I wanted to shove his hand aside and claim his mouth once more, but I resisted. 
 
     “Why did you guys do that?” I asked. 
 
    “We didn’t want to take advantage of you,” Lucas said honestly. 
 
    “You’re not,” I retorted. 
 
    “Well, guess there’s no stopping whatever will happen,” he shrugged, giving me that charming smile that dampened my panties. 
 
    “What are you hoping will happen?” I asked coyly as I bit my lip. 
 
    His magic warding his mind must have worn off, because I caught the explicit scene in his mind of all five of us naked and doing something incredibly naughty. 
 
    My eyes just widened in shock, but my body was reacting in some devilish ways. Now that was a wickedly good fantasy. 
 
    Was that even possible? How would I even get the four of them to willingly do that? 
 
    God damn. Why was I even entertaining the raunchy fantasy? 
 
    My face must have changed because Lucas laughed heartily, but then those emerald eyes darkened as he leaned in and kissed me once more. 
 
    Having all of them sounded like a damn good deal right now. 
 
    “I’m going to talk to Emma, before things get a little too heated in here,” Lucas murmured as he broke our hungry kiss to close his laptop. 
 
    I pouted, wanting to pull him back, but then I thought of Ollie. 
 
    I flicked my eyes around the room in case he’d wandered in, but thankfully he hadn’t. 
 
    “I’ll take Emma home so she’s not waiting around, I’ll text if I’m not back in time for dinner,” Lucas said as his eyes trailed over me longingly. 
 
    Right. Emma. I’d almost forgotten. 
 
    Lucas gave me one last lingering kiss before striding out of the room, leaving me wanting and warm. 
 
    Ollie couldn’t help me right now, and I really needed to get this dealt with. Maybe Marcus? 
 
    ‘All you have to do is ask,’ came his smooth, sweet voice. I moaned softly as I felt his interest peak in my mind. He could feel my own, and he was responding to it. 
 
    Damn, these bonds were weird as hell. 
 
    But strangely, I loved them. I loved seeing and hearing the dirty thoughts of my four men. How I wanted to taste them all, see what they were all like. 
 
    But Marcus. We hadn’t done that yet, just… other stuff. 
 
    Would Ollie be hurt if I had Marcus stay with me tonight? 
 
    Hell, I doubted I could wait until tonight. 
 
    ‘Why don’t you take a shower and I join you?’ Marcus suggested, and I could see what he wanted to do to me. He wanted to taste me again, give me a nip. 
 
    The thought made my legs turn to jelly. Those bitten orgasms were intense and so perfect. I could really use one to keep my mind quiet for a while longer. 
 
    I headed out into the living room just in time for Emma to give me a hug goodbye and wave to the guys.  
 
    Skip was immersed in his game, while Ollie looked like he was drifting off to sleep beside him. 
 
    And Marcus was watching me hungrily from his seat on the opposite lounge, those frosty eyes swallowing me up. 
 
    “I’m going to take an early shower and do some studying in my room, but I’ll see you guys for dinner,” I said as I tried to sneak past Skip and Ollie. 
 
    Sadly, I forgot that shifters could scent my arousal. 
 
    “Damn, little pixie in a fine mood?” Skip moaned as he paused his game. The way his bright blue eyes rolled over me only made me hornier. The thought of having him join us was tempting. 
 
    ’No,’ Marcus growled in my mind.  
 
    ‘But it’s fine for me to do stuff with Ollie?’ I shot back. 
 
    Marcus stiffened but didn’t think anything else. 
 
    Ollie was sitting up now, looking rather peeved about his tiny stature right now. 
 
    “I need a shower,” I repeated, but I could sense Skip didn’t want to let this go. He’d held off long enough, and to be honest, everyone else had had their moment. Funny, considering he was the playboy. 
 
    He went to stand up, but Marcus shot up and picked me up bridal style as he snarled at Skip. He actually snarled, like an animal. 
 
    I barely heard Skip mumble to Ollie about how the little shifter was going to be fighting for me before Marcus had whisked me upstairs. 
 
    I barely had a chance to grouch on him before I was pinned against the back of the bathroom door. He’d brought us right into the bathroom, and now our bodies were pressed together, those icy eyes burning into me with an unbridled passion. 
 
    That look of want and tenderness all rolled into one made my legs give out, but he held me up against his strong, sturdy body. 
 
    “I’ve been wanting to properly be with you, ever since the other night,” he groaned, his cool lips brushing my ear. 
 
    I trembled against him as his cool fingers slipped under my grey shirt, stroking my belly and sending a mix of hot and cold shivers coursing through me. 
 
    His lips found mine, and I melted into him as he kissed me, nibbling on lower lip to gain entry. 
 
    His tongue snaked into my mouth, and it was a battle of the tongues as he pushed his body into mine, grinding against my hip. I moaned as I ran my hands down his sides, slipping them under his shirt to explore his lean, muscled body. 
 
    My sexy little vampire.  
 
    ‘I’m most certainly not little,’ he growled as he broke our kiss. I just smiled at his mind intrusion as he tugged my shirt over my head. I pulled at his, and he assisted me in removing the bothersome piece of clothing. 
 
    I gasped as he whisked me up into the air, and I automatically wrapped my legs around his waist as he nuzzled my breasts.  
 
    “You should wear a bra less often,” he groaned as one hand slid up my back to expertly unclasp the offending item. 
 
    “Kinda need it,” I giggled as I kissed the hollow of his neck, loving how he quivered and lolled his head to the side. 
 
    My body throbbed and burned with desire, but he was intent to take his time. Like usual. 
 
    Was Skip the same way? I doubted it. 
 
    “Really, you think of the others when we’re doing stuff?” he growled, but followed it up with a playful nip to my earlobe. I may think it, but he was the one who had me right now. That was his train of thought that I was gathering. Although he was never happy when Skip popped into my mind. 
 
    “I can’t help it, it’s not my fault you can see into my head,” I murmured as his mouth moved down to my breasts as he hoisted me up higher on his waist. I wrapped my arms around his neck as I arched into his cool mouth, loving how his tongue flicked over my nipple, swirling and teasing it. 
 
    “It was your magic that did it,” he purred against my boob, the vibrations making my panties wet. 
 
    I’d finally get to see what his delicious length looked like. I was damn curious. 
 
    ‘It looks like a penis.’ His chuckles echoed around in my mind, and I moaned as he began gently nipping my nipple. My private parts were aching painfully now, and I wanted him to hurry up and get naked. 
 
    “We’re taking a shower, remember?” he smirked as he pulled back to look up at me. 
 
    God damn divine God. I could happily sit on that face. 
 
    He laughed out loud at this, that deep, rumbling sound was so smooth and made me grin madly. 
 
    He set me down to my utter dismay, but took my hand as he led me over to the  shower. 
 
    I wanted to just pull him back into my arms, have him take me right here on the floor. 
 
    He groaned as he looked back at me with those hungry eyes, so dark and dilated right now. 
 
    “Don’t tempt me,” he warned as he started the shower. 
 
    Once the water was at a nice temperature, he turned back to me with a devilish smirk that made him look like Satan was ready to fuck me up. And I was more than willing to accept it. 
 
    He stepped forward, falling to his knees as he undid my denim shorts and tugged them down, his fingers gliding over my smooth legs. I moaned as he nuzzled me down there, drawing in my aroma. I wanted to jump into the shower out of worry that the long, warm day had made it smell too much down there. 
 
    “Not at all, it’s perfect,” Marcus purred as he flicked his tongue out to drag it over my clit. My legs turned to jelly and I nearly fell right on him. 
 
    Instead, he stood back up, holding me steady as he undid his jeans. 
 
    My eyes fell down, glued to his pelvic region as I waited desperately to see what it looked like. 
 
    I quivered in excitement, my hands itching to speed his undressing along. 
 
    He slipped out of his jeans, making it look somehow completely sexy and delicious, drawing a moan from my lips. 
 
    His black briefs were all that obstructed my view, but the length pushing against them, demanding to be freed, made my mouth water and my legs shake. 
 
    “Allow me,” I murmured, my voice coming out more sultry than I intended as I gave him a soft kiss on the lips. 
 
    I trailed lazy kisses down his chest, dancing my lips over his waistband as he moaned and ran his fingers through my hair. 
 
    I gripped the edge of his briefs in my teeth, tugging them down gently before switching to my hands to make it easier for me. 
 
    My heart fluttered as I felt his length twinge at my closeness, and I carefully pulled those briefs over his erection, freeing his manhood for the whole world to see. 
 
    And it was a majestic piece of man flesh. 
 
    As perfectly carved from stone as he was, paler than normal, but firm and standing to attention. 
 
    No. 
 
    He certainly wasn’t little by any means. 
 
    I licked my lips, loving how he moaned in angst at the sight. 
 
    His dick twinged as well, and I moved forward to run my tongue up the length of it. 
 
    “Fuck,” Marcus moaned as I pulled the briefs right down to his ankles as I tasted his sweet vanilla length. 
 
    He stepped out of his briefs, and I pushed him through the shower door and under the warm water, wanting to keep his body a little warmed up for me. His coolness was sometimes disconcerting. Besides, I didn’t want to waste water. 
 
    I stroked the insides of his cool legs as I kneeled before him, my fingers tracing along those toned muscles as I danced them around his shaft teasingly. 
 
    I stroked his balls, playing with them softly, rolling them in my hands before I flicked my tongue out to lick the tip of his length. 
 
    Warm water splashed off his body and onto mine, and I flicked my tongue over his tip a few times, loving the moans and soft pants he released. 
 
    I wanted to tease him until he couldn’t stand it anymore, until he was pinning me against the wall and fucking me as hard as he could.  
 
    Well, being a vampire, hopefully not as hard as he could. I’d break. 
 
    He chuckled at my random thoughts, but moaned as I guided his length into my mouth. 
 
    His hands fisted in my wet hair, and he struggled to keep from face fucking me. 
 
    I dragged my tongue along the underside of his length as I fondled his balls, sucking gently on his dick. 
 
    He rocked against me softly, and I could feel his whole body tensing and flexing as he held himself back. 
 
    What a good little vampire. 
 
    “Not little,” he growled through gritted teeth. 
 
    “Prove it,” I purred as I pulled back and stood up, loving the warm water now washing over me fully. 
 
    Those icy eyes focused on me, and the hunger and desire in them made my breath catch. 
 
    Marcus whipped me around so that my chest and belly were towards the wall, and he guided my hands to plant them on the tiles, spacing his own out around mine. 
 
    I shuddered as his length probed my cheeks, but then he reached down, testing my wetness with one finger and teasing me. 
 
    “Just do it,” I moaned, trembling as my body begged for him, begged to be filled. 
 
    “Tell me what you want me to do,” he said huskily, slowly fingering me, brushing that one finger in agonizingly slow sweeps against my walls. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me,” I groaned, my breath coming  out in short, hot rasps. 
 
    He chuckled as he slipped another finger in, and I tried to rock back against him to speed it up, but he held me at bay with his other hand. 
 
    “You really are a naughty little pixie, VB,” he breathed as he kissed between my shoulder blades. 
 
    He had no idea. 
 
    “Oh, but I do,” he chuckled. 
 
    I moaned in pure bliss as his finger pulled out and that thick length slid into me, stretching me as I threw my head back.  
 
    About fucking time. 
 
    He grunted as he sunk between my warm walls, his hands sliding around me to grip my breasts as he bent me over some more. 
 
    I gasped as he began slowly rocking into me, driving himself deep inside. 
 
    The angle was perfect, and I thrust back into him, loving how his length rubbed me in all the right spots. 
 
    My hands struggled to remain on the wall as I gasped and panted, begging him to fuck me harder and faster in my mind. 
 
    His moans and grunts were music to my ears as the warm water pattered down on us. 
 
    He gripped my hips hard, yanking me back and pounding into me almost painfully. 
 
    Now this was what I wanted. 
 
    Soft cries escaped my lips as I clawed at the tiles, finding the tap handle and gripping it to keep my footing. Not that I thought he’d let me fall with how hard he was holding my hips. Those cool fingers were digging into me as he pounded into me. 
 
    The coil snaked inside me, the pleasure building as I writhed against him, grinding back and swaying my hips to feel all of him. 
 
    “Finish for me,” he moaned. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I gasped as he moved his hands to my ribcage and pulled me back up against his chest. 
 
    He pinned me fully against the wall, the cool tiles startling me as my feet rose off the shower floor. 
 
    I quivered and cried out as he continued hammering into me, so close to my climax. 
 
    Then the big finale came as he sunk those elongated fangs into my neck, and the white bliss rocked through me as I lost my breath, gasping for air. 
 
    My body shook and spasmed, and I could vaguely feel his body trembling against me as he unloaded himself inside me, moaning in pure delight and ecstasy as he drank from me. 
 
    The euphoria snaked through my every fiber, warmth flooding me right to my fingertips as they tingled, and I slumped against the wall as he continued to feed from me, dragging out my orgasm. 
 
    Waves rolled over me, and I savored every delicious moment of it. 
 
    ‘Perfect,’ Marcus’ voice purred in my mind as his fangs pulled out of my neck. 
 
    My cheek rested against the tiles, now warming up thanks to my hot body. 
 
    I was glad he had me pinned to the wall, because I was positive I would collapse without him. My legs were still tingling, and I struggled to gain my footing as he lowered me down. 
 
    Sex with Ollie had been different, but still good. But this thing with Marcus, it was a goddamn addiction, being fed on. 
 
    Guess that was why some supes hounded after the night creatures, desperate for their bite. 
 
    I sighed in content as he withdrew from me, and I could feel our mingled juices run down my thighs. They were washed away with the water, but Marcus started chuckling as he pulled his body away from mine. 
 
    He still held me upright with his strong hands though, and it took me a moment to realize why he was chuckling. 
 
    I managed to look back at him, rolling my eyes lazily at the bubbles floating around us on the shower. 
 
    “So the mischief magic infused orgasms is true then,” he smirked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I barely managed a nod. The bliss was wearing off now, and I found my footing as I leaned back into him. 
 
    “Well, we should probably have that shower still,” he mused as he stroked my cheek lovingly. I stared up into those icy eyes as I leaned back against his chest. What we shared was not like anything I had with the others. It was a deep connection, something utterly profound and perfect. 
 
    Maybe even something some would call love. 
 
    His gaze softened as he kissed the top of my head gently. 
 
    “Let’s get you washed,” he murmured. 
 
    “Be careful,” I groaned, causing him to frown. “Mischief magic is an arse.” 
 
    Before I’d even finished saying it, a soft mew rose up from the floor, and I looked down at the shampoo bottle that had sprouted a plastic looking tail. 
 
    “You mean like that?” Marcus snickered. 
 
    I just sighed as I closed my eyes, imagining all my magic returning to me. I did not want to deal with my naughty magic right now. 
 
    Marcus took the opportunity to start lathering me up, spending a fair bit of time focused on my breasts. 
 
    Vampire or not, he was still a male. 
 
    And as I reached out, my cheeks burned as I discovered Ollie had enjoyed our hot little session too. He was desperately wishing he could be human right now to deal with the arousal. 
 
    So he felt my desire too. Just like Marcus had when I’d been with Ollie. 
 
    ‘I felt your orgasm too,’ Ollie purred, but I could feel his agitation. 
 
    Being stuck in a little cat’s body really did suck. 
 
    A thought snuck into my mind from him, and I baulked as Marcus gave me a strange look. 
 
    ‘I will not touch it when you’re in that form. I’m sorry, but no!’ I shot back. 
 
    Ollie grumbled in my mind, and I chuckled out loud as I relayed it to Marcus, who just smirked and shook his head with amusement. 
 
    ‘That’s so cruel,’ Ollie muttered. 
 
    I just grinned as Marcus continued washing me. 
 
    My life here really was unique. 
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    Lucas. 
 
      
 
    Annoyingly, my visit with my father had been pointless. I’d mustered up the courage to see him, and he’d been absolutely useless. So much for being a renowned warlock and Area Enforcer. 
 
    I sat at my laptop, scribbling down notes as I tried to study, but my mind kept floating back to the scene with my father. 
 
      
 
    I stood on the steps to my childhood home, having magicked myself over the towering gates and walls that set the property apart from many others. Why my father had insisted on walling the whole place off was beyond me. Maybe he just wanted to prove he had the money for such an expenditure. 
 
    The mansion was always something I’d never questioned, but in recent years I wondered why we had such a huge home. There had only been the four of us, and despite my father insisting on a butler being present, along with maids, I’d never allowed myself to be tended to. I’d always made my own food when needed unless it was a family dinner, and I used magic to clean my own room. 
 
    I contemplated magicking the door open and strolling right on in, even finding myself smirking at the idea. 
 
    Instead, I raised my hand to knock on the door. 
 
    The fancy white wooden door with hand-carved designs swung open before I got the chance. 
 
    “What brings you crawling back?” 
 
    Sometimes I wish I could’ve been blessed with a brother, so I could punch him in the face. 
 
    “I need to speak with the Area Enforcer,” I growled at my sister as she blocked the doorway with one perfectly manicured hand. 
 
    She smirked out at me, her blonde locks done up in a high bun and those emerald eyes popping with the smokey eye makeup she wore.  
 
    To be honest, I could do the look even better. 
 
    But that hideous lime green dress was doing her no favors. I swear she sucked with fashion sometimes. 
 
    “I doubt dad will want to see you,” she shrugged. 
 
    “It’s about a student at the uni, I need to speak with him in a business manner,” I struggled not to shout at her. I hated her so much sometimes. There was no sibling love shared between us. 
 
    “No,” she pursed her lips, giving me a delightedly look as she began closing the door. 
 
    My sister may be the chosen child, but she was nowhere near as strong as me. She was merely a high-powered witch, considering how warlocks were only ever male. 
 
    I blasted the door open with a torrent of air, knocking that prissy little bitch to the floor as she shrieked. 
 
    I smiled down at her as she struggled to stand in her silver heels. She huffed and scowled at me. 
 
    “Don’t mess with me, sis,” I muttered as I moved past her into the foyer. I headed down the hall and turned into the first door on my right, where my father’s study was. He would surely be there. 
 
    “You shouldn’t be so nasty to your sister.” 
 
    Of course those were his first words towards me as I strode right up to his mahogany desk and stood opposite him. 
 
    “Well, I’m not here to talk family. I have a question in regards to a student with unknown powers,” I started, ignoring his remark. 
 
    “You should’ve just called,” my father sighed as he finally dragged those dull blue eyes off his paperwork to look at me. 
 
    His greying hair was slicked back as per usual, and I could see mother was still making sure he kept his beard trimmed neatly. 
 
    I wondered if I’d see her while I was here. 
 
    “Would you have answered?” I retorted with a knowing smirk. 
 
    My father sighed as he clasped his hands before him on the desk, watching me with slight frustration. 
 
    Right. That’s all I was to him, a pesky nuisance, a tarnish to their reputation, their outcast son. 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    “Well, what is it?” he indicated for me to get this meeting over and done with. 
 
    I hated that I’d had to come to him for answers. I hated needing him in my life at all. But I’d told Ally I would, and she needed answers. 
 
    Annoyingly, he was the only one I knew who might. 
 
    “There’s a girl at uni, with powers. She has bonded with a vampire through a dream, they’ve learned everything from one another, and the magic I felt when this happened, I’ve never felt it before,” I said, not wanting to disclose that she was living with me. 
 
    “It was probably a bonding spell,” my father waved it off. 
 
    “No, that’s the thing. It was random, no spell down, just happened. They were both asleep and they shared the same dream, becoming somehow bound together, bonded,” I struggled to explain. 
 
    “What is she?” my father sighed. 
 
    “Supposedly a pixie wolf, but obviously there’s more,” I murmured, hating that bored look he had. 
 
    “Well, I can’t say I’ve heard of any such thing. I honestly just think you’ve been duped and that it’s a spell,” he shrugged. 
 
    I bristled as I stared hard at him. Why I thought this was a good idea was beyond me right now. He could care less. 
 
    “Is that all?” he raised an eyebrow at me. 
 
    I muttered in annoyance as I turned away from him. 
 
    I’d be better off getting answers elsewhere. Hell, if my great-grandfather was still around, he’d know. He’d been a big member of the supe community, studying family trees and learning everything. He knew of some of the rarest supes out there, and my grandfather’s book collections had come from him mostly. 
 
    My mind moved to Emma, the psychic witch Ally had befriended. Maybe she could help me ask him. 
 
    Yes. That was a better plan than trying to ask my father. I was nothing to him, not even worth taking seriously. 
 
    I was pulled out of my frustrating memory when Ally joined me. We shared a moment, but I’d also learned Emma was here. Perfect, saved me the trip I was planning to make once I’d finished studying. 
 
      
 
    I now sat in my Mercedes with Emma in the passenger seat. 
 
    “So, thanks for offering to drive me home,” Emma said as she hugged her messenger bag closer to her stomach. 
 
    “That’s all right, I actually needed to ask for your help,” I admitted as I turned the corner at the end of the street. 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Emma turned her head to me, those grey eyes curious as she arched an eyebrow at me. 
 
    “I need to talk to my great-grandfather about Ally, he used to study all sorts of supe family trees, and he knew so much. I’ve got Ally’s family tree, and I’ve been investigating it, but nothing has turned up outside of Fae and werewolf lines. And pixie, of course,” I sighed in frustration. I’d spent hours looking into each relative in hopes of answers, but had found nothing yet. 
 
    “Okay, I take it he’s deceased and that’s why you’re asking me,” Emma said as she toyed with her pentagram keychain on her bag. 
 
    “Yes, but I know it’s not as simple as asking,” I murmured. Sometimes you needed something that belonged to them in order to summon them. 
 
    “Got something of his?” she asked, confirming my thoughts. 
 
    “Yes, an old pocket watch,” I murmured. “I’ll have to get it, but do you need to get it all ready or something?”  
 
    “Yeah, how long ago did he pass?” she asked. 
 
    “Does that make a difference?” I frowned out the windscreen. 
 
    “Yep, annoyingly. The longer they’ve been dead, the harder it is to summon them.” 
 
    “About twenty years I think,” I shrugged. I’d met him when I was baby, but he’d died not long after. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll need to get some stuff sorted. What day would suit you best?” she asked. 
 
    “Wednesday afternoon?” I suggested. I needed to get my pocket watch, which was at the old mansion, of course. I just needed to figure out a way to get it. Because waltzing back in there was not something I was overly excited about. 
 
    “So, this reading thing with Ally has her pretty freaked it seems,” I mused. 
 
    “Yeah, my mom can’t even remember doing it, as I’d love to find out a bit more,” Emma said in frustration. 
 
    “That’s weird,” I agreed. 
 
    “When they were touching, I felt a magic flare up in Ally, because she was scared. I’ve never felt anything like it before,” Emma said softly. “Makes me wonder just what she is.” 
 
    “I know, there’s more to her than even she knows, and I want to help her get answers,” I nodded as I pursed my lips. 
 
    “Well, fingers crossed your grandfather knows something,” Emma sighed. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m more worried about whatever is hunting her. Marcus saw a memory of hers from when she was a child, we believe it was a wendigo that killed her parents, and quite possibly her uncle figure. Which means it’s been around her for some time. I’m thinking it might be what’s hunting her.” 
 
    “My reading gave off an uneasy feeling about her being watched, and mom said she was being hunted. But wendigos don’t exactly lock onto someone, they just hunt for food. Why would it be following her and hunting her?” Emma shook her head, baffled. 
 
    “No idea. Don’t tell her I told you this, she’s already pretty unnerved as it is,” I said as I glanced over at her. 
 
    “Yeah, don’t want to freak her out any more than we have to. Besides, if she’s got someone with her always, then I’m sure she’ll be fine. We don’t even know what the deal is, if this wendigo is hunting her right now or maybe in the future,” Emma murmured, but I could tell she was unsettled by it. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve spoken to the boys, we’re planning on keeping someone with her at all times. At least she’s got Ollie in most of her classes.” 
 
    “And me in her pixie classes.” 
 
    “It’s work where she’ll be alone, but Henry and Gina will look after her. I might see if Skip can go with her tomorrow anyway, just to be sure. I’d hate for anything to happen,” I said, my voice dropping at the thought. 
 
    When she was at home with us, she was safe. The University was relatively safe too, but work was different. Sure, it was public, anyone could walk in there, and she’d be none the wiser. 
 
    We continued the drive in silence, both stuck in our minds about Ally and the mystery surrounding her. 
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    Marcus had to bail on me partway through our shower due to him remembering he had classes. Typical. 
 
    So I took my time showering and smiling stupidly at myself after our little bit of fun. 
 
    But as I stood alone in the shower, the darkness of my mind began resurfacing. 
 
    I was being hunted by something. 
 
    That much I knew for certain, as well as my parents death not being an accident. I know I was putting a lot of faith into the words of someone I barely knew, but even Marcus believed what she’d said to be true. 
 
    I also got the feeling he knew more than he was letting on. 
 
    I shivered despite being under the warm water, and cast a wary glance at the frosted window that was opened a little. 
 
    Why would something be after me? Did it have something to do with my parents too? 
 
    I shut off the water and climbed out, sighing as I realized I had no clothes with me. 
 
    I wrapped a towel around me and dried off, my mind frantically running through questions. But I had no answers. Not yet. 
 
    Hopefully my aunt would know something. I needed to message her again.  
 
    I headed out into the hall, trying to remember where my phone was. Not in my pocket, so I must have left it downstairs with my laptop bag. I’d go back for my clothes in the bathroom shortly once I was dressed, as I’d have to hang my towel up to dry anyway. 
 
    I squeaked in surprise when Skip met me in the hall, smirking as he loomed in front of me. 
 
    “I like how horny our little pixie gets,” he murmured as he cocked his head at me. Those bright sapphire eyes were drinking me up, and I clutched the towel to my chest as he stepped closer. 
 
    “Why do I get the feeling all three of the others have had their fun with you?” he smirked, caressing my bare arm with one finger. I shivered at his touch, my body reacting to the devilish way he was looking at me.  
 
    “They haven’t,” I murmured, unable to draw my eyes away from his. 
 
    I was yet to have Lucas, he’d done something, in some way. 
 
    The image of me inside Lucy’s mind as she rode Skip seared into me, and fire tore down to my nether regions as I bit my lip. 
 
    Skip’s eyes darkened as he caught my scent, and the next thing I knew, his lips were against mine, so hungry and hot. I moaned softly as he pressed me against the wall, his hands running down my arms and sending electric tingles through me. 
 
    God, how I wanted to know what he was like in bed. What that two pronged penis felt like. 
 
    I wanted him naked and in my room. 
 
    “It’s not fair, I know they’ve all kissed you, and Marcus has had you. Ollie too, right?” he smirked as he moved to kiss along my jaw. 
 
    I barely managed a nod as he drew in a sharp breath. 
 
    “There’s something about you, Bee Sting,” he purred, his erection pushing into my hip through his board shorts. 
 
    What would he be like? Would he be as perfect as he felt in Lucas’s memory? 
 
    I lolled my head to the side as he kissed down my neck, and I spied the ginger and white cat sitting in the hall watching us. 
 
    I clenched my jaw, tensing up and causing Skip to pull back in uncertainty. 
 
    “What?” he murmured, but then followed my gaze to Ollie. 
 
    I reached out mentally to him, the same way I felt him last night when our minds linked in their strange way. 
 
    He was jealous and confused about his standing with me, but also turned on. Something he couldn’t help considering my scent was in the air. 
 
    Skip sighed as he stepped back, giving me a sheepish smile, but the look in his eyes was agonizing. 
 
    “I think I need to take a shower too,” he said before he brushed past me, leaving me looking after him in confusion. 
 
    I looked back to where Ollie had been, but he’d disappeared back down the stairs. 
 
    Why were they all so tempting and frustrating? 
 
    Ugh. 
 
    I needed to figure other things out, not my housemate dramas. 
 
    I continued into my room, dressing and then heading downstairs to collect my phone. Since Skip was in the shower, I’d have to get my clothes later. For now, I had to find out if my aunt had found out anything yet. 
 
    I shot her a quick message as I returned to my room and climbed onto my bed. 
 
    Ollie and Skip were the only ones home with me now. I wondered when Lucas would get back from dropping Emma off. It wasn’t really that far, but maybe he’d decided to go out afterwards. 
 
    No matter, I had some studying to do. Both for uni and for myself. 
 
    At least Ollie didn’t have class tomorrow either. I hoped Lucas would get home in time to do a relaxation spell on him. 
 
    I picked up a textbook from the pile beside my bed, followed by a history book on supes. I nestled against my pillows as I settled in for some reading. 
 
    I found myself immersed in the paragraphs, and I jotted down notes for future reference. 
 
    My phone sounded off after some time, and I checked it to find that my aunt had gotten ahold of her mother, my grandmother, and she wanted to see me in person to tell me what she knew. 
 
    Weird. 
 
    Why couldn’t she just tell me over the phone? But Natalie said she was flying in on Thursday and they would drive down to visit me with her. 
 
    Guess that was something. 
 
    But I hated waiting. 
 
    I shot Nat a text back to see if my grandmother had told her anything useful, but her reply informed me my grandmother was being tight-lipped.  
 
    It wasn’t like I was being hunted or anything. 
 
    The thought that snuck into my mind chilled me, and I lost my focus as I tried to continue my reading. 
 
    What was after me? 
 
    I shivered as I glanced at the window behind me, the navy blue drapes pulled shut. 
 
    Why would anything be after me? I was just a halfling, nothing special. No awesome powers apart from this weird binding thing with the boys. 
 
    And making food come alive. And pencils go on chaotic sprees. 
 
    Did it have something to do with my unknown magic that had everyone concerned? 
 
    I eyed the other window over my desk, hating how the curtains were open. 
 
    I chewed my lip as I closed my textbook and glanced at my phone. 
 
    I was getting hungry anyway, I’d get up and close them when I got some food. 
 
    “Hmm,” I mused as I wondered what I should have. Hell, baked beans on toast sounded good tonight. 
 
    And I certainly wasn’t going to be shouting Ollie pizza in his state. Not to mention the pizza place was closed Mondays. 
 
    After another few minutes of staring at the open window, my chest tightening in uncertainty as my mind pictured someone staring up from the backyard, I leaped up and headed out my bedroom door. 
 
    I shook my head as I halted at the bathroom, reminding myself to grab my clothes off the floor. 
 
    I was just scaring myself, that’s all. Sure Teresa said that I was being hunted, but was I really going to let that keep me on edge all the time? It was terrifying to think, but maybe, just maybe, she was wrong. Sometimes people got things wrong, right? 
 
    I grumbled as I snatched my dirty clothes from the floor and strode back to my room, tossing them into the corner on my gym bag. 
 
    I’d get a hamper later on this week. Maybe after work tomorrow. I’d done washing Sunday night, having to resort to using the dryer since I’d wasted my daylight hours. Not that Lucas cared as he showed me how to use them. 
 
    I headed back out and down to the kitchen, where Skip was frying up some eggs and a steak. 
 
    “Hungry, Bee Sting?” he asked as I stepped into the kitchen in just my heart patterned pajamas. 
 
    “I’ll have baked beans,” I stated as I spied Ollie over in the corner nibbling on some wet cat food. He even had a ceramic bowl with the name ‘Oliver’ across the side in gold cursive writing. 
 
    “I can cook you up a steak and eggs too?” Skip offered as he looked back at me. 
 
    He was wearing a navy singlet after his shower with black and white boxers. Damn, those legs were fine as hell. 
 
    ‘Do you seriously check us all out, all the time?’ 
 
    My eyes flicked to where Ollie was watching me curiously as he licked his lips. 
 
    ‘Am I missing something?’ 
 
    I squeaked as I looked at Skip, who was frowning between us. 
 
    Right. He could talk to Ollie in this state too. Which meant he could hear what he was saying. But only Ollie could hear the thoughts I wasn’t projecting. 
 
    Skip’s mouth tugged up in the corner as he looked back at the frying pan. 
 
    ‘I can’t help if he can hear me too,’ Ollie said absently as he turned back to his food. 
 
    Little shit. Now Skip knew I was checking him out. 
 
    Was hard not too, considering how deliciously toned and hot he was, standing there cooking, smiling at himself. 
 
    And since he’d shifted that afternoon, I couldn’t get the image of his tempting dick from my mind. 
 
    ‘Seriously?!’ Ollie recoiled from his bowl. 
 
    ‘Don’t pry so deep into my head,’ I snickered, knowing full well he’d seen that dick I’d been picturing. 
 
    “Now I need to know,” Skip demanded as he served up his meal and turned to stare between us with his plate in his hand. 
 
    “Nothing,” I shrugged innocently. 
 
    “Have you been checking me out?” Skip smirked as those gorgeous blue eyes rolled over my form, and I shivered as I imagined him undressing me with his eyes. 
 
    “Not at all,” I said sweetly as I moved around the kitchen to brush past him and reach into the pantry. I found the can of beans I’d bought, and then moved to the fridge for my frozen bread. 
 
    “Was she checking me out?” he turned to Ollie, who had his ear turned back and eyes narrowed. 
 
    ‘Wouldn’t you like to know,’ came his devious little reply as he began licking a paw. 
 
    I just grinned to myself as I popped a piece of frozen bread into the toaster and emptied the small can of baked beans into a bowl. I stuck it in the microwave and put the bread away before grabbing myself a glass of orange juice. 
 
    At least they’d eased the worry I’d been having. 
 
    I felt Ollie go to say something in my mind, but then he decided against it. 
 
    “So you’ve got work tomorrow?” Skip asked as he sat down at the table in the adjoining dining area. 
 
    “Yeah, nine to three tomorrow,” I nodded as I watched the seconds click down on the microwave. 
 
    “I’ll come and study while you work,” Skip stated, and I cocked my head at him strangely. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why not?” he shrugged as he began digging into his meal. 
 
    I rolled my eyes as the microwave sounded off and I pulled my bowl out. The toast popped almost exactly the same moment, and I buttered one side of it before sitting it carefully in my bowl and joining Skip at the table. 
 
    “Did Marcus tell everyone about my reading with Emma’s mom?” I asked, but I instantly knew the answer. This link with Marcus was both annoying and useful. 
 
    “No,” Skip said quickly, and I just grumbled. 
 
    “I do not need to be babysat. She could be wrong,” I said as I plunged my spoon into my hot baked beans as Ollie leaped up to sit on the chair beside me. 
 
    “Yeah, but we should be careful anyway. Besides, if I’m there with you, I’ll actually get a lot of studying done, rather than be tempted by PlayStation,” he said with a wink as he sliced open his sunny side up eggs. 
 
    I recoiled at the sight. I hated sunny side up.  
 
    “You know I can turn into a wolf, right? I can defend myself,” I muttered as I spooned a mouthful of beans onto my toast and bit into it. 
 
    “How many times have you shifted?” he shot back. 
 
    I just narrowed my eyes at him. 
 
    ‘Not a whole lot,’ Ollie answered for me, and I shot him a look of betrayal. 
 
    ”See? Since you’re only a halfling, you don’t have the drive or desire to shift often like a true werewolf. I doubt you even know how to fight in that state,” Skip said as he pointed his fork accusingly at me. 
 
    “I have teeth and claws,” I retorted. 
 
    “Do your senses work better when you’re shifted?” he frowned, his fork still jutted towards me. 
 
    He had me there. 
 
    “No, a little better than normal, I guess,” I mumbled. 
 
    “You really are a strange one,” he murmured as he stared hard at me, as if he’d magically decipher my hidden secrets over my baked beans. 
 
    Ollie meowed loudly as we just stared hard at each other. 
 
    “Why baked beans?” Skip finally asked. 
 
    “Because they’re nice?” I just gave him a dumbfounded look. 
 
    “They make you gassy,” Skip smirked. 
 
    I just gaped at him. The audacity of this man.  
 
    ‘They make everyone gassy,’ Ollie added as Skip just chuckled. 
 
    “You know what, I think I’ll finish my dinner in my room,” I growled as I stood up. 
 
    “C’mon, Bee Sting, I’m only playing with you. You seem on edge tonight,” Skip tried to reason with me and coax me into staying. 
 
    ‘He’s right, ever since you came downstairs, you seem a little off. Hell, since you saw Teresa.’ 
 
    “Can you blame me?” I murmured as I stared down at my bowl. 
 
    I had no idea what that reading meant. I wanted to know the truth about my parents. 
 
    “She thinks my parents’ deaths weren’t an accident. How would I even find out the truth about that?” I said as I nibbled on my lower lip. 
 
    “You could ask Lucas, he’s got a friend on the force?” Skip suggested as he shoveled a large chunk of steak into his mouth. 
 
    Kangaroos weren’t meat eaters. Guess that didn’t follow through to the shifters. 
 
    “Do you think they could find that out?” I asked, my chest tightening. Did I really want to know?  
 
    “Maybe.” Was Skip’s garbled reply around his food. 
 
    ‘I don’t think he’ll be back any time soon. We can ask him as soon as we see him next, whoever sees him first?’ Ollie suggested. 
 
    ‘That’d be great,’ I thought back. 
 
    At least he seemed to be over his jealously and uncertainty moment from earlier. But I could still sense he was off a little. He’d shared something with me, we’d been intimate, and now we were linked. Something he thought signified something. 
 
    He just wasn’t sure what. 
 
      
 
    I headed back upstairs after finishing my dinner and juice, tromping up the stairs with my brow furrowed. 
 
    Now that I had no uni or the boys to distract me, my mind was falling fast into dark thoughts. Everything Teresa had said was weighing down on me. 
 
    Why did death become me? Did that have something to do with my parents’ deaths? And if it wasn’t an accident, what was it? I couldn’t think of any reasoning. Then again, I’d only been a young child when it had happened. 
 
    I stood in my doorway, the lamp still on as I tried to remember anything. 
 
    My memories of my parents were hazy and jumbled, only glimpses here and there of smiles and laughter, their love for me. 
 
    Why would anyone want to hurt them? 
 
    The answers lay on my father’s side. That’s what Teresa and Emma had said. 
 
    But my grandmother was keeping whatever she knew to herself. 
 
    Hell, for all I knew, it was nothing. Some old story she used to tell my aunt. 
 
    But maybe she could tell me more about my father. 
 
    I hadn’t asked Natalie much about him. I didn’t know what to ask. 
 
    What questions would you have about a parent you barely ever knew? 
 
    I groaned as I rubbed my temple. Why had I thought starting uni would be the perfect change? 
 
    Instead I’d found myself with only a million more questions. 
 
    At least I was learning about supernatural stuff. And I could control more than just food with my mischief magic if I really focused hard. 
 
    That was a bonus. It wasn’t a completely useless magic. 
 
    Except I was banned from practicing it now. 
 
    I grumbled as I reminded myself of this. 
 
    Why did nothing ever seem to work out for me? 
 
    No, scratch that. I was in a house with four super hot guys who were all interested in me. We’d just ignore the weird bondings I had with two of them now. 
 
    Something I still had so many questions about too. But I’d just have to accept for now. 
 
    “Dear Nanna, please, for the love of God, give me some bloody answers,” I muttered as I made my way over to my desk to close the curtains. 
 
    Thursday. That wasn’t too long of a wait. Nat said they’d drive down as soon as she got in. I guess I should’ve run that by Lucas first, but apparently they had accommodation sorted.  
 
    I frowned as I spied movement out in the backyard, something shifting beneath the old wattle tree. 
 
    I froze, my heart skipping a beat as I tried to make out the figure standing outside. 
 
    Were they… horns? 
 
    Allison… 
 
    The scream ripped from my throat as the eerie, echoing voice snuck into my mind. 
 
    I stumbled away from the desk as Skip’s shouts rose up, and I heard him flying up the stairs. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around myself as I stared wide-eyed at the window, my breaths coming out in short bursts as my chest tightened. 
 
    Skip burst into my room, instantly beside me. 
 
    “Are you okay? What’s wrong, what happened?” he asked, checking me over with his eyes as he ran his hands down my arms. They were covered in goosebumps, but I couldn’t pull my eyes from the window. 
 
    “There’s something in the backyard,” I whispered. 
 
    Skip spun around, moving to the window and scanning the yard. 
 
    I watched him, hoping and praying he’d see whatever it was. He probably had fancy night vision or something being a shifter. 
 
    ‘Whose voice was that?’ Ollie asked as he leaned against my leg. 
 
    I looked down at him, into those large amber eyes filled with concern and fear. 
 
    ‘You heard it too?’ I thought to him, and he nodded his head. 
 
    That only terrified me more. 
 
    Because I had no idea who said it. 
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    Skip. 
 
      
 
    I assured Ally that whatever it was, it was long gone now. I couldn’t see whatever it was that she’d seen, but she sure as hell was shaken up from it. 
 
    Hearing her scream pierce the house had terrified me, but she was safe within these walls. I reminded her of that, that Lucas’s magic on the house would protect her. 
 
    The fear in her eyes, the fear she’d been working so hard to hide ever since her reading with Teresa, made me determined to protect her. Seeing her so afraid broke my heart. She was normally so fiery and fun, and here she was, doing her best to hold it all together. 
 
    Ollie sat on her bed, nuzzled into her side as she wrapped her arms around her knees. 
 
    “You’re safe here, Bee Sting, I promise,” I assured her as I sat on the edge of the bed. I’d closed the curtains now, wishing I could’ve caught a glimpse of whatever she said she’d seen. 
 
    Something with horns. 
 
    That didn’t sit easy with me. I’d texted Lucas about it, and he said he would be home in the next hour or two. He wanted her staying inside until he could investigate outside and determine what was going on. I knew he was uneasy about it.  
 
    “What do you think it was?” Ally asked as she lay back in bed, stroking Ollie’s fur as he purred. 
 
    “Honestly? I have no idea. Probably someone playing a prank,” I said, but I knew my words sounded false. Not even I believed that. All I could think about was how she was being hunted. 
 
    I wouldn’t let anything hurt her. 
 
    “Skip, why’d you come back here? You were working on your parents’ farm, why’d you come back to study?” Ally asked, changing the subject. 
 
    I sighed as I looked at the wooden chair by her desk, and shifted into it so I could rest my feet up on the end of her bed. 
 
    “It was time for a change. To be honest, I needed to get away from home,” I murmured as I folded my arms and looked down at my feet. 
 
    “Why?” she whispered. Ollie’s purring had only increased, and I was sure he’d since drifted off from her light touch. What I wouldn’t do to feel those fingers in my hair or stroking my arms or back. Just a soft touch, nothing sexual. 
 
    “Selena,” I mumbled, frowning  as I dug my fingers into my forearms. I wasn’t sure why I wanted to open up to Ally about her.  
 
    “Who is she?” Ally asked, sitting up a little straighter. I doubted she wanted to sleep any time soon. 
 
    “She was my girlfriend. We met when I was sixteen back at home. Wallaby shifters. She was amazing. We shared so much in common, and we were so in love. She wanted to study medicine and become a volunteer doctor in third world countries. She wanted to make a difference in this day and age, to have a greater purpose. She was so passionate and alive, so happy and fun. She brought out the best in me, and she even got along fairly well with my shitty family. That was no easy feat,” I said with a sharp laugh, unable to meet her eyes as my throat tightened. Even talking about her now was painful. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    I glanced at Ally, and I could see her heartbreak for me. She knew right away that something bad had happened. How she knew, I have no idea, probably the way I spoke or looked. 
 
    “Not too long before my eighteenth birthday, we were going four-wheel-driving and seeing the beaches. We decided to climb a mountain one of the days, and I struggled to keep up with her. I was fit back then, but she was more agile and quick. It was a steep climb, and I still remember how we were talking about moving back this way and studying. She was worried about how my family would cope if I left, as I did a lot of work for them. I told her they’d find another worker, and her family was happy for her to pursue her dream.  We were talking about where we’d move, what kind of work we’d do on the side. I wanted to be a chippy, do carpenter work to pay for rent and provide for us. She was going to become a barista since she already did it in town. Cafes are always after baristas,” I chuckled, hating how my eyes were tearing up. But Ally was just watching me quietly, and I wanted her to know. I needed her to understand why the boys called me a player. Because she was different, and I wanted her to see that things could be real between us if she wanted it to be. 
 
    “She went ahead of me on the trail, we were laughing and I was trying to catch up to her. It was getting really steep and dangerous with how close to the edges we were, and I wanted us to move to a safer track. She slipped, and I couldn’t reach her fast enough. She went right over the edge, and I’ll always remember the sound.” I gritted my teeth as that resounding thump echoed in my mind. The impact of her body hitting the earth at the bottom of the massive drop. She hadn’t even screamed, just fell. 
 
    “She died?” Ally asked gently. 
 
    I just nodded, unable to say another word as I forced the tears back. I was not going to let her see me weak. But I wanted her to know. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” Ally murmured. 
 
    I didn’t say a word as she slid out of bed and walked over to me, bending over and wrapping her arms around me as she held me tight. 
 
    My bottom lip trembled, and I bit down on it hard as I held her back. 
 
    Her sweet honey and flowers scent was calming, and I closed my eyes as we held each other.  
 
    “Sometimes, things happen that we have no control over. They can be bad things, but we can’t blame ourselves for them,” she murmured as she rested her head on my shoulder. 
 
    “I know. It took me a while to accept that. I still moved back here, tried to occupy myself with things,” I said softly, hoping she understood the meaning behind my words.  
 
    “You weren’t ready to try to love someone again,” she said, understanding what I meant. “Losing someone you loved is not something you get over, you just learn how to live with the loss. It becomes a part of you and helps mould you into something more. That’s what I think,” she said as she pulled back and gave me a soft smile. 
 
    “Selena wanted to go to uni, that was our plan together. So I still followed it. I owed it to her,” I murmured, finally locking eyes with Ally. 
 
    The softness and empathy I saw there, the complete understanding, made the tension in me ease. There was no pity for me, something I hated seeing, only understanding. 
 
    “Why’d you tell me about her?” she asked as she moved to sit on the end of the bed, glancing briefly at Ollie who was sound asleep. 
 
    “I wanted you to know that I’m not just a player. I just couldn’t love someone again so easily. I felt like I owed it to her to remain faithful with my heart,” I murmured. 
 
    “She would’ve wanted you to be happy without her, to continue living life and moving forward. She would want you to love and be loved again,” Ally said as she gently took my hand and ran her fingers over the back of it. 
 
    My chest tightened at her words, and I just stared into those deep, dark eyes as she smiled softly at me. 
 
    “You don’t think I’m an arsehole?” 
 
    “I’d never think that,” she scoffed and shook her head. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Will you stay with me tonight? I’d like it if you could both stay with me tonight. I’m just a little, shaken, I guess,” she sighed as she let her hand fall to my knee, still  holding mine. 
 
    “I’ll stay here with you,” I assured her. I had no intention of leaving her alone while she was frightened.  
 
    “Tell me more about your family. Why don’t you talk about them much?” she asked as she moved back up the bed to slide under the blanket once more. 
 
    “They named me Skippy and you want to know why I don’t talk about them?” I snorted with an eye roll. I was grateful to be changing subjects though. 
 
    “C’mon, surely there’s more to it then that. Besides, you helped them with their farm, you mustn’t hate them,” Ally managed a warm smile. It lifted my heart, seeing that tender look on her sweet face. 
 
    “My parents did the best they could when raising me, but my father can be a narcissistic dick, would call my mother names, but she stuck by him. He’s gotten better now a bit, but our relationship has always been rocky because of it. As for mom, she’s always been as good to me as she can be while keeping him happy. Then there’s my little sister. She runs the place. She’s an absolute monster and a downright bitch. Her way or the highway type of person. She wasn’t always like that. When we were younger, I was the big brother she looked up to, and I always looked out for her. But when she turned fourteen, she became one hell of a monster. She said a few nasty things about Selena too, not too long after her death, and that broke whatever little relationship we still had. My mom sometimes contacts me to see how I’m doing, but to be honest, I don’t think they care much what I’m doing or where I am. Which suits me just fine,” I shrugged. 
 
    “Wow, I’m sorry it’s been so rough for you,” Ally frowned. 
 
    “Hey, don’t you apologize. You’ve had a tougher life than me by a long shot, I shouldn’t complain. And yet, here you are, pursuing what you want to do and still being so happy and alive,” I chuckled. “I’m honestly blown away by it.” Which wasn’t a lie. I was in awe at how well she had her head on despite everything that had happened to her. My blood boiled at the mere thought of what her two father figures, her uncles, did to her. They hurt her and destroyed the trust a child has for their guardian. 
 
    I was grateful Wayne was dead, but Brett, he needed to be dealt with. If I ever came across him, he’d wish he never even met her aunt. I’d fuck him up big time, if I didn’t just kill him. 
 
    I’d not seen the scars she had, but I’d heard about them from the other guys. Her burns scars, from cigarettes and more. I couldn’t even imagine the pain she’d endured in her early life at his hands. 
 
    And then Wayne. 
 
    “You okay?” Ally cocked her head at me, and I realized I was gripping my shorts with hatred, my jaw clenched as I thought of the monsters who hurt her. 
 
    I focused on that sweet smile instead, on how much she seemed to trust us. I’d make sure none of us ever broke that trust. 
 
    Which wouldn’t be easy, considering she’d slept with Marcus and Ollie. How could I make sure they never broke her heart? I knew they cared deeply for her, but feelings could always change. 
 
    I’d just make sure I was always there for her, to be the anchor she needed. 
 
    “I’m fine, just thinking,” I said, managing a smile. 
 
    “So, studying tomorrow,” she chuckled. “You really going to hang around the whole day?” 
 
    “Of course! I’ll keep you on your toes too with orders,” I grinned, and she just rolled her eyes. 
 
    At least it looked like the fear had eased from behind her eyes. 
 
    That was all that mattered. 
 
    I wanted her to know she was safe here. 
 
    “Marcus texted earlier, said he felt my fear spike, he went to come home, but reached out through our bond and found I wasn’t in actual pain. I told him not to stress, I just got a scare,” she sighed as she glanced at her phone on the bedside table. 
 
    “It must be strange, having a bond with him. Ollie said you guys seemed linked too now. Wonder if the sex has something to do with it,” I mused, and her cheeks reddened at the suggestion. 
 
    “No,” she mumbled. 
 
    “It could’ve, you can’t just say no,” I laughed, and she grinned and joined me with her soft giggles. So sweet and perfect. 
 
    “It’s interesting. The bond between us is different. I don’t know the same things I knew with Marcus, his past and everything, but I can hear his thoughts, feel some of his feelings. Like right now, I know he’s dreaming of being a tiger. Which is funny, since I had a dream last night with a tiger in it right after…” she let the sentence trail off, but I got the gist of it. 
 
    Too bad the thought made me squirm a little in my seat as my body wanted to react to the thought of her doing anything sexual. 
 
    Preferably with me. 
 
    “I can see yours too, like how you’re thinking of what you’d like to do with me,” she chuckled. 
 
    “I hate this weird new ability of yours,” I growled as I tried to think of something else. 
 
    “I just wish I knew what it all meant. What the reading meant, what these bondings mean,” she grumbled. 
 
    “We’ll figure it out.” 
 
    “My aunt and grandmother are coming to visit me Thursday, so I’ll get some answers then,” she said hopefully.  
 
    “Nice, it must be good knowing you have family now, since you never knew them before,” I mentioned. I’d caught on from her and the others that she didn’t even know she had any other family than her shitty aunt. Never got the chance to meet any of them.  
 
    She really did amaze me. That she was so alive and cheery despite everything. 
 
    “It is, I’m excited but nervous to meet them,” she admitted as she stroked Ollie again. He was like a magnet to her hand, and I knew he’d be loving the attention. 
 
    Strange, considering she’d had sex with the little creature so recently, and now he was like this. I wondered if that made her feel weird. Probably not. 
 
    “It’ll be fine, don’t be nervous,” I assured her. “We should take you out one time to shift. You don’t shift much, do you?” 
 
    “No, never had the drive for it,” she shrugged. “But it is nice when I do it, very freeing.” 
 
    “I know what you mean,” I said with a smile. Shifting was always something that I loved to do. I shifted in my shifter classes at uni, but every now and then I’d go for a hop at night or some afternoons with friends. Sometimes Lucas and I would head out somewhere for a little romp and then I’d shift while he practiced magic. 
 
    “So, you and Lucas?” she grinned, and I groaned. God, she was getting in my head as soon as things turned sexual. I was damn curious how that even worked. 
 
    “Are you guys something a little more serious?” she asked honestly. 
 
    “No, I don’t know. We’re good friends, and when he decides to become Lucy, he likes to have fun with us. All of us. But I guess we do things a lot more than he does with the other two. Marcus hasn’t done a whole lot with him, I think it still weirds him out a little. Ollie has been the most open to different things though,” I smirked as her petting of him faltered. 
 
    “So I heard, how so?” she asked, and I could see the mischievous flash in her eye. 
 
    “Well, he is just willing to do more than the rest of us. We had this party once with a bunch of chicks. Ollie had a girl doing stuff with him, and then another one put on a strap-on. He was down to try anything, and I think he enjoyed it. He’s gone down on Lucas a few times too, as a guy. I don’t know if it’s something he’ll continue to do, or if he was just experimenting, but Lucas loved it. He doesn’t think of himself as bisexual though, just more open to different things in the bedroom,” I said, loving how she just gaped at me with her eyes wide. 
 
    “This really is the sex house,” she hissed, and I let out a hearty laugh at the strangely amused and excited look on her face. 
 
    “It really is, the things that have happened in these walls,” I sighed, still smiling as she  shook her head. 
 
    “Wait until Lucas gets the toys out. He’s got one hell of a stash,” I winked, and she just stared at me as she tried to figure out if I was being serious. 
 
    I was dead serious. 
 
    Her mouth curved upwards when she realized this. 
 
    “What kind of toys?” 
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    Lucas. 
 
      
 
    “Really? You’re back already?” Cathy sneered at me as I stood before the front door. 
 
    “Yes, I’m back,” I rolled my eyes at the snobbish girl who was once my sister. I wouldn’t consider her that now. She’d cut those ties by being a bitch. 
 
    “Well, what is it you want this time?” she said with a dramatic eye roll as she glanced at her polished red nails. 
 
    “Is mother here?” I asked, curious if my mother was actually around. It’s been some time since I’d last seen her. Hell, it’d been over a year. The last time I’d seen her was at a local charity event. She’d spoken to me briefly, but I could see the despair in her eyes, so I moved off. I knew I was a disappointment to my family, but I didn’t care. I was me, and I was not going to hide who I really was because they were all prudes. 
 
    “Why?” Cathy lip curled back as her green eyes flashed in annoyance. 
 
    “I need to let her know something,” I sighed, hating how she still thought she could stop me from entering the home. My father had even warded it for the first year after I left so I couldn’t actually enter, but it had since worn off. 
 
    “I can pass the message along,” she growled, and I just groaned. I was so glad we hadn’t crossed paths at uni yet. She was apparently studying there now according to Richo’s girlfriend. Not that I cared one bit. 
 
    “I’ll tell her myself,” I spat as I raised my hand. 
 
    Incredibly, Cathy stepped to the side, not willing to go against my magic in order to keep me out. But the foul look on her face was evident she was extremely pissed with me for threatening to do it. 
 
    Like she was giving me much of a choice. 
 
    I strode into the house, reaching out with my magic. I sensed mother’s gentle purple magic upstairs. 
 
    In my old room. 
 
    Strange. 
 
    I glared at Cathy, loving how she fumed and huffed as she stormed off. 
 
    Then I was heading up the polished stone staircase, my heart tugging at being back in the walls of my childhood home. 
 
    I forced the feelings down, hating that a part of me missed running through these halls and laughing as I played games with my little sister as children. We’d once been so close. Now there was nothing. 
 
    I found my mother sitting on my old bed, holding a photograph. The sight of her made me freeze in the doorway, of how she was smiling softly at the picture frame. 
 
    “I missed you when you came by,” she murmured as she set the picture frame back on the bedside table. I was surprised that the room looked rather untouched since I left. Many of my old belongings still adorning the desk and shelves. My little Star Wars figurines still perched along the windowsill overlooking the vast backyard. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said softly.  
 
    “What went so wrong?” she asked, frowning as she still stared at the photo. 
 
    A photo of me and Cathy when we were children, laughing as I hugged her tight. 
 
    “I was gay,” I growled softly. Well. Not truly gay. At the time I left, I thought I was, but since learned I was bisexual. I liked both. 
 
    “Was that really a reason to lose you?”  
 
    My throat tightened as those emerald eyes caught mine, and they glittered with unshed tears as she smiled gently at me. 
 
    I was caught off-guard by the remark, and I just hesitated in the doorway. 
 
    “It wasn’t my choice,” I said through gritted teeth. 
 
    “I know. You did nothing wrong,” my mother sighed as she fisted her hands on her white nightgown. 
 
    What the hell was going on? Why the sudden change? Was this all some ploy? No, my mother was prudish, but not manipulative like my sister. 
 
    “Why’d you come back here? Did you need something?” she asked as she dabbed at her eyes and stood up, pulling herself together as she clasped her hands before her. 
 
    “Grandpa Harold’s pocket-watch. I need it to try to help my friend,” I stated, not feeling the need to lie. I was intending to steal it, but something made me just tell her. Maybe it was the way she was looking at me, like she was finally seeing me properly. 
 
    “Right, he was a very knowledgeable man. Studied many supernatural things over the years,” my mother nodded. “I’ll fetch it for you.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I mumbled as I stepped aside to allow her to exit the room. I just frowned after her, still trying to understand what the hell was going on. I considered using magic, but even though my mother wasn’t as powerful as a warlock, she was still a powerful witch, and I wouldn’t uncover answers easily. 
 
    I turned back to look at my room, moving to the bedside table to eye the photo my mother had been looking at. Did she come in here often? 
 
    Did she, perhaps, miss me? 
 
    No. That was absurd. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed, eyeing the watch laid out behind the photo frame. 
 
    I choked at the sight of it. I was dusted and clean, polished and still looking as good as the day my mother gave it to me when I entered high school. 
 
    She said it was to remind me of her, that she’d always be there for me. 
 
    I’d left it behind when I’d run out, practically being disowned by my father for tarnishing his good name. Much like what Ollie’s family had done to him. 
 
    “Here it is.” 
 
    I jumped to my feet as my mother re-entered the room, holding the pocket-watch out for me. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said, catching her eyes as she handed it over. 
 
    “Lucas…” she started, her eyes glittering once more. But then she sighed and looked away. “Take care of yourself. Please.” 
 
    “I will, you too,” I nodded, still frowning as I tried to understand what was going through her head. 
 
    “Good. I hope you’re doing well in life now,” she murmured as she moved aside.  
 
    “I am,” I said as I watched her. 
 
    “Good, that’s good,” she said softly. “Your father will be home soon. You should probably head off before then.” 
 
    “I will. Take care, mom,” I said, noting how she smiled softly as I called her mom. 
 
    I knew now. I knew that she regretted everything that had happened, but my father ran this house, and he hated me now. 
 
    But she still loved me. She’d never stopped. She’d only been so harsh towards me because that’s what he wanted. But now she thought she’d lost me. 
 
    It pained me to know that that was how she was feeling. But I couldn’t fix it. 
 
    My father wanted nothing to do with me ever again. There was nothing I could do about that, and my mother was loyal to him. 
 
    I clenched my jaw as I stuffed the pocket-watch into my pocket. I had other issues to deal with than my family dramas.  
 
    Ally’s life was on the line. 
 
    But as I strode out, I heard her soft sigh as she looked at the photograph once more. 
 
    The watch no longer on the bedside table. 
 
      
 
    I texted Emma on my way home, informing her I had the pocket-watch. She replied to be at hers at 3.30pm Wednesday afternoon for the summoning ritual. She was making sure she had all the ingredients there for it. 
 
    I wanted to get to the bottom of this once and for all. Discover the secrets about our housemate and what these creepy readings meant. 
 
    I wanted to help Ally understand what was going on. 
 
    I felt bad for having Marcus hide the truth about the nature of her parents’ deaths from her, but she didn’t need that heartache. 
 
    Not to mention we needed to get to the bottom of why a wendigo would be hunting her. What did she mean to it? Why did it want her? 
 
    Skip had messaged me when I got to my parents, informing me of the horned thing Ally had seen. It was gone now, but I had a feeling it was the wendigo. 
 
    I couldn’t go to my father for help, he didn’t believe there was something more sinister going on with Ally. 
 
    So I was headed home now to improve the warding on the house, and I intended to add some warding to Ally herself. The bracelet I’d given her gave me a way to track her if needed, but I was going to infuse it with powerful protective magic now. I needed to know she was safe. She had all of us, and I knew we’d all protect her, but I needed to feel certain. I had to. 
 
    I pulled into the driveway, glancing around the darkened corners of the yard and reaching out with my magic. 
 
    Something had been near the house. Out the back. That much I could tell, and the feeling I got from it made the hair on the back of my neck stand on end. 
 
    I launched out of my car hurling purple magic wisps around the house, watching as it settled onto areas of the old building and strengthening the warding. I flung it further out, feeling the power rippling through me as the warding increased, encasing the yard as well as the house. The house was the strongest, but now the entire yard would be warded as well from unwanted guests. I’d know as soon as anyone tried to cross into it. 
 
    Once I was satisfied there were no breaks or weak areas in my warding, I headed inside, locking the door behind me before heading upstairs to check on Ally. 
 
    I found her fast asleep with Ollie under her arm and nuzzled into her chest, while Skip was asleep on the chair at the desk, his arms folded over his chest as his head hung down. He looked incredibly uncomfortable, so I’d wake him up. 
 
    I moved to head towards him, but a soft groan escaped Ally as her brow furrowed. 
 
    I faltered, moving over to the bed instead and holding a glowing purple hand over her head. 
 
    Nightmares. They were plaguing her again. 
 
    “Not tonight, Cupcake,” I murmured as I sprinkled my magic over her sleeping form. 
 
    Her frown immediately slipped away, and I smiled softly. She’d sleep well tonight. 
 
    I flicked my eyes to Skip, who was now watching me with one eye open. 
 
    He must have sensed me enter the room, being on high alert. 
 
    I moved over to him and offered him my hand, and he just glanced back at Ally. 
 
    “I’ve warded the whole yard, she’s safe,” I said quietly. 
 
    His shoulders relaxed at that news, and he accepted my offered hand as he stifled a yawn. 
 
    He waited until we were out in the hall before his bedroom door before he spoke, making sure he kept his tone hushed. 
 
    “She was adamant there was a horned man out the back.” 
 
    “Yeah, probably the wendigo,” I murmured. 
 
    “A wendigo?” he frowned. 
 
    “We believe a wendigo murdered her parents and Wayne, as to why, we don’t know. But this whole being hunted thing makes me think it’s the wendigo. I just can’t figure out why. It had the chance to kill her as a child, but it didn’t. Marcus saw into her memories, one that not even she can remember, and he saw it. It didn’t hurt her,” I explained. 
 
    “They eat people and supes, right?” he hissed. 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded. 
 
    “Shouldn’t the Area Enforcer be alerted?” he growled. 
 
    “I doubt my father will take anything I say seriously,” I sighed as I ran a weary hand through my hair. 
 
    “Well, guess one of us will have to bring it up with him,” he muttered. 
 
    “I’ll ask Marcus too as soon as he gets home. My father will be more likely to listen to him. Especially if it is actually here.” 
 
    “We will definitely have to make sure someone is with her at all times now,” Skip stated. 
 
    “Yeah, you going to work with her tomorrow?” I checked. 
 
    “Of course. I’ll get plenty of study done,” he scoffed, and then covered a yawn. 
 
    “Good. Once my father has been alerted, he’ll be looking for it. There’s no such thing as a good wendigo, hence why they’ve been hunted to near extinction. They’re monsters all the way through. He’ll make sure it’s found,” I nodded. I’d wanted to tell my father earlier while I was there, but he wouldn’t listen to me. He hated having anything to do with me. 
 
    Marcus would have a better shot. My father had killed Annabelle, Marcus’s sire when she’d murdered his family. There was some sort of respect between the two there from my understanding. The rest of us were just rejects in my father’s eyes. 
 
    “Fingers crossed he listens,” Skip sighed. 
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    I awoke from my pleasant dreams, groaning as I felt around for the annoying phone on my bedside table. My alarm was blaring to inform me of my day of work. 
 
    I sat up groggily once I found it, switching the alarm off as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. 
 
    I eyed the chair at my desk, finding Skip was nowhere to be seen. I still smiled softly to myself. He’d sat with me and kept me company, spoke with me to relieve my worries a little. 
 
    My mind instantly jumped back to the thing I saw in the backyard, and I shivered at the reminder. What had it been? Was it really just someone pulling a prank? 
 
    It had to be. 
 
    And yet, Teresa’s words rung in my mind. Hunted. I was being hunted. 
 
    I shoved the worrisome thought aside as I climbed out of bed and quickly dressed, stumbling around in my sleepy state. 
 
    Then I was headed downstairs, already thinking about my Nutri-grain for breakfast and wondering if anyone else was up. 
 
    When I reached the bottom of the stairs, a scratching sound caught my attention. 
 
    I walked into the living room, finding the source of the sound. 
 
    ‘Please don’t watch, it’s already awkward as hell.’ 
 
    I just blinked dumbly as the ginger and white cat, Ollie, scratched around in his litter tray. 
 
    I was essentially watching him use the toilet. 
 
    I immediately looked away, unable to hide the stupid smile as I shook my head and moved on into the kitchen. 
 
    “Morning Bee Sting!” 
 
    I sighed as Skip greeted me, wearing a revealing grey singlet that showed off his toned sides. Why they dipped that much under the arms was beyond me, but I wouldn’t complain. I’d never get tired of looking at that perfect body. 
 
    ‘Being linked to you really can take a toll on a man’s ego.’ 
 
    I grinned as Marcus’s voice floated into my mind. Guess he was still up. 
 
    ‘Working on a project with my friends, I’ll be headed to bed soon. Have a good day at work today.’ 
 
    I thought back some kind words about how he looked wonderful too, and he just snickered as he got back to whatever he was doing as I got my cereal out. 
 
    “I’ll drive you today, so no rush,” Skip informed me as he got himself some weet-bix.  
 
    “Thanks,” I mumbled as I sat down at the table with my cereal.  
 
    I spied Ollie trotting in, his tail flicking around as he headed over to his bowl on the floor. 
 
    Skip spotted him and quickly grabbed a box of cat biscuits from the cupboard and poured him some. 
 
    I would not be kissing Ollie anytime soon when he turned back, at least, not until he’d brushed his teeth. Especially since Skip was moving on to getting him a can of wet food too. 
 
    ‘That’s not nice, I can’t help it,’ Ollie grumbled as he turned to look at me. 
 
    “What are you two talking about?” Skip asked with an exasperated sigh. For some reason, he couldn’t always hear my side of our conversations, which the bracelets were meant to allow a little thanks to the magic being tuned in with Ollie’s shifts and our minds. 
 
    ’Nothing,’ Ollie grumbled as he began crunching into his biscuits as Skip scooped out some of the canned food into another bowl and set it on the floor. 
 
    “Well, Lucas said he’ll try the relaxation spell with you today. Hopefully that gets you back to normal,” Skip said as he returned to his bowl of weet-bix on the counter and joined me at the table. 
 
    I liked that he had all the seats to choose from, and yet he took the one right beside me. 
 
    I reached out with my mind, finding Marcus getting ready for bed. He was thinking about something, and I decided to pry. What I found made me bite my lip. 
 
    ‘You spoke to Mr Brady about the thing in the backyard?’ I asked him mentally. 
 
    I could feel him tense up at my intrusion and discovery. 
 
    ‘Yes, Lucas thought it would be best, since it could be a dangerous supernatural,’ Marcus explained. 
 
    I could sense there was more he wasn’t telling me, but I couldn’t dig into his mind any further. It was like he was blocking me out somehow. 
 
    Great. A dangerous supernatural. Just what I needed to worry about. 
 
    ‘He’s looking into it, don’t stress, VB. He’s the Area Enforcer, so you can trust him to handle it,’ Marcus assured me. 
 
    “Hey, Bee Sting, you okay?” 
 
    I blinked as I turned to Skip, who was frowning at me. 
 
    “Yeah, why?” 
 
    “You just weren’t answering, that’s all,” he said with a shrug. 
 
    “Sorry, talking to Marcus,” I apologized. 
 
    “Weird,” Skip said with a baffled look as he dug into his weet-bix. He’d scattered some blueberries over it, and I contemplated making a smoothie sometime soon. I loved berry smoothies, and I hadn’t had one for a while. 
 
    “What were you saying?” I asked as I continued eating my breakfast. 
 
    “Just asking how classes are going, the studying and stuff.” 
 
    “Yeah, they’re going good. Hate that I’m sitting out of my fae classes now. Would love to figure out this magic thing and why it’s so different,” I frowned. Just another thing on my long list of random shit. Ugh. 
 
    “Probably all connected to the magic that bound you to Marcus and Ollie,” he suggested. I was pretty sure it was all linked too. 
 
    Still didn’t mean I understood any of it. 
 
    “Marcus could ask Mr Brady to actually see you, one on one, and see what he can figure out?” Skip suggested. 
 
    “I’ll wait until I see my aunt and grandmother. They might have answers. Saves me bothering the Area Enforcer.” 
 
    “Okay, but if you change your mind, just ask us.” 
 
    I just nodded as I continued eating. I had so many questions and absolutely no answers. 
 
    I’d just have to wait until Thursday. Too bad patience was not my strong point. 
 
    I’d just focus on work today, deal with everything else later. 
 
      
 
    I remained busy throughout the day, helping Gina bake up some more cupcakes and muffins while helping serve and making a number of coffees. 
 
    Skip sat in a booth with his books strewn across the table, and I shouted him a bacon and egg burger for lunch, which he was extremely grateful for. I got him a glass of coke too, which he was happy to gulp down. 
 
    I took my short break with him as I ate my ham and cheese sandwich, looking over his textbooks and the notes he was scribbling down. 
 
    “I got a text from Lucas, Ollie is himself again. He wants to see Million this afternoon, was wondering if you wanted to go too. I’ll go as well, drive you both over and probably see if Bob needs a hand,” Skip said once he’d swallowed a mouthful of his burger and downed it with some coke. 
 
    “Sure, sounds good,” I said as I sipped my orange juice. I could use some more distractions. 
 
    “Lucas also warded the house heaps more last night, I forgot to tell you. Even the yard is warded now. And Mr Brady came by today to check the house out, investigating stuff.” 
 
    “Does he know what it might’ve been?” I pushed. 
 
    “Not yet,” Skip said quickly, and I wondered if he was lying. Why though? 
 
    “I was also thinking that since you both have tomorrow morning off from classes, we could finally go four-wheel-driving?” he suggested, his face lighting up at the thought. 
 
    “We’d have to be back for our lectures at one though,” I reminded him. But going out four-wheel-driving in his beast did sound fun. I’d never been, and it excited me. 
 
    “Of course,” he nodded, beaming as I smiled back at him. 
 
    “Sure, let’s do it then,” I said, unable to hide the enthusiasm from my voice as my stomach flipped. 
 
    “Great! We’ll all go, Lucas has Wednesdays off, he just does the lectures online, and I can take the day off too.” 
 
    “Don’t skip class just to take me out,” I chuckled. 
 
    “I’d skip anything for you,” he quipped, and I chewed my lip at the new look in his eye. Playful but wanting.  
 
    I just stared at him as he reached out to rest his hand on mine, running his thumb across the back of it. 
 
    “You’ve brought a lot of life to the house, brought us together more already,” Skip stated, those beautiful blue eyes soaking me up. 
 
    My hand tingled with warmth beneath his, and I was unable to look away from his soft gaze. 
 
    “Do you think Marcus would come?” I asked as I reached for my juice once more. 
 
    “Maybe, as long as he stays in the cruiser. And I’ll be going down to the forestry, so it’ll be covered for most of the trip anyway, I don’t see why not,” he shrugged, still holding my hand as he gave me his charming, gorgeous smile. Damn, he was one hell of a temptation. 
 
    I stiffened as the images from his mind jumped into mine, of how he wanted to lean across the table and claim my lips, to hold my face and kiss me sweetly. Of how he wanted to then take me outside and hold me as he kissed down my neck, his hands sliding under my shirt to explore me. He wanted to feel every inch of me, but it wasn’t just a raw animalistic lust, it felt like more. That there was more than just sexual desire. 
 
    I pulled my hand out from under his, noting how his nostrils had flared and his eyes had dilated. 
 
    I’d reacted to the images. Crap. 
 
    “I’ve gotta head back, keep up the study,” I said as I quickly stood up. 
 
    “You make that incredibly difficult,” he groaned, his eyes trailing down me. Now the lust was in those warm blue eyes, but he was just reacting to my own interest. 
 
    I needed to go to the bathroom and pull myself together. Especially since I worked with two shifters. 
 
    I drank the rest of my juice as I headed back behind the counter, sitting my glass down on a bench as I quickly moved through to the bathroom to pull myself together. 
 
    I could feel Skip’s eyes on me the whole time, burning into me with passion and need. 
 
    He’d just have to push past it. 
 
    I had work to do. 
 
    I headed into the toilet and splashed water on my face to pull myself together. I took a few moments to gather myself and get my working brain on again. 
 
    Only two more hours. Then we had a fun afternoon planned. I looked forward to it. I loved the idea of seeing Ollie ride again and spending time with him and Skip. Would Lucas be joining us? I’d forgotten to ask that. 
 
    I headed out, not wanting to run behind on being back from lunch as I headed to the till to take over from Gina. 
 
    “He’s an interesting fella, isn’t he?” Gina mused as I sidled up beside her. 
 
    “Who, Skip?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, he’s most definitely got a thing for you,” Gina grinned as she began making a milkshake for someone. 
 
    “Yeah, seems that way,” I murmured as I spied him watching me, unable to focus on his textbooks. 
 
    I tried to reach out mentally for Ollie, but it seemed I only had my connection with him when we were in close proximity. Maybe a few hundred meters at least. I’d test that theory out on the way home. 
 
    But I could feel Marcus, and if I focused everything, I could tell what he was doing. 
 
    I gasped as I was sucked into his mind, and I saw through his eyes as he painted alone in his room. A gorgeous scene with a brown timber wolf howling at the moon. 
 
    I instantly knew it was a depiction of me. He’d even gotten my coloring perfect, despite having never seen me in my shifted state. 
 
    Well, he’d seen my own memories. 
 
    ‘How are you in my head right now? I can feel you looking through my eyes,’ he mused, not frightened or concerned, just curious. 
 
    ‘I dunno, I was just reaching out to find you.’ 
 
    ‘Interesting.’ 
 
    “Allison?” 
 
    I snapped back to my own mind and turned to Gina. 
 
    “You okay?” she asked, frowning at me as she searched my face, her hazel eyes filled with worry. 
 
    “Yeah, just off in my own head,” I said apologetically. I cleared my throat as some customers approached the counter. I had a feeling she’d been trying to talk to me, and I’d completely glazed over as I jumped into Marcus’s head. 
 
    I could feel her eyes on me, concerned as I cheerily took the order of our new customers. I hoped she wasn’t worried that I didn’t like my job. I loved working here with them. They were a friendly team to work with, and I’d even met the other girl that they got in to split shifts with me. A bubbly redhead with a cute splash of freckles across her face. Amelia. 
 
    The remainder of the afternoon was busy, and Gina’s worried looks dissipated as she was kept on her toes.  
 
    I grabbed myself a vanilla malt milkshake to take home with me as I finished up for the day, and Gina thanked me for working with her. 
 
    Henry gave me a bright grin and wave as he worked on a burger order, and I helped Skip pack up his stuff before following him out to the cruiser. 
 
    “So, how was studying?” I asked as I climbed into the vehicle, tugging at my shirt from how hot the interior of the car was. 
 
    “Good, always helps when you have a nice view,” he grinned as he climbed into his side. 
 
    I just rolled my eyes as he started the beast up. I wound the window down and sucked in the cooler outside air. 
 
    “Do you want to get changed before we go back out?” Skip asked as I sipped my milkshake. 
 
    “Sure, I’ll just change my shirt,” I shrugged. “Is Lucas coming?” 
 
    “Nah, he’s got some late classes today,” Skip said as he reversed. 
 
    I just nodded as I continued slurping my milkshake, beyond glad for the cool refreshment in the hot sun. Autumn wasn’t too far off, and I was looking forward to some cooler nights. 
 
    “You said we’re going to a forestry tomorrow for four-wheel-driving?” I checked as the wind rushed through my window as he pulled out onto the road. 
 
    “Yeah, down at Glasshouse.” 
 
    “I hope Marcus will come, I’ll check with him,” I murmured as I reached out once more. 
 
    I found him in the library at home, playing a game on his laptop. 
 
    ‘You know I burn in the sun, right?’ he remarked, already knowing why I was there. 
 
    ‘You can stay in the center seat,’ I offered. 
 
    ‘I’d normally say no, but you seem excited about this. Besides, tomorrow is meant to be cloudy anyway, so I’ll come,’ he sighed in defeat. He knew I wasn’t going to let up on pestering him until he’d agreed. I already decided on that. 
 
    ‘Awesome!’ 
 
    His chuckles filled my head as I drew back into my own mind. 
 
    I liked how I was getting the hang of this mind bond thing. 
 
    I reached out for Ollie now, focusing on his presence as we drove. It wasn’t until we were nearly in our street that I felt his signature in my mind. I tried to step into his mind the same way I did with Marcus, but it didn’t work. All I got from him was his sheer excitement at seeing Million again and riding. 
 
    And that excitement was rubbing off onto me. 
 
      
 
    “Whoo! Go Ollie!” I cheered as Million and Ollie galloped across the paddock, hurtling over a small jump and continuing over the crest and out of sight. 
 
    “He has a real knack for riding,” Skip remarked as he leaned on the fence railing beside me. 
 
    “Did you ever watch him compete?” I asked as I rolled my head to stare at him. The afternoon sun was outlining his face in a breathtaking way, and I found myself dragging my eyes along his strong jawline which was sprinkled with a dusting of stubble right now. 
 
    He looked utterly gorgeous in this lighting, the sun reflecting off his stunning opal blue eyes. Not to mention he’d lost the shirt again when he was helping Bob load up the ute with hay for the horses earlier. 
 
    I could stare at him all day. 
 
    “I loved going to the barrel racing competitions, but he did all sorts of things. Show-jumping, cross country, even local races. His old mare, Velocity, was incredible. But he seems to be on the same wavelength as Million too. And he’s happy,” Skip smiled, and my heart squeezed at the devilishly gorgeous sight. 
 
    “He is happy, I can feel it. He’s beyond happy,” I sighed as I managed to drag my eyes away from the gift of God beside me. Ollie and Million were hurtling back over the crest, and my mouth tugged into a wide grin as they launched over the small jump, clearing it by miles. 
 
    “We should go for a run, shift and stretch our legs,” Skip suggested, and it took me a moment to process what he said. 
 
    “Why?” I frowned at him. 
 
    “Why not? Most shifters like to shift, they find it freeing and invigorating,” he shrugged. 
 
    “I’ve never cared much for it,” I shrugged. Sometimes I wished I’d learned how to shift when I was younger so I could’ve fled my shitty life and lived as a wolf in the wild. Too bad I didn’t even know I was part wolf until a few years ago. 
 
    “C’mon. It’ll be fun. Have you ever shifted just for the hell of it?” Skip nudged me, and I pursed my lips as Ollie continued racing around the paddock with Million. 
 
    “Not really, I shifted mostly just to practice and learn, after that, I didn’t continue it,” I mumbled. Shifting made me think of Derek and the shit he put me through. But maybe it was time to associate it with something better. 
 
    Something just for me. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll do it,” I sighed as I reached out to Ollie. 
 
    ‘Going to go for a run and shift.’ 
 
    ‘You can shift nearby. Million has been desensitized around shifters, and even a wolf wouldn’t scare him I think. Come run with us.’ 
 
    I smiled at this. He wanted to be a part of it even if he couldn’t shift properly. 
 
    I immediately imagined him as a wolf racing alongside me. 
 
    One day, maybe. When his curse lifted. 
 
    “We can shift down by the stables if you want some privacy,” Skip suggested, although the once over he was giving me made me smirk.  
 
    “Yeah, that’d be best,” I snorted, and he pouted but followed it with a throaty, heart-warming laugh that gave me a fuzzy feeling in my chest. 
 
    I gave Ollie and Million one last look, loving how happy Ollie looked as he rode, perfectly in sync with Million as they tore around the paddock. 
 
    I wondered if Million really would be okay with me racing alongside him? 
 
      
 
    I was just tugging down my shorts and panties when Skip called out. I was hidden around the side of the stable, tucked out of view while he undressed in the empty stall at the end. 
 
    I grumbled, not having heard what he’d said. 
 
    “What?” I called out as I moved my pile of clothing to the side. 
 
    “I was asking if you need any guidance on shifting?” 
 
    I jumped at the closeness of his voice and spun around, but he was facing away from me, half his body sticking out from the edge of the building. 
 
    Completely naked. 
 
    “No…” I said, my voice faltering as I eyed that fine arse. Hot damn. He was mouth-watering to look at. 
 
    “Are you staring at my arse?” he asked accusingly, a devilish smirk appearing as he turned his head to the side, but didn’t look at me. 
 
    “No,” I said quickly, and he just chuckled. He definitely knew I was lying. 
 
    “Would I get punched if I snuck a look?” he asked genuinely. 
 
    I just scoffed but then pursed my lips. How would he react to my naked body? Hell, would he be overcome and take me right here? Tucked behind the stable and out of sight? Penny had headed down to the back paddock with Bob to feed the horses, so we were alone for a while, and Ollie was riding. 
 
    God, what was I even thinking? 
 
    “I take it that’s a no, you won’t bash my head in?” he mused as he slowly started to turn. 
 
    I rolled my eyes before closing them, my body tingling as the energy inside me washed over it. 
 
    I heard Skip’s sharp intake of breath as he glimpsed my naked body before him, but before anything could happen, I fell to all fours as my brown fur sprouted. 
 
    My arms cracked and my legs shortened as my whole body underwent the transformation, and when I finally reopened my eyes, I was standing proudly on all fours. 
 
    With an erect penis only a few feet before me. 
 
    I just blinked before glancing up at Skip, who looked away instantly in embarrassment. 
 
    Guess my naked body did have an effect in the brief moment he’d seen it. 
 
    I wondered how he’d react if I gave it a quick lick before racing off? 
 
    I chuckled internally as I loped past him, giving his naked body a full once over. 
 
    Ripped to perfection, every perfect inch of him. And he was mostly hairless, although he didn’t seem too big on shaving downstairs. Not that I cared. I liked my guys as men, not little boys. 
 
    I continued out onto the track and turned towards the paddock with Ollie in it, listening as Skip shifted behind me and then hopped after me. 
 
    I eyed the large red kangaroo keeping in step with me. A big muscled beast of a creature with his sandy white and red coat. 
 
    We looked quite strange, wolf and kangaroo, side by side. At least we were in a warded zone, and on private property. 
 
    I reached the paddock, hesitating as Ollie pulled Million up near the gate. 
 
    Million snorted and tossed his head at our presence, but seemed rather calm, trusting his rider. 
 
    Ollie opened the gate for us, and I gave Skip a snort and soft growl. 
 
    He got the hint though. 
 
    I took off, shooting out across the paddock, my legs stretching out as the sun slowly descended over the hills. The cooler afternoon air whipped through my fur as I raced, and I glanced back to see Skip bounding along behind me in true kangaroo fashion, hopping along with insane speed. 
 
    Million was hurtling after us, his legs stretching out as Ollie allowed him to unleash fully. 
 
    I just yipped in joy as the pair tore past me, and I pushed myself harder to follow after them. 
 
    We raced and frolicked, Skip catching up and shoving me with those muscular arms and then overtaking me. I snapped at him playfully before ramming him and taking the lead from him.  
 
    Well, the lead between us, since Ollie and Million were miles ahead. 
 
    We spent the afternoon without a worry in the world, allowing ourselves to feel free and alive as we ran and played. 
 
    But as the sun set, we headed back to the stable. 
 
    I ducked behind the building and shifted back, quickly dressing and heading back around the front. Ollie was untacking Million and giving him a hose off since he’d sweated like mad. But the giant chestnut horse seemed happy and settled after the time out. 
 
    “You guys are perfect together,” I remarked as I patted Million’s nose. He sighed as he closed his eyes, enjoying the hose down as he drew in deep breaths. 
 
    “Thanks, it was nice seeing you shifted. You looked like you were at ease and enjoying yourself. A brown timber wolf,” he said as he clicked his tongue. “Wish I could’ve shifted and run with you guys. At least Million gave me some way of joining in,” he smiled as he stroked Million’s neck. His tender look made me soften. He had a real connection with the giant creature. 
 
    “We should do it again sometime, just the three of us,” Skip said as he came up behind us. 
 
    His hand rested on the small of my back, and it sent warm shivers through me. Ollie noticed this, but didn’t say anything as he dried Million off and led him back to his stall. 
 
    “You are quite the tease,” Skip murmured as he bent over, his warm breath tickling my ear. 
 
    “So I’ve been told,” I smirked. I wanted to sigh as he began rubbing my lower back. 
 
    It was beginning to ache actually. 
 
    I mentally slapped myself as I put two and two together. 
 
    Great. 
 
    I hadn’t taken much notice of reaching the sugar pills on my contraception.  
 
    “Can we make a stop on the way home?” I asked, hating that this stop would mean a trip into Maleny since the corner store would be closed this late. 
 
    “Sure, where to?” Skip said, still rubbing soft circles into my lower back. 
 
    “IGA or Woolies, please?” I asked sweetly. 
 
    “Chocolate craving?” he asked with a frown. 
 
    “Amongst other things,” I mumbled. My monthlies normally hit Tuesday nights over my sugar pill week. They were normally cleared up by Saturday, but I had no pads with me. 
 
    “Okay, sure,” he shrugged as Ollie returned. 
 
    Ollie cocked his head at me. 
 
    ‘You got girly troubles coming, right?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll shout you some Freddos.’ 
 
    ‘I still owe you pizzas for the phone.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry about it.’ 
 
    I rolled my eyes at the mental back and forth between us. 
 
    “We’ll say bye to your pops before we head off,” Skip stated as he steered me back towards the house. 
 
    ‘Does your mischief magic affect them?’ Ollie asked, and I could feel his uneasiness at the thought. 
 
    ‘Thankfully, no. Guess some greater force decided not to add some more hell to our already shitty time.’ 
 
    ‘Good, because that’d be terrifying.’ 
 
    I just snorted as we walked back to the house, keeping a straight face as the cramps started to reveal themselves. 
 
    Great. Just add another stressful, annoying thing to the long list of issues right now. 
 
    Sure, why not. 
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    Marcus. 
 
      
 
    I felt Ally’s cramps when they started, and I felt sorry for her. She was out buying pads with Skip and Ollie, and Skip had shut up once he saw why she’d been so desperate to go to the shops. 
 
    Ollie shouted her a bag of Freddos, and I smiled at the gesture.  
 
    I popped a heat pack into the microwave when I knew they were only a few minutes out. 
 
    I wanted to make her feel comfortable and at ease. 
 
    Especially with all that was going on. 
 
    I’d spoke to Mr Brady at Lucas’s request. He’d been skeptical at first, but I allowed him to peer into my mind using a powerful spell, to see the memory I’d seen from her childhood. 
 
    He was troubled by the memory, and the bonding between Ally and I. He’d dismissed it earlier when Lucas had seen him, but now he was not so quick to do so. He’d told me the magic he felt was rare, something old and powerful. But he couldn’t place it. He’d never come across it, but he would do his digging. It was the wendigo that bothered him. 
 
    He put the local enforcement onto it, since the whole town was supes, but didn’t want to raise an alarm just yet. He’d even come to the house today to investigate, and he was displeased with whatever he’d learned. He wanted to do some digging about Ally, and I decided against sharing what Lucas had found. No need for him to find out he had someone on the force willing to help him out. Mr Brady could find out the same stuff with his own contacts. 
 
    Maybe he’d have more luck at uncovering what the hell was going on. 
 
    I was pulled from my thoughts as Skip burst into the house with Ally laughing as they talked about a time when Ollie and he got caught peeking into the girls changing room as  young children on a swimming trip. 
 
    I loved hearing her hearty laughter. She didn’t hold back, and the way the boys lit up around her made me feel even more for her. 
 
    She’d brought so much life into the house, and brought us all back together more. 
 
    Tomorrow would be the first time we’d all do something together that wasn’t just a meal or something. 
 
    And I was actually looking forward to it. 
 
    “Hey VB, how was your afternoon?” I asked as she joined me in the kitchen to put away her stash of Freddos. 
 
    “It was fun, we enjoyed ourselves. How about yours?” she asked as she turned to face me. 
 
    Ollie shouted out that he was showering, and Skip was going to change and then get onto dinner for all of us. From Ally’s mind, I could see he’d discussed cooking chicken parmigiana tonight for everyone with hot chips and veggies. Lucas would be home in another hour or so too. 
 
    “Mine was okay, here,” I murmured as I opened the microwave and offered her the heat pack. 
 
    She just frowned momentarily then smiled softly. 
 
    “Thanks, I might sit on the lounge with it for a bit. I’ll shower after Ollie.” 
 
    I followed her out to the living room, loving her honey and flowers scent that wafted off her. She had a more at ease sense too, like the shift had helped her relax and settle a bit. 
 
    I doubted it would last long, that all her worries would creep back. I’d do my best to keep her distracted for now. 
 
    We sat on the lounge, and I pulled her onto my lap despite her soft squeak of protest. 
 
    She quivered in my arms, her warm body against my own making it come alive. 
 
    I fought it off as I laid her down over my lap, helping her slide the heat-pack under her belly and on top of my thighs. Her back was facing upwards, and I began massaging her lower back as she pulled a pillow up under her head. 
 
    “Thanks,” she breathed as she relaxed under my hands. 
 
    “I can feel your cramps in my mind, figured I’d help out,” I murmured as I continued massaging her. I pulled her shirt up, her skin prickling at my icy touch. 
 
    She was so warm and alive, and I felt completely at ease with her. 
 
    She closed her eyes, and I knew she was worn out from work and then her race with the boys. I’d like to hold her tonight as she fell asleep. I’d already decided to stay home with her and just watch my lectures online. I wanted to keep her safe, to wrap her up in my arms and protect her from anything that sought to harm her. 
 
    “That feels so good,” she moaned as I worked the muscles in her lower back. 
 
    The sound escaping her lips made me react, and I gritted my teeth as I hoped my arousal would go away. It didn’t help that the heat pack was sitting right on top of it, and if I thought about it, I could pretend it was her warm body. 
 
    “Really?” she snorted, and I groaned as she peeked into my head. 
 
    “You need to learn to give others privacy,” I sighed, but the smile danced on my lips as she rolled her head to the side to peer back at me. 
 
    “You need to not broadcast so loudly,” she retorted, and I just shook my head. 
 
    Skip appeared at the doorway, moving through and giving us an intrigued look as he made his way to the kitchen to start dinner. 
 
    I just narrowed my eyes at him, and he gave me a smirk as he passed. 
 
    ‘What is with you two? I thought you were friends?’ 
 
    ‘We are.’ 
 
    ‘Then what the hell is with your hostility towards him?’ 
 
    ‘I worry he’ll hurt you.’ 
 
    Ally sat up, frowning at me as she cocked her head. Her sudden absence from my lap made me stiffen. I’d been enjoying having her sprawled over me like that. 
 
    ‘He has no intention of hurting me. You think he’s just a player.’ 
 
    ‘He’s had that many flings, I don’t trust him to not hurt your feelings.’ 
 
    ‘His girlfriend died. He hasn’t been ready to love again. You can’t hate him for that. It’s the same as how you held everyone at arm’s length too.’ 
 
    I clenched my teeth at this, annoyed by her words. But mostly because she was right. 
 
    And I hated that. 
 
    Skip was not a bad guy, I knew that. But ever since we’d become connected, I wanted nothing to ever hurt her. Skip was the most likely to toy with her emotions. Kit loved her already it seemed, and he’d never hurt her. Lucas had a soft spot for her, and I knew everything there was to know about her. But I’d seen the lustful way Skip looked at her, and I didn’t want that to ruin her. 
 
    ‘You don’t want us to be an item, and you seemed perfectly okay with me being with Ollie, but you just can’t deal with this thing with Skip, can you?’ 
 
    ‘It’s not that, VB. Maybe he won’t hurt you. But I don’t know what goes on in his head.’ 
 
    ‘Everyone can get hurt in life. If something did happen, I’d have you still, wouldn’t I? And Ollie. You guys would be there for me.’ 
 
    I stared into those deep, dark eyes, and she already knew she was right. We were bound to her now in some strange way.  
 
    “Has Mr Brady found anything yet?” she asked, changing the subject away from us. 
 
    “No, nothing yet,” I said. He’d texted me when he’d made the police force aware of it, and he had some other powerful witches on the lookout too. 
 
    “Wait, what’s a wendigo?” Ally frowned. 
 
    Fuck. She’d pried too deep into my mind. 
 
    “A powerful, rare supernatural. They hunt and feed on humans and sometimes supes,” I confessed, trying to hide my other thoughts from her. I still had some witch magic in me, and I was focusing it on masking my mind since Lucas’s spell was obviously wearing off. 
 
    “Why would it be after me?” she mumbled, baffled at the thought. “What’s it look like?” 
 
    “They have horns for starters,” I said. “But we have no idea why it’s interested in you. That’s what we’re hoping to figure out.” 
 
    “So this is the thing hunting me then,” she said, her mouth pulled into a grim line. Her fingers played with the edge of the heat pack that she held against her lower belly. 
 
    “We think so, maybe,” I admitted, not bothering to lie. 
 
    ‘Someone help, please.’ 
 
    My head snapped up to the ceiling, and Ally was frowning as well. 
 
    “Ollie,” she murmured, and then she shot to her feet. 
 
    I followed her upstairs, wondering what was going on. Obviously she knew more than me due to their linking. 
 
    We burst into the bathroom, and I was glad he stopped locking the door ages ago, ever since he’d gotten stuck in here as a cat. He’d had to use the shower to go to the toilet while we waited for Lucas to return home to unlock it with magic. 
 
    The ginger and white cat was meowing as it stood on the bathroom mat, soaking wet. 
 
    ‘I can’t turn it off,’ he pouted. 
 
    Ally knelt down beside him, grabbing his towel from the basin bench and drying him off as I turned the shower off. 
 
    ‘Did it just randomly happen?’ I asked. 
 
    ‘Yeah, not an emotional one. Guess I’m stuck like this for a while now,’ he growled softly. 
 
    I felt a little sorry for him as Ally fussed over him, drying off his body and taking care with his little legs. 
 
    ‘I was looking forward to four-wheel-driving tomorrow,’ he said sadly. 
 
    “You can still come with us. It’ll be okay. And I can take you to your lectures with me if you’d like, or you can watch them online afterwards. It’s up to you,” Ally offered as she dried his head carefully. 
 
    ‘I think I’ll just watch them afterwards, it’s too embarrassing.’ 
 
    “Okay, but we’ll all still go out to the forestry. It’ll be fun,” she said, trying to keep a light-hearted tone. 
 
    It was hard for Ollie to still be distressed as she fussed over him and promised him a good day still. She just had a special way of lifting up his spirits. 
 
    “I’ll take him downstairs,” I said as I gathered up his clothes. “You have your shower.” 
 
    She nodded after giving Ollie a scratch on the chin, which resulted in a deep purr from him. 
 
    “C’mon. Let’s get you downstairs and let Skip know not to make a chicken parmi for you,” I said as I reached down. 
 
    Ollie scooted away from me, and I rolled my eyes. He didn’t want me carrying him. It seemed only VB was allowed to do that. At least, when she was around. 
 
    “I’ll be down soon, it’ll be okay Ollie, don’t stress,” Ally assured him as he padded over to the door with me. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ Ollie sighed. 
 
    I gave her a nod and smile before opening the door and heading out with him.  
 
    I was grateful he’d pulled us away from the wendigo conversation. I didn’t want to get into any trouble with that one. Not with what I knew and was keeping from her. It was too stressful for her already, and if she found out her parents had been murdered and eaten partially, she’d be devastated. Probably not so much about Wayne though. He deserved it. 
 
    Why had it gone after him though? Why people around her? 
 
    Lucas hadn’t uncovered anything yet, neither had his father. 
 
    Maybe her aunt and grandmother would have more information when they came by on Thursday. 
 
    I went to the laundry and tossed Ollie’s clothes in the tub before heading into the kitchen. 
 
    “Guess that’s one less chicken parmi tonight,” Skip remarked as Ollie jumped up on the table. 
 
    “You shouldn’t be on the table, Kit. It’s unsanitary,” I sighed as he began licking himself. 
 
    Gross. 
 
    ‘You’re unsanitary,’ he shot back mentally as he flicked his tail. 
 
    Real mature. 
 
    “How’s she doing?” Skip asked as he fried the crumbed chicken breast pieces. 
 
    “On edge still, she wasn’t too bad when she first got home. I think she’s doing her best to pretend everything is okay and focus on uni,” I said as I crossed my arms and leaned against the fridge. 
 
    “She’s got girly issues?” he checked. 
 
    “Yeah, cramping. Doesn’t last long though, first two days are the worst for cramps it seems, then it passes,” I shrugged as I watched him carefully. 
 
    Did I really trust him not to hurt VB? It was so hard to be willing to accept that I couldn’t protect her heart from the other guys. 
 
    I could ask her to be exclusive, but I knew that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted all of us in some strange way, and claiming her as my own would put a strain on our relationships. 
 
    “You still think I’m going to hurt her, don’t you?” Skip sighed, as if he was reading my mind. 
 
    No, that was only Ally’s specialty. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said honestly. 
 
    “I wouldn’t. Bee Sting is different. She’s not someone I’d just use. Why do you think I haven’t tried to take her? I don’t want to ruin everything we have here, how well she is with the rest of us,” Skip said, his jaw set as he flipped the chicken pieces over. 
 
    “You stopped seeing other girls when she came here,” I noted. 
 
    “She makes it seem pointless. And I don’t want to hurt her. And I haven’t completely stopped, there’s still Lucy,” he chuckled, and I groaned.  
 
    Right. 
 
    “Speaking of, he’ll be home soon. Still nothing new on this wendigo thing. Wish we could figure out what the hell is going on,” I said in frustration. 
 
    “There’s two warlocks on the case, they’ll figure it out soon enough. She’s safe here, and we won’t let her go anywhere alone. What will we do tomorrow afternoon? She’s got lectures, and Ollie can’t go with her now,” Skip said as he indicated at the feline with his tongs. 
 
    “Haven’t you got lectures too?” I frowned. I was sure he normally did. 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s not like they’re in the same class, she’s got her animal stuff. I was just going to watch them from home tomorrow.” 
 
    ‘I can go. If anything comes up, you’ll be close enough that I can call out to you mentally?’ Ollie offered as he spoke to Skip. I could hear him though, like always when he was in cat form. 
 
    “Okay, that works,” Skip nodded, although he was frowning at the cooking chicken. 
 
    He was worried about her. I could see that. Maybe I was being too hard on him, too distrusting when I shouldn’t be. We were friends after all, even if things had become more distant in recent years. 
 
    “We should give her some ibuprofen with dinner. The cramps are getting worse,” I noted as I reached out. VB was in the shower, groaning at the frustrating pain. She’d started bleeding too now. 
 
    I spotted the green bag from the shop on the counter, and headed over to fetch out the pads she’d bought. There was also some more cereal and fruits for herself. 
 
    Skip watched me carry the packet out of the kitchen, and I heard him murmur something to Ollie about our little VB. 
 
    I needed to take a step back. I could have her when I wanted to, that was clear, but I couldn’t hold her back from wanting the others if that was how she felt. 
 
    That included Skip. 
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    I was quite glad to find Marcus waiting outside the bathroom door with my pads for me. 
 
    Now that was a real man, looking so devilishly handsome with his raven black hair spiked up at the front, and that carefully trimmed box beard that only added to his alluring attractiveness. I still wasn’t convinced they didn’t all come from a model house when they were children. 
 
    “Don’t think about how good I look, please. It makes it so hard to resist you,” he groaned, those frosty eyes rolling over me in just my towel. 
 
    “Then don’t resist,” I purred as I leaned up to wrap my arms around his neck. 
 
    He seemed caught by surprise by this, but his mouth melded with my own, and his arms wrapped around my waist as he kissed me. 
 
    His cool lips moved against mine, his tongue skimming my bottom lip teasingly. 
 
    I opened up to him, the heat rushing through my body. 
 
    ‘Dinner will be ready soon, I’m pretty sure Lucas has just rolled up,’ he moaned into my mind. 
 
    ‘Can’t I enjoy a taste of dessert first?’ I purred, my tongue diving into his mouth. 
 
    I heard him drop the packet of pads as his grip around me tightened. His tongue joined mine in a battle for dominance, and I pushed my body against his, hating that there was a flimsy towel dividing us. 
 
    I pulled back as Skip yelled out to inform me that dinner was five minutes out. My warning to be dressed and downstairs if I didn’t want it going cold. 
 
    I sighed as brushed my lips against Marcus’ once more, and his hands glided up my back to pull my hair out of the bun I’d worn to keep it dry. 
 
    “You are so tempting,” he said, his voice deep and husky as he moved to kiss my neck. 
 
    God, I wanted to take this into the bedroom and spend the night fighting my worries away. 
 
    But I was also hungry, which my growling stomach reminded me of.  
 
    Marcus just smirked as he pulled away, trailing one cool finger down my cheek, leaving sweet tingles in its wake. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ve got no classes tonight. We can spend time together tonight,” he promised as he kissed my forehead. 
 
    And then he was gone, flitting to his room. 
 
    I knew he had to leave me before it became too much and he had to have me. He wouldn’t be able to stop himself. 
 
    And that only excited me more. 
 
    I looked down at my pads on the floor, scowling at them. 
 
    Would he still want to do stuff with me even if it was blood wars week? 
 
    ‘Of course, we just use a towel.’ His velvety smooth voice brushed through my mind. 
 
    Oh boy. 
 
    I needed to go get dressed and calm my body down before I went downstairs with the two shifters. 
 
    My mind instantly jumped back to the scene of Skip and Ollie with Lucy, and I moaned softly as I picked my pads up. 
 
    Would Marcus share me with Skip if Ollie was out of action. 
 
    His soft growl in my mind just made me smirk. 
 
    Why couldn’t I have my fun with the pair? 
 
    Or maybe Lucas and Skip would share me? Lucas liked girls too. 
 
    ‘No, you’re mine tonight,’ Marcus growled. Someone was a little possessive. 
 
    And yet, it only made me more confident and proud. He wanted me badly. 
 
    Then he could have me tonight.  
 
    But if I wanted to enjoy the others, I would. They all wanted me as well, and so far things hadn’t changed despite the sex starting up. 
 
    Hell, it was the sex house. They shared and had sex together all the time. Why would I be any different? 
 
    Marcus muttered something about not liking to share, and yet I know he’d enjoyed it when I’d been with Ollie. Maybe it was because they all had a soft spot for him. 
 
    I headed into my room to change and put a pad on, making sure to take my time brushing my hair and making sure my arousal had died right down before I headed back downstairs. 
 
    I was surprised that my magic hadn’t played up yet considering how horny I was getting. 
 
    It certainly would soon. For some bizarre reason, I always got more horny when it was that time of the month. No idea why. But sex did help with the cramps and bringing a quicker end to the momentary nightmare. 
 
    “Dinner is served!” Skip announced when I joined them at the dinner table.  
 
    I practically drooled at the sight of the chicken parmigiana covered in cheese. He’d even agreed to no ham on mine, which was the traditional way of making it. 
 
    “”Sorry Ollie,” Lucas said as he sat down beside the ginger and white cat seated at the table. 
 
    I loved the sight of him sitting with us, despite not eating. Those gorgeous amber eyes watching us as we delved in. 
 
    “Anyone want drinks?” Lucas asked as Skip sat down beside me. Ollie and Lucas were opposite us. 
 
    “Crap, what would you like?” Skip turned to me, and I stiffened as he rested one hand on my thigh questioningly.  
 
    Nope. That was too much right now, not when my drive was still simmering beneath the surface. 
 
    “Orange juice is fine,” I squeaked as I focused on my meal. I cut into it, trying to ignore the hand lingering on my leg. 
 
    I know he sensed it had thrown me off too as he gave me a sly smile. 
 
    “I’ll get the drinks, coke for you?” Lucas asked, forcing Skip to look away from me. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    The orange juice bottle floated out of the fridge and poured itself into a glass for me while the can of coke drifted out of the shelf of the fridge to sit before Skip. 
 
    ‘What about me?’ Ollie huffed. 
 
    “I can give you water?” Lucas offered. 
 
    ‘I want milk,’ he said dramatically, and I choked as he stomped his little paw down fiercely. 
 
    Jesus, he was too adorable and funny. 
 
    “You’re studying veterinary science, you should know cats shouldn’t have milk,” Lucas gave him a confused look, his mouth curving up as he straightened his grey suit he’d chosen for today. 
 
    ‘I’m not a normal cat,’ Ollie stated. 
 
    Lucas just rolled his eyes, giving me an amused smile as he flicked his hand. 
 
    The milk bottle poured lightly into a saucer which then made its way over to the table. 
 
    I just grinned as Ollie stood on his hind legs to reach the saucer, carefully lapping the milk up. 
 
    “I swear you take advantage of being like that sometimes,” Lucas sighed as he picked up his knife and fork. 
 
    Skip was already smashing through his meal, and I just shook my head as I dug in. 
 
    “He likes to make us laugh,” Marcus said as he joined us. He sat at the end of the table near me, and I gave him a soft smile. 
 
    “So, we’re still doing the four-wheel-driving tomorrow?” Lucas checked. 
 
    “Yep, Ollie is still coming, and Marcus,” I piped up. 
 
    “Great, all of us together,” Lucas beamed, and I knew he was delighted by the idea. 
 
    I could feel Marcus watching me as I ate, and I was glad Skip had removed his hand from my leg. 
 
    There was always going to be some weird rivalry between them it seemed. 
 
      
 
    After dinner we all decided to head to our respective rooms to study or something. Ollie just sat on the lounge, content to sleep there in hopes he’d shift back by tomorrow. I hoped it would work for him. 
 
    Marcus followed me upstairs and into my room, and as soon as the door was closed, he had me in his arms again. 
 
    “I did actually want to do a little bit of reading,” I chuckled as he kissed my neck. 
 
    “Why?” he grumbled, unimpressed at the idea. 
 
    “I wanted to read up on wendigos,” I stated as I spun free from his grip. 
 
    He looked after me both longingly and with some concern as I sunk onto the edge of my bed and grabbed one of the encyclopedias of supes off the floor. 
 
    He sighed as he joined me, stroking the side of my face as I opened up the book. He was one hell of a distraction, and I struggled to find the area to flip to from the contents page as he ran his cool fingers down my neck, brushing my hair to the side to trace soft circles on my skin. 
 
    I shivered at the sweet sensations as I flipped through the book, frowning as I found the wendigo page. 
 
    The creature depicted was terrifying. A man with an animal skull for a face and horns. His hollowed out black eyes glowed red faintly, and a chill swept through me at the sight. 
 
    Was that really what had been in the yard? 
 
    “You’re safe here,” Marcus murmured as he wrapped an arm around my shoulder. 
 
    Then why didn’t I feel safe? 
 
    The more I looked at this picture, the more frightening it was.  
 
    “Here.” Marcus gently took the book from me and shut it, giving me a sad smile. “Don’t look at it. Mr Brady and Lucas are on it, you’re getting all worked up over nothing, I promise.” 
 
    I searched those tender icy eyes, trying to peer into his head. I could feel his concern for me, his need to protect me, but I also knew he was hiding something. Blocking it from me. 
 
    What was so bad that he had to hide it from me? 
 
    Marcus just pursed his lips as he cupped the side of my face. 
 
    “We won’t let anything ever happen to you. Any of us,” he said firmly. 
 
    I believed him. I believed they’d do their best. 
 
    But there was a pit in my stomach now, and I chewed my lip as I eyed the window. The drapes were drawn, but I still shivered at the reminder of what I’d seen outside. 
 
    “Hey, wait here,” Marcus instructed as he shot to his feet. 
 
    He flitted out and was back before I could even respond, holding a small set of speakers and his phone. 
 
    He set them down on my bedside table and swiped through his phone. 
 
    I just frowned as I watched him, but then a smile formed as some rock music started playing through the speakers. 
 
    Some good old AC/DC.  
 
    “You’re so weird,” I chuckled as I let the energy from the lively music move through me. It always helped relax me and gave me a boost. 
 
    “So, how about I take your mind off everything for a while?” he suggested as he shuffled closer to me. 
 
    My eyes fell to his lips, and I nodded softly. 
 
    I wasn’t going to say no to him. That was impossible. 
 
    He just smirked, a deep chuckle rumbling from his chest as he pulled me closer. 
 
    We fell back onto the bed, me held tight against his chest as he nuzzled my hair. 
 
    And then we were rolling over, and he captured my mouth. So cool and hungry, his tongue prying between my lips. 
 
    I relaxed under his weight, moaning as his hands trailed down my sides and slipped under my shirt. 
 
    I deepened the kiss, sucking on his lower lip as he moaned, loving how his arousal pushed against my belly. 
 
    Just knowing I had that effect on him threw my body into sex mode.  
 
    His fingers danced up my sides, and then he was raising me up so he could tug my shirt off.  
 
    I stopped him from lying us back down as I pulled at his shirt, and he helped me pull the black tee off in one fluid movement. 
 
    I quivered, a low moan escaping my lips as he ducked down, his lips brushing over one perky nipple. 
 
    I ached badly for him, my body screaming for us to join. 
 
    I snaked my fingers into his soft hair, massaging his head as he licked my nipple teasingly. 
 
    “Marcus,” I rasped, desperate for him to take it further. 
 
    He rumbled softly, and then he took that soft bud into his mouth, suckling it and grazing his teeth over it. I arched into him, loving the thrilling sensation as his other hand moved down to my waistband of my pajama pants. 
 
    I groaned instantly. 
 
    ‘I forgot the towel,’ he purred into my mind. 
 
    The rush of cool air that hit my nipple as he flitted away made me shiver, but he was back instantly, closing the door behind him and joining me with the navy towel in hand. 
 
    He was quick to remove my pants and underwear, lying the towel out on the bed beneath me before continuing his ravishing. 
 
    “If I’m naked, you should be too,” I said softly. 
 
    “Whatever you wish,” he gave me a gorgeous lopsided smile as he sat up. 
 
    My legs trembled as he teasingly tugged his pants down, watching me with those stunning frosty eyes. 
 
    He didn’t break eye contact as he slowly pulled them down, and I gulped as I saw his erection jump free in my peripheral vision. 
 
    Mother of Satan, help me. 
 
    I licked my lips unknowingly, and he let out a deep growl at the sight as his eyes darkened. 
 
    And then his pants were completely off, and he was snaking up my body, littering kisses along my naval and ravishing my breasts once more. 
 
    I tussled my hands in his hair, unable to stave off the self-consciousness about my monthlies being here. 
 
    “Relax, I don’t care about them. I drink blood to survive,” he chuckled, his cool breath washing over my left nipple and making it harden. 
 
    I instantly pictured him diving between my legs like that first night, lapping me up and enjoying my blood. The thought both excited and disgusted me. 
 
    He just suckled on my nipple, one hand fondling the other as his soft chuckles echoed inside my head. 
 
    ‘You won’t go down there, will you?’ I asked mentally. 
 
    ‘If you really don’t want me to, I won’t,’ he murmured. 
 
    I didn’t think I wanted him to. It wasn’t right. 
 
    Sure, I’d only just started them, so there wouldn’t be much blood, but still. Periods were not sexy at all. 
 
    And even if he was a vampire, it was still weird. 
 
    Unless it was something he really wanted to do. 
 
    ‘It’s an interesting thought,’ he said honestly. 
 
    Okay. No. Definitely no. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ he said, his tone light and amused. 
 
    I gasped as he nipped my nipple lightly, and then his hand was trailing down my side, tracing soft patterns as he moved to stroke my hip. 
 
    I closed my eyes, loving the music playing in the background. ‘Highway to Hell.’ Very fitting. 
 
    I moaned as his fingers slid down my inner thigh, then moved up to dance along my bikini line. 
 
    God, I was aching so badly now, it was becoming painful. The cramps had already lessened, I guess getting excited and my lady parts lubing themselves up helped a bit. 
 
    I moaned as he gently brushed a finger over my clit, and then he nibbling on my pebbled nipple, the sparks of bliss shooting through me. 
 
    His finger slid inside me, and I moaned in delight and relief to finally have something inside my needy walls. 
 
    I moved my hands down the back of his neck, and trailed my fingers over his rigid shoulder blades. So cool and soft to touch. Well, soft and hard, like he was carved from stone and a skin covering had been thrown over the top. 
 
    ‘And you said I was weird,’ he snorted. 
 
    I just grinned, but it was followed by a drawn out moan as he began stroking my g-spot. 
 
    Fuck yes.  
 
    I wanted to do something for him as he pleased me, I wanted to wrap my hand around his erection and pump him, bring him some bliss too. 
 
    He growled as I sent the image to him. 
 
    He sent back one hot and heavy scene of him pounding into me, bringing me to orgasm as he fed from me. 
 
    God, he wanted to feed from me. The idea thrilled me. 
 
    I arched against him as he continued favoring my breasts with his mouth, switching between them and littering kisses over my chest between suckling and nibbling. 
 
    He slid a second digit inside, working my g-spot as he rubbed my clit. 
 
    Damn, he was good with his hands. 
 
    I moaned as the pleasure built up inside me, brimming and boiling, begging to let loose. My hands fell away from him as I threw my head back, gripping the sheets as my body writhed. 
 
    “Yes, God yes,” I moaned, my breath coming out in pants now. 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” Marcus drawled as he kissed my left breast, and I could feel those dark eyes watching me as his movements slowed. 
 
    I whimpered, catching that hot gaze. 
 
    “Faster, please, don’t stop,” I begged. 
 
    A devious smile broke across his face. 
 
    “You want me to go faster? You know, vampires have insane speed, VB?” he said teasingly, cocking his head as he ran his thumb over my clit and forced my body to tremble with desperation. 
 
    God, why was he doing this when I was so close. 
 
    “Please,” I rasped, arching and trying to get him to continue. 
 
    “Pixies, always so naughty,” he grinned. 
 
    I threw my head back as he began fingering me hard and fast, his thumb practically vibrating over my clit with the speed he was going. 
 
    Somewhere, in the back of my mind, I was thinking about how quickly he’d get essays done for uni. No wonder he always was doing other stuff. 
 
    I cried out, cursing and arching high as the orgasm tore through me, waves of pure ecstasy coursing through me as he nuzzled my chest. 
 
    I was too caught up in the incredible feeling to notice that he was sliding down my body. 
 
    I didn’t even care when he started suckling on me down there, his tongue flicking inside me as he moaned. 
 
    I knew he loved tasting my honey. I tried not to remember it would be laced with blood. Hopefully it was still really light. 
 
    He cleaned me out completely, before finally sliding up and kissing me. I should have been slightly turned off by that, but the sweet taste on his lips didn’t bother me at all. And there was no metallic trace. Guess I wasn’t bleeding too badly then. 
 
    I trembled as I felt the tip of his arousal brush my inner thigh. 
 
    Yes, I wanted him inside me. He’d just given me one hell of a finish, and the thought of another one by a final bite was just the icing on the cake. 
 
    He eased into me as he kissed me, moaning as one hand slid under my lower back to lift me up and drive deeper into me. 
 
    ‘You’re so tight and swollen,’ he said, his voice deep and husky in my mind. 
 
    I moved against him, getting myself comfortable with his length inside me as I ran my hands down his sides and then up his chest. 
 
    Fuck, he was gorgeous. He was perfect in every sense of the word. 
 
    ‘I’m glad you think that.’ 
 
    I just moaned against his lips as he began moving, slowly driving into me. 
 
    He continued to kiss me, moving to trail sweet kisses down my neck and across my shoulder. 
 
    I dug my fingers into his back as I moaned, loving how he filled me up so perfectly. 
 
    He felt so good inside, to be connected with him in body. 
 
    He was mine. 
 
    Marcus growled, and I could feel his delight at my thought of claim on him. 
 
    His mouth moved to the sweet spot where my neck and shoulder met, and I ground my hips up into him as he began pounding harder and faster. 
 
    I could feel his pleasure rising, his orgasm growing closer through our bond. 
 
    I wanted him to reach it, to climax with me. 
 
    ‘It’s always best together,’ he purred. 
 
    Those teeth pierced into my neck, and I let out a silent scream as the white wave of bliss hit me like a blinding white wall. I gasped for air as I shook beneath him, feeling his climax hit as he moaned against my neck, still sucking from me. 
 
    The bliss continued to course through me, filling every inch of me as small spasms rocked my body and a wave of tingles washed over me. 
 
    I clung to him as he drank from me, each suck sending another wave of bliss through me. 
 
    God, this was perfect. So good and pure. 
 
    I could feel his deep affection for me, his need for me to be happy and carefree. It made me overjoyed to feel that from him. 
 
    Happiness. That was all I ever wanted for those around me too. 
 
    I closed my eyes, enjoying the bliss that filled me. 
 
    He stopped feeding from me after a few more moments, and I heard him bite his thumb and run it over my bite. It’d heal up instantly. 
 
    Apparently having vampire blood linked you to them. They could always find you if needed. I guess that didn’t matter since we already had our unique bonding. 
 
    He pulled out of me, rolling onto his side and pulling me up against him to spoon me. 
 
    I tried not to shiver as his cool body pushed up against mine, but my mind was more on the mess we’d made. We should really clean up first. 
 
    “In a moment,” he mumbled as he held me close. 
 
    The feelings I was getting from him, the comfort and relaxation, the sense of feeling completely at ease, it warmed me. He felt good around me. And he didn’t want to give that up. 
 
    A knock on the door spoiled it. I wouldn’t had heard it if AC/DC’s song ‘You Shook Me All Night Long’ hadn’t just come to an end. I found myself grinning stupidly once I realized what song it was. 
 
    “It’s Skip,” Marcus muttered. 
 
    “Hey, Bee Sting, want ice-cream?” Skip called through the door. 
 
    Did he seriously not know what was happening? Surely his good nose had picked up something. 
 
    Maybe he wanted to join in on the action. 
 
    “No,” Marcus grumbled, but it sounded more childish than actual annoyance. 
 
    Maybe he wasn’t so against the idea any more? 
 
    A peek inside his head informed me he was trying to lighten up towards the kangaroo shifter of the house. Good, their rivalry over me was frustrating as hell. 
 
    Maybe it was because he just wanted me happy, and they all brought joy into my life right now. 
 
    “Bee Sting?” Skip questioned. 
 
    A soft growl from beneath me made me gasp, and Marcus sat up instantly. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    I looked down at my thighs, my own orgasmic fluids having trickled out onto the towel.  
 
    And it was growling as it moved beneath me. 
 
    “What the hell?” Marcus muttered as I sat up.  
 
    That was the wrong thing to do apparently. 
 
    Because now I wasn’t pinning the towel down. It slunk off the bed, and I just gaped as it puddled on the floor. It was like a little ghost, rising up with a small dent in it as it growled. 
 
    “Ally, you okay?” Skip called out. 
 
    I looked to the door in dismay as the door handle started to open. 
 
    Marcus shot off the bed, gripping the handle before the door could be opened. 
 
    “She’s busy,” he stated through the door. 
 
    I heard Skip’s scoff in disbelief. 
 
    But I could do nothing as the scene unfolded before I could get it under control. 
 
    The towel dragged itself across the floor with its strange little arms, and Marcus gave it a confused look. 
 
    Apparently, startling a vampire didn’t result in them moving fast enough. 
 
    The towel flung itself at Marcus’ face, and I squealed in shock, calling out to him as the towel snarled and wrapped around his head. 
 
    It was eating his face. 
 
    Oh. My. God. 
 
    Marcus stumbled away from the door, and I wasn’t sure whether to freak out or cry laughing as the naked vampire struggled with the towel snarling and wrapping around his head as it chewed on him. 
 
    At least he didn’t need to breathe.  
 
    The door flung open, and Skip was standing there with a bowl of ice-cream it seemed, and he just stared wide-eyed at me. 
 
    The muffled cursing of Marcus finally drew his attention, and he just looked mortified as Marcus tore at the towel around his head. 
 
    ‘Now would be a great time to draw your magic back!’ he barked mentally. 
 
    Fuck. Right. 
 
    I scrambled for my blanket, realizing I was still completely naked, and Skip was unable to keep his eyes off me. He was still struggling to understand what was going on with Marcus, so he was just flicking his eyes between us. 
 
    I wrapped my blanket around myself as I focused, holding out my hand as I willed my mischief magic to withdraw from the towel. 
 
    It took a moment, but the snarling navy towel fell limp and Marcus was able to yank it off his head. His hair was a complete mess now, and after shaking his head at the towel, he then just stared at Skip accusingly. 
 
    “Do I even want to know what just happened?” Skip asked slowly, still glancing between us. 
 
    “Mischief magic,” was all I could say. 
 
    He looked so lost and confused, still holding the bowl of ice-cream as he gave Marcus a full once over. 
 
    “Do you mind?” Marcus grumbled as he covered himself with the towel. 
 
    “Do you want the ice-cream?” Skip asked sheepishly as he focused back on me, holding the bowl out with a cheeky look. 
 
    “Yes please,” I gave him a sweet smile, hoping I could play all this off cooly. 
 
    “Come get it,” he said, his mouth tugging up into a smirk. 
 
    That cheeky little shit. 
 
    I felt Marcus raring up to jump down his throat, but to both their utter shock, I shoved off the blanket, standing up in all my naked glory and striding over to take the bowl. 
 
    He’d even sprinkled on some milo. How sweet. 
 
    Skip was lost for words as he just eyed me, and I could feel Marcus trying to make sense of this. 
 
    “Thanks,” I purred as I turned back to my bed, making sure to add some extra sway to my hips. 
 
    “Um, Bee Sting?” Skip mumbled, and I found myself grinning at how caught off guard he was. 
 
    “Mmm?” I turned to him, a spoonful of ice-cream already in my mouth. 
 
    “You’ve got blood running down your legs,” he stated, flicking his eyes to Marcus. 
 
    I just stared at him in horror as he quickly retreated as Marcus growled. 
 
    So much for my teasing. 
 
    How goddamn embarrassing. 
 
    “You surprise me so much sometimes,” Marcus sighed as he ran a hand over his face. 
 
    “I surprise myself,” I muttered, inspecting the streaks of light blood down my legs. Guess the sex had sped things up now. 
 
    At least the ice-cream was a win. Even if Skip would never let me live this down. 
 
    “Why’d you do that?” Marcus asked, although his expression seemed only curious, not pissed off like I was partly expecting. 
 
    “Why not?” I shrugged as I decided against climbing back in bed. At least I couldn’t see any blood on the bed. It was probably the standing up that had done it and the towel would’ve taken most of it from earlier. 
 
    “Do you want a shower?” Marcus asked. 
 
    “No, I bought some baby wipes, they were in the bag with my pads, can you get them?” 
 
    He just nodded as he collected up his clothes and flitted out of the room. He took the towel too, I could only assume he was intending to throw it into the laundry. I hoped he didn’t leave it out for the others to see. 
 
    Was Skip going to tell Ollie and Lucas what had happened? 
 
    ‘I got the gist of it.’ 
 
    I cringed as Ollie’s voice floated into my mind. He sounded rather amused but tired all at once. Did he know I’d slept with Marcus too? 
 
    I didn’t get any response from him, and I hoped I hadn’t hurt his feelings. 
 
    Marcus returned quickly, fully dressed now and offering me the baby wipes as I sat my bowl on the beside table. He turned away, which I just snorted at, considering what we’d just done. 
 
    I cleaned my legs and downstairs area. Tomorrow I’d try to make time to get a bin for my room and a hamper. I really did need them.  
 
    I got dressed and sat the dirty wipes on the floor as I finished off my ice-cream, and Marcus hesitated before sitting beside me. 
 
    “Are you going to do some studying?” he asked as I polished off the melting ice-cream. 
 
    “Honestly? I’m tired, I’ll do my teeth and head to bed,” I admitted. 
 
    He nodded, offering to take my bowl, which I thanked him for. 
 
    He flitted out, and I took the chance to head to the toilet and pee before brushing my teeth for bed. I grabbed my wipes too, knowing that Lucas had gotten a bin for the toilet with a lid when I’d moved in. I’d stick them in there and make sure to empty it before work tomorrow. 
 
    As I went to head into the bathroom after using the toilet, I heard soft moans coming from Skip’s room. 
 
    Lucas had to be in there too. As Lucy probably. 
 
    God, a part of me ached at the thought. 
 
    ‘And people say guys are bad with how much they want sex,’ Marcus chuckled into my mind.  
 
    I just rolled my eyes as I continued into the bathroom, squashing down the devilish thoughts of the two guys. I’d just had some incredible sex, and I was tired, so why was my mind still wanting to imagine a threesome with the pair? 
 
    I grumbled as I brushed my teeth, staring at my reflection. My brown hair was a mess, and I decided to brush it out once I finished my teeth. 
 
    As I stood brushing my thick hair, I began thinking back to the picture of the wendigo. 
 
    It unsettled me, the eerily realistic drawing on the page. 
 
    Why was one after me? Was that really what was going on? Why else would it have been in the yard? Not to mention everything Teresa had said. 
 
    ‘Want me to stay with you tonight?’ Marcus offered. I already knew he was intending to, but he wanted to check first. 
 
    I just smiled. 
 
    ‘I’d like that.’ 
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    I laughed as I clung to the handle that's over my seat in the backseat of the cruiser as the beast of a vehicle traversed the harsh driving track. We bounced around inside the vehicle, and Marcus was sitting in the middle seat, managing a smile while Ollie clung to his seat, still stuck in cat form. 
 
    Lucas was whistling as Skip pushed the car on, her engine rumbling as she struggled to climb a steep spot. 
 
    “Why this is something you enjoy is beyond me!” I gasped, clinging on for dear life as I pictured the cruiser rolling over backwards. 
 
    “You get to see just what she’s capable of,” Skip grinned as he slapped the steering wheel and revved her again. 
 
    Ollie yowled, his amber eyes wide as his claws dug into his seat. Lucas had a harness on him and had strapped him down with a special seatbelt adapter for his harness. I thought it was adorable, but Ollie wasn’t too keen on it. 
 
    Marcus had one hand resting on my thigh comfortingly, as if he was making sure I knew he’d bail me out if things got hairy. 
 
    I had no reason to feel unsafe. I had him there, and Lucas could magic us out of anything if needed. 
 
    Eventually we made it to the top of the climb, and we rumbled onward down the track, bouncing along the flatter path. 
 
    I relaxed as I settled back into my seat, letting out a breath I’d been holding. 
 
    The pines towered over us, and the cloudy sky was a welcome sight. It meant Marcus could hang outside with us without burning. 
 
    The morning wasn’t too hot with the cloud coverage, and we finally came to a secluded spot where Skip pulled over. 
 
    Lucas had packed some sandwiches and an esky of drinks for us to enjoy a morning tea. 
 
    No alcohol though, considering I needed to head to lectures this arvo. Ollie was apparently coming now, and I was wondering how that would go. Our instructors knew about him, but it was still interesting to think about. Would he just sit in the seat next to me and listen? Would everyone stare at him? 
 
    ‘Probably,’ Ollie muttered. 
 
    I winced and shot him an apologetic look just as Lucas was undoing his harness to let him off. 
 
    I climbed out, sighing as I stretched my legs and cracked my back. I joined Ollie over by a tree stump, enjoying the coverage of the pines. We were somewhere out in the forestry area exploring tracks. Apparently Skip came here often. 
 
    Ollie stretched and padded around, sniffing the clumps of grass and wild plants as Skip and Lucas pulled the camping chairs out of the back. 
 
    Marcus carried the esky over and soon we were all sitting down with an ice cold can of soft drink in hand. 
 
    Even Ollie was perched on a camping chair with a small bowl of cold milk that Lucas had brought along for him. 
 
    “It’s a nice spot out here,” I stated as I sipped my Fanta. 
 
    “Yeah, great area. There’s a few places we can camp that aren’t too far from here. We’ll have to do that one weekend,” Skip suggested as he bit into his ham and cheese sandwich. 
 
    I noted how Lucas was checking him out, eyeing his bare, ripped chest. 
 
    Guess I wasn’t the only one enjoying the sight. 
 
    “We’d have to wait until I’ve been working for a while so I can request a weekend off,” I said. I was still only new to my place of work. 
 
    “You’re working this arvo, right?” Lucas asked as he turned to Skip. 
 
    “Yeah, got an afternoon of work after my lectures, got the call this morning,” Skip nodded as he gulped down some of his coke. 
 
    “That’s good,” Lucas nodded as he closed his eyes while a soft breeze came through. 
 
    Even though it was cloudy, it was still a warm day, and the breeze was more than welcome. 
 
    We spent the next hour or so just chatting and laughing, and I loved seeing the group of guys so at ease and relaxed. Marcus had pulled up his seat in the shade of the cruiser, wanting to be extra careful. 
 
    They spoke of things they’d done as children, and I loved hearing all the stories. Like the story of Skip’s first kiss in primary school. Even little Ollie was there, as he was friends with the girl’s sister, so he used her as a way to get the sister where she could meet Skip behind the playground. 
 
    Lucas and Marcus were there, and they egged them on. 
 
    Skip got his first ever kiss at the ripe old age of eleven. He then proceeded to try to kiss her again, but he tripped, and sent them both tumbling down a small embankment into the sandpit. 
 
    They all laughed about this, and then they shared stories with me of what a supe high school was like. 
 
    “We had some teenage witches, literally, there were these girls who wanted to be known for it. They would pull so many magical pranks on everyone, it was getting ridiculous. I remember the time they managed to give an infatuation potion to some poor girl who’d just moved schools. She couldn’t understand her interest in  Mr Johnson,” Skip clapped his hands, but his face showed that he felt sorry for the girl at the time of it. 
 
    “Yeah, that was terrible. Eventually Mrs Boon figured it out and reversed it. They ended up getting suspended,” Marcus said as he shook his head. 
 
    He had his blue cooler with him, and he’d been sipping from a blood bag discreetly at times. 
 
    None of us cared though. 
 
    It was just who he was. 
 
    ‘Mrs Boon was the laughing stock for quite a while when I got into high school after you guys,’  Ollie stated as he twitched his whiskers. 
 
    “That’s right, because of the Mills and Boon adult books,” Lucas grinned. 
 
    “Oof, and high school too. That would’ve been painful,” I cringed. I felt bad for the teacher. 
 
    “High school was fun, I left before I could do much more than some of grade eight,” Skip shrugged. “But I got to hear all the stories from these two,” he said as he flicked his head in the general direction of Marcus and Lucas. 
 
    “High school is when most supes hit puberty, and a lot of abilities awaken then. Most high schools have warlocks on the staff, along with carefully selected supes. Like our uni instructors. Many of them have the special affinity of being able to hijack your magic. Take Miss Watson, your fae professor. She can bend and withdraw mischief magic infused in objects and such, in order to teach better and help her students hone their abilities,” Lucas explained. 
 
    “Is that a rare thing?” I asked as I leaned forward, intrigued by this piece of information. 
 
    “Fairly rare, not as rare as halflings, but thankfully a lot of them accept their special ability and become teachers or professors or whatever,” Lucas shrugged. 
 
    “My mother had the ability, so she used to teach. Apparently it ran in her family,” Marcus said, his smooth voice quite low. 
 
    The other guys fell silent at this, and I reached over to squeeze his knee comfortingly. 
 
    “I’m hoping tomorrow I can get a lot of answers about my magic from my grandmother. I’d like to know what else it is, since it’s not just fae magic,” I said, pursing my lips as I tapped my fingers on my Fanta can. 
 
    “Can’t your father figure that out?” Skip asked as he looked over at Lucas. 
 
    “He tried to get a reading on it when he investigated around the house, but he says Ally’s magic is rare and not something he recognizes,” Lucas answered as he cocked his head at me. His deep emerald eyes were lit up with intrigue and questions as he gazed at me. 
 
    “Surely he has a way of finding out what though?” Skip grumbled as he leaned forward to check the esky for more sandwiches. He was pleasantly delighted to pull out another ham and cheese sandwich. I guess Lucas had thought ahead, knowing he was always wanting more. 
 
    “Maybe, but I think he’s more focused on this wendigo thing,” Lucas shrugged. 
 
    “Besides, I might find everything out tomorrow,” I interjected as Skip went to say something again. 
 
    He closed his mouth at this and sipped his coke again. 
 
    “Well, we’re out of food now, and there’s only a few cans of soft drink left. We should probably head off soon, make sure you guys are back for your lectures,” Lucas sighed as he eyed the esky and ran a hand through his golden locks. 
 
    ‘Ugh, don’t remind me,’ Ollie muttered, his ears flattening at the reminder. 
 
    I chuckled at this, as did the other guys, and I caught Lucas’ eyes as he gave me a tender smile. 
 
    The way he was looking at me, it was like he was proud of how things were turning out, content with me around the guys. But also curious. Probably about my magic. 
 
    How I picked all that up from the look was beyond me, but maybe he was using magic to help me understand it better. 
 
    Who would know? 
 
    I helped fold up the chairs and pack them into the back of the cruiser while Marcus heaved the esky into it with ease. 
 
    His cool arm brushed mine as he did this, and the soft tingles that ran down my arm made my cheeks burn. 
 
    He noted it too as he gave me a soft smile. 
 
    ‘The cramps have lessened today, haven’t they?’ he noted. 
 
    I just nodded silently as we moved around to climb into the back seat. 
 
    Skip was strapping Ollie in, who looked mighty displeased with it all. 
 
    Once we were all in and the seatbelts on, Skip started her up, turning the music up for us. 
 
    By the time we exited the forestry, I had all of the guys belting out some Bon Jovi with me. Lucas and Skip were getting right into it, while Marcus held my hand and sang softly. Ollie was singing mentally, but meowing out loud which resulted in laughter all around. 
 
    I couldn’t have wished for a more perfect morning with them. 
 
      
 
    “Um, okay, sure,” Mr Drew said awkwardly as I stood at the doorway to the lecture hall with Oliver hooked under one arm. He’d tried to walk to uni with me, but he tired out quickly with his little legs. 
 
    Mr Drew looked quite perplexed at this, despite him knowing it could be an issue. 
 
    “Thanks,” I sighed as I headed inside, ignoring the odd looks from other students. They would’ve figured it out instantly that he was a shifter, not just a cat. 
 
    ‘This is humiliating,’ Ollie groaned as I found us some seats and set him down beside mine. 
 
    ‘No one will care. You can’t help it,’ I assured him, but a few of our classmates were glancing our way, and two girls were snickering. 
 
    ‘Really, no one will care?’ he growled, his tail flicking with irritation. 
 
    ‘Ignore them,’ I growled, making sure to send a dark look down the way of the girls. 
 
    They just scoffed, but turned to their notebooks when Mr Drew began speaking. 
 
    ‘You didn’t have to come, you could’ve stayed home and just watched the lectures,’ I said as I opened up my notebook and tried to focus on what he was saying. 
 
    ‘The guys all agreed that someone should stay with you at all times until this wendigo is sorted out,’ Ollie stated. 
 
    “Oh did they just,” I muttered under my breath. Of course. Apparently I couldn’t take care of myself. 
 
    Sure, it warmed me that they worried about me, but making sure I was never alone was a little over the top. 
 
    ‘They all care about you.’ 
 
    ‘I know that.’ 
 
    ‘More than just a friend.’ 
 
    ‘I know that too.’ 
 
    I did know that. I couldn’t keep pretending like we were all just great friends with sexual benefits. No. There was much more to our little group than that. 
 
    ‘It’s quite interesting, isn’t it?’ Ollie agreed. 
 
    I could tell he was thinking about how he wasn’t too happy about me sleeping with Marcus at first, but now he was accepting it. And he was looking forward to being with me again like that. 
 
    My mouth tugged up into a smile at that. 
 
    He had been a sweet, gentle lover. I’d enjoyed being with him, and I was certainly attracted to him. 
 
    Hell, I was drawn to all of them. 
 
    It was madness. And I loved it. 
 
    ‘There are some shifter species who have multiple mates. Werewolves have done it in certain packs, as there are more males born than females in the werewolf lineages,’ Ollie remarked. 
 
    Huh. Interesting. Maybe that was it then. Some old wiring that made me want them all. 
 
    ‘Well, not quite. It was something that came into effect do to low numbers, their way of keeping everyone happy since females can have crazy drives, especially around the full moon.’ 
 
    Well, there went that theory. And the full moon thing? Nope, no effect on me. I was a fairly big dud as a werewolf. I could shift, and that was it. No added strength on a full moon if I shifted like full-blooded werewolves, no desire to shift often. 
 
    Nope, I was a halfling and fairly useless as a werewolf. 
 
    ‘Because you’re more pixie.’ 
 
    “I know,” I mumbled as I eyed the projector screen down the front. 
 
    I was only just catching what Mr Drew was saying. 
 
    I shushed Ollie mentally after that, wanting to focus on taking down notes. We had assignments to do, and I wanted to make sure I got good results in them. Becoming a veterinarian was such a big thing to me. I wanted this. As did Ollie. I knew it was important to him too. He liked having a bigger purpose, being able to help. 
 
    He sat up straight, his tail twitching as he listened to our lecturer. He’d check out my notes later, or the recording of the lecture. 
 
    And tonight we were getting pizza. 
 
    I was shouting Ollie’s, even if he was in cat form. He still wanted it to put in the fridge for when he was human again. 
 
    I’d make sure he got his pizza. 
 
      
 
    I enjoyed the cold milo I made once I got home with Ollie. He was more than happy to sprawl out on the lounge beside me as I plopped down beside Marcus, who was busy typing away at his laptop. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked as I eyed his screen. 
 
    He looked to be designing a character. A warlock considering the magical elements he was adding around it and working on. 
 
    “Working on that game,” he murmured, dragging those gorgeous icy eyes to me. He smiled softly, and I leaned into his side as I watched him work. His arm touching mine made a soft shiver course through me, and I loved how I instantly reacted to any touch from him. 
 
    He noticed it too, I could tell by the way his mouth tugged up in the corner and he leaned into me more. 
 
    It was nice, sitting in silence with him, watching as he created this character while I finished off my milo. He was using a drawing tablet, and I was amazed to see the male warlock come to life as the minutes ticked by. He really knew what he was doing. 
 
    “Has Lucas got classes today?” I asked, noting that I hadn’t seen him since getting home. Skip had headed upstairs to study, I think, but I hadn’t spied our fun little warlock anywhere. 
 
    “He’s got something on this afternoon,” Marcus said as he saved his artwork. 
 
    “How are your classes going anyway?” I queried. 
 
    “Good, they’re always good. I have a few tonight, and then I’m meant to work on the game with my team,” he said as he closed his laptop. 
 
    He sat it on the floor before leaning back and smiling at me. 
 
    Butterflies danced in my stomach as he leaned over, his lips touching mine lightly and sending a spark of electricity through me. 
 
    “So, apparently you guys are getting pizza tonight?” he murmured, his cool breath washing over my lips. 
 
    There was no way I was thinking about pizza right now. 
 
    He smirked as he read my mind, and I flicked my eyes down to Ollie, who’d fallen asleep on my other side. 
 
    Marcus seized the chance, claiming my mouth and deepening the kiss. 
 
    I knew he’d become addicted to me, just like I was addicted to him now. Addicted to kissing and touching and the mind-blowing sex. 
 
    He chuckled as he listened to my thoughts. 
 
    ‘Is it sex you want now?’ he said, that smooth, deep voice making my body warm at his words. 
 
    Did he really need to ask? 
 
    He slid one hand up under my grey singlet I’d worn today, and that smooth, cool hand slid up under my bra to tease my nipple. 
 
    I let out a soft moan, consciously aware of Ollie right beside me. 
 
    We shouldn’t be doing this here. 
 
    But I was frozen, enjoying the electrifying kiss and the tingles running through my body straight into my lady parts as he touched me. 
 
    Ollie shifted, and I quickly caught Marcus’ wrist as I broke the kiss, sucking in a deep breath as I looked down at Ollie. 
 
    He was still asleep. 
 
    “Want to go upstairs?” Marcus whispered as he nibbled on my earlobe. 
 
    God, he was making a mess of my downstairs. And I was already one hell of a mess there right now. I’d changed my pad when I’d gotten home, grateful I’d emptied the bin when we got back from this morning’s drive. 
 
    “A little blood doesn’t bother me,” he purred as he took my earlobe into his mouth and sucked on it. 
 
    I was suddenly shoved right into Marcus, toppling onto him as something exploded beside me. 
 
    I let out a strangled sound as Marcus gave me an utterly confused look as he held me on top of him. 
 
    I scrambled back up, turning to spy Ollie now completely human, curled up on the lounge but grumbling as he slowly woke up. 
 
    Marcus sat up, so now I was perched awkwardly on his lap as Ollie stretched as he sat up and looked at us. 
 
    My eyes instantly fell down, and my body ached at the sight of his partially stiff erection. 
 
    What was with him getting them every time he slept? I thought it was only a morning thing. 
 
    Ollie just blinked groggily as Marcus sighed and rolled his eyes. 
 
    “Yes, pizza,” Ollie moaned as he ruffled his hair, grateful to be human again. 
 
    I instantly tightened up at the sound, and Marcus let out a sharp laugh as he shook his head. He knew exactly what was going on with me. 
 
    God, why was I always so horny? Why was my mind in the gutter so much lately? 
 
    “Ollie, you’re naked, remember?” Marcus said when Ollie made no sudden movements to leave as he just yawned. 
 
    Ollie glance at us, at me sitting on Marcus’ lap awkwardly, and then realization dawned on him as he looked down in shock. 
 
    “Oh shit,” he groaned as he snatched up the nearest cushion and covered himself. 
 
    I just laughed as his face went beet red as he refused to meet my eyes. 
 
    “I’ve seen you naked, Ollie,” I reminded him. 
 
    That forced him to look at me. 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” Marcus muttered, but I could still feel his interest pushing into the side of my thigh. 
 
    “I’m going to go get dressed,” Ollie said awkwardly. 
 
    I inwardly pouted at this. He looked damn fine naked. All lean and toned, not as built as Skip or defined as Marcus, but still athletic. And my body reacted rightfully so. 
 
    Ollie hesitated, and I knew he’d heard my thoughts too. 
 
    Well, this was interesting. 
 
    I looked back at Marcus, a soft smile playing at my lips. 
 
    He just stared at me, the furrow deepening as he slowly figured out what I was thinking. 
 
    “I think you need a cold shower,” he grumbled, his jaw ticking at the thought. 
 
    “Or…?” I murmured, reaching down and brushing one hand over his arousal straining against his pants. 
 
    He shuddered at the touch, and I knew he held back a moan as those frosty eyes darkened. 
 
    Maybe I could get lucky with a threesome? Right here? 
 
    “Shower, now!” Marcus insisted, and I cursed as he lifted me up and flitted me upstairs. 
 
    “You’re no fun,” I grumbled as I found myself in the bathroom. 
 
    “You’re too horny right now to think straight. I thought most girls got cravings for sugar and had anger issues on their period,” he said, giving me a baffled look. 
 
    “Not all girls,” I retorted as I turned towards the shower. 
 
    Man, I was hoping I’d finally get that threesome with some of the guys. 
 
    Hell, I wanted all of them, all at once. 
 
    “I know,” Marcus groaned. 
 
    “Well, you better take care of this then,” I barked as I rounded on him. 
 
    He just looked shocked until I eyed his fading arousal with dismay. 
 
    “Fuck,” he sighed, but I could feel his slight delight in the request. 
 
    I would’ve really liked Ollie to have joined us though. Like, a lot. 
 
    “You’re insatiable, aren’t you?” Marcus chuckled, the sound music to my ears. 
 
    “You won’t claim me as your own, but you won’t let me be shared,” I pouted, and he just smirked at my expression. 
 
    “I don’t think you’d be happy in a monogamous relationship anyway,” he stated as he folded his arms. 
 
    He was right there. I was not ready to settle down. As much as I liked him, I still wanted the other guys, and I was not about to give up the chance to have them all. 
 
    “Ollie said some shifters take on multiple mates, why can’t it be something like that?” I shrugged. 
 
    “Because, none of us are the type of shifters who do that,” he said with an eye roll.  
 
    Spoilsports.  
 
    He just scoffed at that. 
 
    “Ollie didn’t seem like he’d mind joining us,” I purred as I moved forward and wrapped my arms around his neck. 
 
    Could I seduce my way into getting what I wanted? I know Marcus was already getting horny again, and he loved having me. And I’d felt Ollie’s interest at the thought of us doing it altogether. He was quite open to it. 
 
    “I’ve never been good at sharing,” he growled as I kissed his neck. 
 
    “But you enjoyed it when I was with him, remember? You got off to it,” I murmured against his cool skin, darting my tongue out to lick his neck. He shivered at this, a deep moan resonating from him. 
 
    “Because you were enjoying it. I can feel your bliss and joy, it affects my own emotions,” he said as his hands ran up my sides. 
 
    “I’d be mighty pleased with both of you,” I purred as I dragged my lips up his neck and sucked on his earlobe. 
 
    His arms wrapped around me, and I could tell he wanted to just take me right there. 
 
    “You really want that?” he asked softly. 
 
    I peered into his mind, not wanting to upset him by asking. He wasn’t sure how to feel by it all. He’d never done anything like it before really. He knew the other guys did. 
 
    But he just wanted me to be happy. He thought it was strange, how he was happy as long as I was happy. It was something new to him in regards to a girl he liked. 
 
    I just smiled tenderly as I kissed his neck again, this time with pure affection and sweetness. 
 
    “Okay,” he murmured as his hands trailed up my back to tangle in my hair. 
 
    I moaned as he caught my mouth, his tongue darting between my lips as he walked me towards the shower. 
 
    One hand was under my shirt now, exploring and caressing my skin, leaving cool prickles in its wake. 
 
    The kiss was passionate and needy, and his body pushed up against my own as he moaned, pressing his fingertips into the back of my ribcage to hold me steady. 
 
    The heat flushed through me like wildfire, charring every inch of me, his cool fingers only sizzling it more. 
 
    He had my shirt off in record time, and I made sure to remove my own underwear, not wanting him to see the mess on my pad. I’d deal with that after the shower. 
 
    I giggled as he kissed my back as I pulled them off, his hands exploring my now naked body as I stumbled towards the shower. 
 
    “Call him to join us then,” Marcus instructed, his voice husky and needy. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I murmured as I stepped into the shower. We’d be pushing it to fit us all in here.  
 
    He smirked as he stepped in with me, reaching around me and pinning me against the wall as he turned the water on. 
 
    The icy water splashed onto my feet, but we were out of the mainstream as he dipped his head to lock eyes with me. 
 
    “I’m sure,” he stated, those utterly gorgeous frosty eyes unwavering as he traced my lower lip with his thumb. 
 
    My mouth tugged up at the corners, and I closed my eyes as I reached out to Ollie. 
 
    He was startled to hear me calling him. 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘Come join me in the shower.’ 
 
    ‘Marcus is with you…’ 
 
    ‘He wants you to.’ 
 
    I could feel his excitement as he sat in his room, partially dressed. He’d been feeling my emotions through our bond, and he’d been considering doing things alone. 
 
    But he was hesitant. Mostly because he was worried that taking this leap could alter the strange workings out little group already had.  
 
    ‘Where’s Skip?’ I asked, and Marcus growled as he kissed my shoulder. 
 
    ‘Downstairs playing PlayStation now. He’s waiting for Lucas to get home before we order pizza.’ 
 
    ‘Well, you better hurry up and join before we run out of time,’ I murmured into his mind. 
 
    He was quick to come to a decision. 
 
    Marcus pulled me under the warm water, and I sighed at the comforting heat as he stood behind me now, his hands cupping my breasts as he kissed along my shoulder and nibbled on my neck. 
 
    The bathroom door opened, and we both turned to peer at Ollie, who was biting his lip. 
 
    “Don’t just stand there,” I smiled. 
 
    My heart was pounding rapidly as excitement coursed through me. 
 
    We were really doing this. 
 
     And they were both more than happy to do it. 
 
    I hoped they wouldn’t find it awkward or anything. Guess we’d just find out. 
 
    Ollie shut the door behind him, his short brown hair a mess as he lowered his head. He was watching us through his eyelashes, and I watched the rather quick rise and fall of his chest. His bare chest, since he’d only successfully put some shorts on. 
 
    He was nervous and exhilarated. That made two of us. 
 
    I moaned as Marcus slid one hand down the front of me, diving it between my legs. 
 
    He was actually getting joy out of seeing Ollie battling with his own arousal. 
 
    I could feel his devious desire to make our little shifter squirm. 
 
    I was thoroughly impressed and shocked with myself for getting to this point. Having the pair of them in the bathroom with me. 
 
    Then again, I’d seen Ollie, Lucy, and Skip having their fun. Kind of. 
 
    The memory only served as a juicy reminder of what I wanted, and I moaned again as Marcus kissed my neck, his fingers sliding over my clit teasingly. 
 
    “You want us to do you like that?” Marcus drawled, grazing his teeth over skin and sending a wave of heat through me as my pulse quickened. 
 
    I focused on Ollie, since he was standing out before me. 
 
    I could see his erection tenting his shorts, and it made me ache. 
 
    I wanted to taste him, to draw him into my mouth while Marcus did me from behind. The warm water was washing over my body, mixing with Marcus’ cool touch. 
 
    Ollie’s eyes widened as I pushed the image into his mind of what I wanted to do with them. 
 
    Marcus just moaned as his length nudged my arse, rubbing between my cheeks as he continued teasing my clit while his other hand pinched one nipple.  
 
    I arched as he brushed one finger against my wetness, and I bit my lip as I kept my eyes on Ollie. 
 
    He was practically panting now, those amber eyes dilated and filled with desire. 
 
    Our little session was driving him over the edge. 
 
    ‘Take your shorts off,’ I purred, gasping as he obeyed while Marcus rubbed his thumb over my clit, his fingers dancing over my arousal. I needed him. No, I needed them. I wanted them, both of them. Right now. 
 
    Ollie’s jaw clenched as he felt my desperation, and he scrambled over with his cock standing tall, with it’s unique little barbs covering it. 
 
    I’d not yet had it in my mouth. What would they feel like? 
 
    He stepped into the shower, awkwardly standing before me as he glanced at Marcus, who was smirking at him over my shoulder. 
 
    He really was enjoying this, even though he had made it clear he’d not wanted to share. Maybe he just didn’t realize how much he’d enjoy it. 
 
    Or maybe he was enjoying it simply because I was. 
 
    Hell if I knew. 
 
    There was no point in pulling the curtain shut now, it would have made the space feel much smaller, and I was trying to figure out how we were going to do this. 
 
    Fantasy was quite different to reality. 
 
    And with Marcus teasing me the way he was, it was incredibly difficult to think. 
 
    I reached out to stroke Ollie’s length, needing to touch it while it was just erect right in front of me, demanding my attention. 
 
    He quivered at my touch, a deep growl rising from his chest which turned into a moan. 
 
    Okay, I needed this to move onto something more. We didn’t have much time since it was pizza night too, and I really needed some dick. 
 
    ‘Happy to oblige,’ Marcus chuckled in my mind as he prodded between my cheeks again and squeezed my boob. 
 
    Yep, I really needed it. Right now! 
 
    I leaned over, reaching out to feel for the taps. I’d use them to keep my balance. 
 
    Marcus hissed as I opened my arse up to him, giving him easy access to the main entrance. 
 
    I instantly made sure he knew back door was out of the question. 
 
    He was fine with it, although he scoffed in my mind. 
 
    ‘You might change your mind one day soon, VB.’ 
 
    Maybe, but not right now. 
 
    Ollie tensed and sucked in a breath as I used my other hand to stroke his balls.  
 
    And then he growled as I licked the tip of his length, loving how he twinged from the touch. 
 
    Those soft barbs felt incredibly strange in my hand as I pumped him gently, making sure he was ready for me. There was no question there. 
 
    Marcus gripped my hips as he guided himself inside me, and I took Ollie into my mouth at the same time, clinging to the tap handle with one hand as the warm water splashed over my back. 
 
    I moaned as my body quivered, finally getting what it wanted. 
 
    Now this was a perfect shower in my opinion. 
 
    ‘I thought our shower together was pretty good,’ Marcus rasped as he began slowly rocking into me. 
 
    ‘The more the merrier,’ I thought back, and even Ollie snorted at this. 
 
    But then they were both moaning as I worked Ollie’s balls while I sucked, sliding my tongue all around him and drawing back almost completely before taking him all in again. 
 
    He slid one hand down into my hair, stiffening as he tried to hold off from thrusting into my face. 
 
    I knew he could smell my desire, my sweet scent, and it was overwhelming him. He wanted to enjoy this though, to last a while, so he was focusing on that. 
 
    Too bad I was struggling to focus on my job as Marcus’ fingers dug into my hips as he began thrusting deeper inside me, burying himself right inside me before pulling back and driving back in quickly. 
 
    I was rocking between them, and feeling their joint emotions and sensations inside my mind was pushing me quickly to my edge. The fire and energy building up inside me, begging to explode forth. 
 
    I moaned and gasped against Ollie, and he seized his chance to slide deeper into my mouth. I resisted the urge to gag, instead focusing on the sensations as Marcus pounded into me from behind. 
 
    Fingers crossed there wasn’t blood going everywhere. 
 
    I felt Ollie hesitate at this, but then his own pleasure overcame him, and he ignored my random thought. 
 
    I wanted Marcus to bite me, but I wasn’t sure how we were going to manage that in this position. 
 
    I wanted that explosive orgasm brought on by it. It only amplified it so much more. 
 
    Ollie cursed as he felt the orgasm I was imagining wash over him, and I nearly choked as he exploded inside my mouth. 
 
    It was salty and yet… had a caramel tinge to it? Now that was new. 
 
    He slid out of my mouth as he slumped against the tiled wall, those amber eyes satisfied and content as I arched upwards. 
 
    My body was still bouncing as Marcus drove into me hard and fast, and I was moaning and crying out softly, begging for my own finish. 
 
    Ollie’s had almost pushed me over, but I was holding out. I wanted that full-blown mind-melting orgasm. 
 
    ‘Say it,’ Marcus growled. 
 
    “I’m going to cum,” I whimpered. “Please, I need to,” I begged him as he grunted and held me tight against him. 
 
    My walls were tightening around him, and I was so close as I writhed against his chest. 
 
    “Please, oh God,” I gasped. 
 
    He finally gave in to my begs, dipping down to sink his teeth into my neck. 
 
    I cried out loudly, not caring that even Skip might hear me as my whole body shook and spasmed. The waves of bliss rippled through me as Marcus held me against him under the warm water, but he slouched back against the tiles with me. He’d finished with me, my blood and own orgasm finishing him off. 
 
    He drank from me for only a few moments as I trembled and gasped for air, my whole body convulsing as the white wall of pleasure slowly dissipated and my vision came back into focus. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” Ollie rasped, and I rolled my head lazily to the side to look at him. 
 
    He’d finished again, just from my own sensations mingling into his mind. 
 
    ‘Maybe sharing you isn’t so bad,’ Marcus finally murmured as I leaned back against him, the warm water still washing over me. 
 
    “Yeah,” I chuckled. 
 
    Ollie was biting his lip, but I could tell he’d enjoyed himself immensely. And he was thinking about how he actually was fine with sharing me too. As long as he got me, he’d share with the other guys. But only them. 
 
    Which I was perfectly fine with. 
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    Lucas. 
 
      
 
    I sat down at the table with Emma, glancing at her mother as she headed off down the hall. She cast a careful glance back at her daughter and I, and I drew my eyes back to the pocket-watch I’d set on the table. 
 
    “Mom is just working, but she’ll leave us alone while we do this,” Emma murmured, her silver hair pulled back into a high bun. She was rather pretty, but Ally had stolen all my attention. 
 
    But I needed Emma’s help with this. 
 
    “Is there anything I need to do?” I asked as I tapped one foot on the floor. Could she peer into my mind? I’d warded myself against her, but ever since Ally had peeked into mine, I was on high alert. 
 
    “No, this will suffice mostly, but there is one thing I need,” Emma said as she reached out and picked up the pocket-watch. She pursed her lips as she turned it over in her hand. 
 
    I eyed the wooden bowl before her, which had assorted ingredients thrown into it. Herbs, bones, liquids. A summoning spell. 
 
    And I knew that she only needed to add one final ingredient. 
 
    “Let me guess, blood?” I sighed as I caught those grey eyes of hers. She managed a small smile as she nodded. 
 
    “It is the link to your great-grandfather, as his blood runs in you as well. Blood draws forth that relative, and having an object belonging to them allows me to latch onto them,” Emma explained as she held out her hand. 
 
    I stared hard at her, gauging just how true her words were. Her eyes were sincere, and I knew she only wanted to help Ally as well. 
 
    This was for her. We needed answers. 
 
    I hissed in defeat as I offered her my hand, and she grabbed a pin off the table beside her and quickly stabbed my finger before I could react. 
 
    I flinched as I felt the small prick, but she then slid the bowl closer. 
 
    “A few drops, you can do it,” she said, allowing me to squeeze my own finger. I was a little grateful actually, it made me feel like I had a little more control over it. 
 
    “You know warlocks can learn this stuff, right?” she said as she cocked her head at me. 
 
    “Yes, but it wasn’t something I tried to learn, I focused on other forms of magic,” I said, exasperated. “So that’s why I’ve come to you. Learning it would take too long. I need answers now.” 
 
    “Yeesh, I know, I was just saying.” Emma rolled her eyes as I squeezed a few drops of blood into the bowl. 
 
    “Now what?” I asked once she nodded to inform me I’d shed enough blood for the spell. 
 
    “I do the rest,” she murmured, her eyes glowing faintly green. She whispered words as she waved a glowing green hand over the bowl, and I shut my mouth as I watched her work, feeling the power and energy swirling around the room. 
 
    She held the pocket-watch over the bowl, and I caught a few of the Latin words. Latin. It was always Latin. I knew enough of it to know she was calling forth my great grandfather, willing him to join us. 
 
    I wanted to say how I thought we had to hold hands and create some kind of circle, but I bit my tongue. She knew what she was doing, that was obvious. 
 
    No candles or anything though. No bullshit. Just us at the dining table with the bowl of ingredients and the pocket-watch. 
 
    The lights flickered as Emma hissed, and those glowing eyes locked onto me. 
 
    It was strange, seeing those dilated grey eyes shrouded in a green glow. 
 
    “He’s here. You can speak with him, I’ll relay anything he says,” she informed me as she sat back in her seat, turning the pocket-watch over in her hands. 
 
    “Hey Grandpa, or great-grandpa. We never got to meet, but I need to talk to you. I heard many stories about you from Grandad, he said you knew some of the rarest supernatural creatures, that you studied them and learned so much about them all. I need to find out what my housemate is, we believe there’s a wendigo after her,” I said, glancing around the room, but knowing full well I wouldn’t see him. 
 
    I did feel a strange presence, not the hair raising kind, just an unseen presence that meant no harm. 
 
    “He says he’s been watching over you with his son. They’ve had a lot of fun checking in on you and your exploits. Especially the sexual kind,” Emma grinned as she cocked her head. “He commends you for being true to yourself. He wishes he could’ve. He always wanted to live more… precariously. But he knew it would be frowned upon, so he stuck to the norm.” 
 
    I just blinked dumbly as Emma beamed at me, finding it hilarious. 
 
    Why on earth did my great grandfather feel the need to tell me that? As if I wasn’t already feeling like I was being watched by the Council, something I’d accepted. 
 
    “Thanks, I guess,” I shifted as I focused on Emma. 
 
    “He says that he’s seen your housemate, he knows what she is. She’s an incredibly rare supernatural creature, rarer than wendigos. A wendigo is seeking her out because of her power. A wendigo can combine powers with her kind,” Emma said, and she pursed her lips as her brow furrowed. She was listening to unheard voices, cocking her head more as she attempted to make out whatever words I couldn’t hear. 
 
    “He can’t remember what she’s called, or what the wendigo can do with her. He says you need to make sure it doesn’t get to her. Whatever it can do, it’s bad. Very bad. But he’s going to think on it and get back to me,” Emma relayed slowly. 
 
    Wait, what? Get back to her? What did that mean? 
 
    “Can you try to remember?” I pushed. I knew he’d had trouble with memory as he aged, but surely it didn’t pass onto the afterlife.  
 
    “He’s trying, but he’s tired. He wants to go back. He’ll return when he has more information,” Emma murmured.  
 
    “What does he mean come back? When?” I asked, directing the question at Emma. 
 
    “I’m a psychic, the dead can come to me of their own accord if they wish to. I’ve built up a barrier to stop myself from being overwhelmed by all those reaching out, as have other psychics in my family. But since I now know his energy, I’ll know when he’s reaching out,” Emma explained as the green glow died down. 
 
    I knew my great grandfather had left us, as the presence I’d felt was gone. 
 
    “That’s all you could get from him?” I sighed, running a hand through my hair in frustration. That hadn’t been much. Just gave me a rough idea as to why the wendigo was after her. But why now? If it needed her power, why not take it that night of the crash? Why wait until now to show up again? 
 
    “I’m sorry I couldn’t get you more answers. You can’t force these things. He’ll come back when he remembers,” Emma tried to reassure me. 
 
    “When will that be?” I tried not to growl at her.  
 
    “I’m not sure, hours, days. Usually not any longer than that,” she answered with a thin lipped smile. 
 
    “Fine. Ally’s aunt and grandmother are coming down tomorrow. Maybe they can fill in the gaps,” I said in defeat. I’d really been hoping I’d get us some answers finally. But I was out of luck. 
 
    “You guys will figure this out. I’ve been doing some digging too, but Ally’s abilities are unheard of. Being a halfling doesn’t help, she’s got pixie and wolf in her, but the magic I felt in our pixie class the other day, that was neither. It was something completely different. Something I’ve never felt before,” Emma filled me in. 
 
    “So I’d heard,” I murmured. Even my Father had spoken with Miss Watson about Ally. They’d discussed her magic and the uniqueness of it. He’d even called me today to inform me they still hadn’t gotten any closer to finding this wendigo. 
 
    That was what worried me most.  
 
    My father, a warlock capable of tracking all supes with ease and using magic cast over areas to reveal supes, couldn’t find this creature. 
 
    Either he sucked at it, or this was a powerful being. 
 
    And judging by what I knew about wendigos, I was going to go with they were powerful creatures. 
 
    And that worried me even more. 
 
    Just what was it planning with Ally? 
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    I bounded down the stairs, a grin plastered on my face. 
 
    Skip had gone ahead and ordered our pizzas for us. I was glad I’d told him in the car which one I wanted to try tonight. 
 
    Marcus and Ollie were already downstairs, they’d hung around with me, helping wash me and then having quick showers themselves before leaving me to finish off on my own. 
 
    They’d both gotten aroused again, but I shooed them out, wanting to finish my shower before pizza. 
 
    By the time I’d finished, Marcus reached out to inform me that Skip was taking Ollie out to pick up the pizzas. He’d ordered them and they wouldn’t take long. And Lucas was home too. 
 
    Now I was headed to the dining table, moaning at the delicious smell of hot pizza wafting through the house. 
 
    I sat down beside Marcus, while Ollie sat at the end of the table, and Lucas and Skip were across from me. 
 
    I reached for what was clearly my pizza, the chicken and cheese, and caught on to the conversation about a camping trip they wanted to do. Obviously a continuation on from earlier. 
 
    “If Bee Sting can get the time off, we could even leave on a Friday and come back Sunday arvo. Maybe go down to one of the beaches?” Skip suggested. 
 
    “Ally doesn’t swim, remember?” Ollie snorted as he shot me an amused look. 
 
    “Right,” Skip sighed. “Still, you could watch us swim and build sand castles?” 
 
    “Wow, how old am I? Four?” I shot back around a mouthful of delicious pizza. God, it was amazingly good. 
 
    “Why not camp out at Borumba? They’ve got the lake there and the deer park?” Marcus suggested as he looked longingly at the pizza. 
 
    My stomach tightened at the look he wore. 
 
    It must really suck not being able to eat. I’d hate to never be able to have pizza again. Poor thing. 
 
    His frosty eyes shot to me, and he gave me a soft smile as he heard my inner thoughts. 
 
    “That’s a thought,” Lucas said as he bit into a piece of pizza. He had on a gorgeous grey suit with a purple tie. He’d even worn it out driving this morning, but he’d lost the jacket for the majority of it. Although I hadn’t seen him sweat. At all. 
 
    Bloody warlock, lucky bastard with his magic. 
 
    Ollie snorted and choked on his pizza as he glanced at me.  
 
    I grinned as he struggled to regain himself as Skip slapped his back while he wheezed. 
 
    He eventually threw up one hand as his face reddened, causing Skip to stop as he sucked in mouthfuls of air. 
 
    “That was your fault,” he croaked as he looked at me with teary eyes from choking. 
 
    “Sorry,” I shrugged as I picked up another slice. 
 
    Lucas and Skip glanced between us while Marcus just smirked, knowing what had happened. 
 
    It was nice that he’d started sitting with us at dinner despite not eating. I liked it. Having us all together as we laugh and joked over food. 
 
    “So your grandmother and aunt arrive tomorrow is it?” Lucas checked as I reached for my water. 
 
    “Yeah. My aunt said she’ll text when she’s picked up my grandmother from the airport and headed down,” I said as I sipped my water. 
 
    “Hopefully they can explain everything that’s been going on,” Skip said as he annihilated a slice of pizza in three large bites. That was some skill right there. 
 
    “Hope so,” I agreed as I finished off my slice and reached for another. Damn, it was good. I would easily finish this small pizza tonight. “I’ll transfer you the money too for the pizzas. I’m meant to be shouting Ollie’s and mine,” I said as I glanced at Skip, who’d paid for them all. 
 
    “Don’t sweat it,” he waved me off.  
 
    “No, I’ll pay. Just message me your bank details. Please.” 
 
    Skip gave me his charming smile as he sighed. “Bee Sting, it’s one pizza night. If it bothers you so much, you can shout the next pizza night.” 
 
    Well, I guess I could do that. I was finally starting to save a little from my first pay-slip, and my next one would come in next Monday. I’d paid my rent for two weeks already, as I decided I’d rather pay fortnightly so I could save more on the week between. 
 
    “Fine,” I said as I downed my pizza with a mouthful of water. 
 
    I could feel Lucas watching me, and I flicked my eyes to him. He looked perplexed as he stared at me, those dark emerald eyes concerned. 
 
    I’d have to talk to him after dinner. Try to catch him alone. As it was clear something was bothering him. 
 
    Had his father discovered something about me or the wendigo? 
 
    The thought made my stomach knot up. 
 
    I wanted answers desperately. 
 
    I needed to know what was going on. 
 
      
 
    “Have you found out something?” I asked as I followed Lucas down the hall to his room. 
 
    I’d caught him after dinner as Marcus headed upstairs to get ready for class and Ollie and Skip headed to the living room for some PlayStation. 
 
    He’d asked me to come with him, and now I was in his room. 
 
    I momentarily forgot that I was questioning him as I took in the king sized bed with white and purple covers. The room was spotless, but what caught my attention was the walk-in wardrobe with the light on. I could see the collection of suits, an array of colors from yellow to lilac. All the neutrals, the whites, blacks, and greys, were on one end, while the rest filled the remainder. And the shoes. I’d never paid much attention to his shoes, but a glance at the floor in the wardrobe proved he had almost as many shoes as he did suits. 
 
    Okay, maybe that was an overstatement, but still. He had more clothes than any woman I knew, and the majority of it was suits. 
 
    “I like to dress well,” he stated as he watched me awing at his wardrobe. “As for your question, nothing new sadly. I saw Emma this afternoon, got her to help me talk to my great grandfather. He used to study rare supernaturals, even traveled the world to learn more about them. He had a vast knowledge that he journalled and had some stuff published.” 
 
    I turned to him, my interest drawn. Why had he wanted to speak to him? Was it about me and whatever I was? 
 
    “He thinks the wendigo is after you for your power, the one we can’t place. He knows what you are, but he’s forgotten momentarily. He’s going to talk to Emma when he remembers, which could take a few days,” he sighed as he folded his arms, giving me an unhappy look, like he’d been hoping for more. 
 
    Hell, I’d thought maybe he’d finally have some answers for me. 
 
    But I was stuck not knowing anything more. 
 
    Except that this wendigo was after me for my power. 
 
    “Does he know why? Why it’s after me for my power?” I asked softly, a chill creeping through me at the reminder that I was being hunted. 
 
    “No, he can’t remember exactly why, something to do with your power and combining them,” he said, his shoulders slumping. 
 
    “Oh, okay,” I mumbled as I sat down on the edge of his bed. It gave way beneath me, and I wondered how comfy it would be to sleep in. 
 
    Too bad I was more focused on this let down. 
 
    “Hey, we’ll figure this out. Your aunt and grandmother may know more,” he said soothingly as he quickly moved to sit down beside me. 
 
    I gritted my teeth, hating that all my worries and panic were now bubbling to the surface. I’d held it off for so long, pretending it wasn’t that bad. 
 
    But this wendigo was after me. And I’d googled them on the supernatural web. They were nasty creatures that ate both humans and supes. Powerful, dark beings that had been hunted to near extinction because of how dangerous and ruthless they were. They couldn’t learn control like vampires, they were true monsters whose whole survival was on murdering and feasting. 
 
    “It’s going to be okay,” Lucas murmured as he shifted closer and wrapped an arm around me. 
 
    “I’m being hunted, Lucas. And I don’t even know why. I don’t even know what I am. I’m trying to focus on my new life, my studies, my work, but I can’t pretend like there’s nothing wrong. I keep distracting myself to try to feel…” I let the words trail off as I sniffled, hating that my eyes had begun to blur. 
 
    “Hey, Cupcake, you’re safe here. You have all of us. We won’t let anything happen to you, I promise,” he assured me as he squeezed my shoulder. 
 
    “Wendigos are nasty creatures, I looked them up,” I murmured, my voice hitching. 
 
    Lucas leaned closer, and I quivered as he captured my chin in his thumb and forefinger and turned me to face him. 
 
    I stared into those mesmerizing emerald eyes, so dark yet flecked with the most vibrant green. It made me think of moss in a clearing, soothing and free. And his warm fingers on my face only sent soft tingles through me. 
 
    “I won’t let anything happen to you, okay?” he said, and the unwavering tone in his voice made the tension in my shoulders ease.  
 
    He smiled knowingly as his thumb moved up to trace over my lower lip. His eyes fell to my mouth, and I instantly saw how he wanted to kiss me, so sweetly and tenderly. 
 
    I didn’t give him the chance to decide against it as I leaned forward and closed my eyes. 
 
    His lips were as warm and smooth as the last time he kissed me, and his hand moved to cup my face as he stroked my cheek with his thumb. 
 
    Our lips moved against one another, and he slowly deepened the kiss as his other hand moved to tangle in my hair. 
 
    I gasped against his mouth as I felt the spike, the surge of power and energy within him. He was more powerful than most supes, so powerful that I could feel it when we were this close. I hadn’t felt it the first time we’d kissed. But I could feel a deep energy inside me reacting to him. Desiring him. 
 
    He could protect me if needed. I knew that without a doubt. And the way he kissed me, the soft, tender movements, not quite as gentle and sweet as Ollie, but still filled with an underlying passion, it confirmed everything. He cared for me and wanted me as badly as I wanted him. Them. All of them. 
 
    And he wanted to keep me safe. That was what I was getting from him. He wouldn’t let anything hurt me ever again. 
 
    He broke the kiss, pressing his forehead against mine as he chuckled softly. 
 
    “Damn, Cupcake, you sure are tempting,” he breathed, and I raised my hand to stroke his light stubble. It scratched beneath my fingers, and I opened my eyes, smiling softly at the stunning, crooked smile that took my breath away. 
 
    “I live in a house of models,” I blurted, and he let out a light-hearted laugh as he kissed my forehead and leaned back. 
 
    I pouted at this, wanting to kiss him more. 
 
    “Remember, I’m a warlock. Not even a wendigo can take me on,” he said, giving me that gorgeous, lopsided smile that made my chest flutter. 
 
    “I wish I knew the extent of what your magic can do,” I murmured, wanting to reach out and pull him back in for another kiss. Those lips were so soft, and he tasted fruity and sweet. Despite having just had pizza with us. How strange. 
 
    “Well, let’s put it this way, I know that you got up to some naughty stuff with Ollie and Marcus, together,” he said, his voice low and teasing as he moved closer, his lips only  an inch away. 
 
    My eyes widened in shock, and he just smirked at me. 
 
    “I have magic wardings on this house to protect it and to know what’s going on. I don’t make it obvious, because living with a bunch of young men means they love to jerk off in their rooms at night, but it is a precaution I have. And I know that you guys…” he paused to bop me on the nose playfully with his finger, “were doing the naughty deeds in the upstairs shower.” 
 
    “That’s spying,” I gasped, my body reacting at the thought of him watching us. 
 
    “It’s not spying. I only know what happened, I don’t see it,” he murmured as he trailed one smooth finger down the side of my face, sending delicious chills through me. 
 
    “That’s still a violation of privacy,” I said, my voice barely a whisper as I caught my breath. He was so close, I could almost taste him. 
 
    “You never signed any real contracts, besides, it keeps us all safe,” he purred as he moved his face closer to nuzzle my cheek. It was a strange sensation, but I absolutely loved how his stubble scratched against my cheek. He planted a light kiss on my cheek, and my mouth parted slightly in anticipation. 
 
    “Do you care?” I asked. 
 
    “That you like to be shared? Oh, on the contrary, I’d love to share you,” he growled softly, and my body reacted instantly as he captured my mouth in a fiery kiss. 
 
    I moaned as his tongue dove into my mouth, and he knew how to kiss as he stroked my tongue and then pulled back to nibble on my lip. 
 
    ‘Really? Back at it again?’  
 
    I could just see Marcus rolling his eyes, but I knew he was getting some pleasure out of it. 
 
    ‘We didn’t satisfy you?’  
 
    Now Ollie’s sweet voice was in my head, and I could feel him pouting. 
 
    ‘Did we satisfy her? Yes. But it doesn’t last long. Don’t take it personally,’ Marcus laughed, and I frowned. 
 
    Wait, could he hear Ollie’s voice too? 
 
    ‘Ever since you had us both, yes,’ Marcus admitted, although he wasn’t too enthused with the idea. At least it seemed to only be when they were talking with me.  
 
    ‘We can’t hear each other if we’re not focusing on you it seems,’ Ollie explained. 
 
    Well, that was a new one. 
 
    To be honest, it didn’t even surprise me now. I should be used to this weird shit. 
 
    Lucas broke the kiss once more to give me a curious look. 
 
    “Where did you go to?” he asked as he gently tapped my forehead. 
 
    “Well, Marcus and Ollie can hear each other too now. Ever since we did stuff as a group. Only when they’re talking with me though,” I relayed.  
 
    He frowned as he sat back more, perplexed by this. 
 
    “This magic of yours is really strange. Sex plays a part into it. Especially since you even saw my thoughts when they are sexual,” he mused as he pulled his legs up to sit cross-legged. He looked completely edible in his suit, his golden blond hair side-swept, and one finger on his chin as he thought about my magic and bondings. 
 
    And his purple striped socks. I hadn’t even paid them any heed, but now I was just staring at them, all sparkly and vibrant and unique. 
 
    Yep, definitely Lucas. 
 
    “I reeeaally hope my grandmother has some answers for me,” I sighed, drawing my eyes back to Lucas’ lips. 
 
    “I hope so to. You’re quite the little enigma,” he stated as he cocked his head at me. 
 
    Fuck, he was gorgeous. 
 
    And fuckable. 
 
    ‘Seriously, VB?’  
 
    ‘Stop looking into my head if you don’t want to hear it!’ 
 
    ‘I can hear it too,’ Ollie complained. 
 
    I groaned as I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “What?” Lucas arched an eyebrow at me. 
 
    “They’re just talking to me.” I shrugged. 
 
    “Well, you finally got to see my room,” he noted with a playful smile. 
 
    “Yeah,” I murmured, still staring at his mouth. 
 
    What else could he do with his magic? In the bedroom? You know, apart from turning into a girl. 
 
    ‘Quite a bit, actually,’ Ollie said thoughtfully before realizing his mistake as I peered into his mind. 
 
    That kinky little shifter. He’d done more than just suck this warlock’s dick. 
 
    He was a bottom guy though. 
 
    ‘Ally!’ he groaned, shocked that I’d found his little secret. I kinda already knew that, thanks to Skip. But he’d never said anything about Ollie going the whole way. 
 
    Marcus was chuckling away inside my mind as Ollie groaned. 
 
    “Sorry Cupcake, as much as I’d like to do more than kiss you, I’d like to know what I’m dealing with in regards to this bonding first,” Lucas sighed as he gave me a longing look. 
 
    I pouted at this, and he managed a smile as he shook his head. 
 
    “Don’t take it personally, gorgeous. I want to, I really do, but I need to play it safe. Let me figure out what’s going on, and if it’s nothing major, then we can have some fun,” he said as he slid off the bed and offered me his hand. 
 
    I just gave him a childish look of displeasure, which he just smirked at and rolled his eyes. 
 
    “Hey, I promise that if it’s not something I need to worry about, I’ll even have you with Skip,” he offered with a wink. 
 
    My frown fell instantly as Marcus groaned and Ollie showed interest. 
 
    Now that was something I could wait for. 
 
    “I feel like poor Skip is out of the loop on all this,” I grinned as I accepted Lucas’ hand and allowed him to pull me to my feet. 
 
    “That you’ve already done a threesome, or that he’ll get a chance with you?” Lucas chuckled, that rich sound making my heart flutter as he led me to the door. 
 
    “Both.” 
 
    “Well, he’ll be in for one hell of a surprise then.” 
 
      
 
    Our lectures and prac were pretty straight-forward, but my mind kept wandering back to the night before with the pair in the shower, and then Lucas afterwards. 
 
    I couldn’t believe how I’d lucked out with them. 
 
    And I spent the day laughing and spending time with Ollie as we studied and did our classes together. 
 
    He truly was wonderful and sweet, and he didn’t care about hiding that he considered me more than a friend now. He held my hand whenever he could, and snuck kisses every chance he had. 
 
    There were a few times our kisses would become heated, and I’d consider ditching to go find a secluded spot to escalate things. 
 
    Somehow, he kept his head and made sure we made our classes. 
 
    I loved every moment of it, finding it cute how he showered me with more affection while we were at uni than at home. Maybe because Marcus would try to keep me to himself at home. At least they both got their one on one time with me. 
 
    I spoke to Ollie at lunch about it as we’d headed to meet with Lucas under the fig tree. Skip was working his full day as a chippy, so we wouldn’t see him until later on this arvo. 
 
    He was willing to share me, and he wasn’t even fussed about the thought of it. He’d wondered about it, if he could do it, but after last night, he realized he could, and that he actually enjoyed it. He knew my feelings for him were still strong, that just because I liked Marcus too, it didn’t change anything between us.  
 
    We were bonded. Me and them. But they weren’t bonded to one another unless I was involved, which was intriguing.  
 
    Sadly, my excitement died off as lunch had ended when I received a text from my aunt. My grandmother’s flight had been delayed, and they wouldn’t be able to make the drive down until tomorrow now. 
 
    I hated waiting, but I couldn’t change her flight. 
 
    And my uncle was coming too. I’d completely forgotten about his enthusiasm to see me too. I was nervous about it, thanks to Wayne and Brett ruining my uncle/father figures for me. 
 
    But I wouldn’t let that dictate how I was towards him.  
 
    My past was my past, and I wouldn’t let it ruin my future.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    24 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for driving me to work, I could’ve walked,” I thanked Skip as I pushed the door open and grimaced at the hot air that hit me. Today was going to be one hell of a scorcher. 
 
    “No problem. You finish at three, right?” he clarified as he shifted from the wave of hot air I let in. His air-con was doing a damn good job for such an old vehicle. 
 
    “Yep, that’s right,” I nodded, my eyes trailing over that stunning ripped body. Of course he had no shirt on today, instead showing off his beautiful golden skin. How he looked that good was beyond me, I saw how much he ate and what he drank. And he didn’t go to the gym often, maybe once or twice a week at most around classes. Apparently there was a gym at the university, but I had no interest in it. 
 
    “Lucas has made sure that Gina and Henry have some idea on what’s going on. With their permission, he swung by early this morning and put some wardings up,” Skip reminded me. I was grateful Lucas had wanted to help out, but I wasn’t so sure I wanted my bosses knowing the trouble I was in. I was still new to this job. 
 
    “I know,” I said, tugging at my collar as the heat seeped into me. I wanted to get inside the building and into that sweet air-con. 
 
    “Well, I’ll be back around two-thirty with Lucas and Ollie. We want to grab a late lunch before we head home,” he grinned, and  my stomach flipped. God, he had one hell of an effect on me. 
 
    He was the one I hadn’t had yet, hadn’t kissed. And Lucas was off limits for sex at this point. 
 
    But strangely, things were working in my favor. My two bonded guys were willing to share me, and I was allowed to still flirt and tease with the other two. They were like family, and they were adjusting to the thought of sharing me. 
 
    “Have a good day, see you then,” I said with a quick wave as I shoved my phone into my back pocket and headed for Dingo Diner. 
 
    Skip gave me a quick beep as he pulled away, and I grinned as I shook my head. 
 
    I sighed as I pushed through the door and stepped into the cooler air of the cafe. 
 
    There were a few patrons already seated at the booths enjoying breakfast, and I headed around behind the counter instantly as Gina beckoned me over. 
 
    “Good morning, Lucas swung by this morning and filled us in, I hope you’re doing okay,” Gina said as she pursed her lips, her sweet hazel eyes filled with worry. 
 
    Henry stood beside her, keeping an eye on the cooking bacon and eggs as he gave me a sympathetic look. 
 
    “I’m fine, Mr Brady will get it sorted,” I said with a forced smile. 
 
    “Well, you’re safe here now thanks to Lucas. He said you didn’t want them staying at work with you like Skip did the other day, so this was the next best thing.” Gina gave my shoulder a squeeze as she brushed a stray lock of blonde hair behind her ear. 
 
    “Yeah, he’s a great guy,” was my pathetic response. 
 
    Gina just smiled at me before she clasped her hands together. 
 
    “Well, it’s a little quiet at the moment, so I wanted to get started on the cupcakes and brownies. We’re getting closer to getting Heather’s magical treats happening, but still a few weeks off. That’ll be exciting once we can incorporate them. We’ll still sell normal treats too though,” Gina said as began getting all the ingredients ready.  
 
    It looked like I was going to be doing chocolate brownies today, and Gina was doing cupcakes. 
 
    “I’d like to get some more cakes going too today now that business is picking up more in the afternoons. I’m thinking banana and carrot cakes. And maybe even a cheesecake?” she said, turning to me for my input. 
 
    “Cheesecake is always a winner,” I said instantly. I did love cheesecake, as would many other Fae. We were suckers for all sorts of sweets, but there was something about cheesecake. And chocolate. You could never go wrong if you had them both. 
 
    “Great! Well, we’ll work on these first, then get started on the cakes in time for the lunchtime rush. You’ll be having lunch closer to two today I’d guess, since the lunchtime rushes have been growing too,” Gina beamed at me as she got started on the cupcake mix. 
 
    I checked the recipe stuck up on the board now, and got to work, making sure to keep an eye out on the counter or for the door chime. 
 
    The day progressed quickly as more people came in once I’d got the brownies done, and then I was constantly working on the banana cake mix and serving, which made the process slow. 
 
    Gina decided that she’d start cheesecakes later in the afternoons so they’d be set for the following day. 
 
    I spent a majority of my time taking orders and making countless coffees and milkshakes, even getting the odd iced coffee request. 
 
    It made it difficult to stress about anything else as I was too busy and focused on the tasks at hand. 
 
    By the time I finally took my lunch, I was relieved to be able to sit down for a break and dig into a bacon and egg burger with a vanilla malt milkshake. I checked my phone to find my aunt and uncle had left their place a few hours ago, so they’d be in town quite soon. They had booked a place to stay already, which made me wonder where, since there weren’t any motels out here. Maybe an airbnb then, since they were in abundance. There was even a supe only website for airbnbs too. I was constantly amazed at what was on the supernatural web and facebook groups. Just today I’d seen a witch advertising a pendant that helped make the wearer more attractive. It also had a hefty price tag. 
 
    And a heap of interested comments.  
 
    I’d barely finished my burger when I heard an awfully familiar voice ordering. 
 
    My chest tightened and I forced myself to look at who was standing before the counter. 
 
    Every fiber stiffened as my eyes fell on Derek, who had already turned my way and was giving me a smirk as his nostrils flared. He’d smelt me the moment he walked in. 
 
    I averted my eyes quickly as I slurped the remainder of my milkshake and headed back behind the counter five minutes early. 
 
    I’d rather focus on stacking the dishwasher than possibly have him join me in my booth. 
 
    I ignored those eyes burning into me as I faced away from him, busying myself with small tasks like wrapping cutlery in napkins and refilling the sauces by the grill. 
 
    Why was he here? Why did he come in today of all days? 
 
    I shot a glance back when I thought it was safe, finding he’d sat down at a booth with his order number and was playing on his phone. 
 
    “That guy asked about you, said he used to know you,” Gina remarked as she came around the steel backed table to hang up his order for Henry. 
 
    “Yeah,” I muttered, trying not to sound displeased about it, but I failed miserably. 
 
    “Not on good terms?” she enquired softly. 
 
    “Not at all,” I hissed. 
 
    “Well, I’ll take his food out then, you just keep busy behind here and take orders for me, I’ll handle the floor,” Gina said as she patted my shoulder. 
 
    I gave her a beyond grateful smile and she just nodded at me before heading back out to clear up a table as the customers got up to leave. 
 
    Henry kept an eye on me, and I could tell he knew something was up. 
 
    I couldn’t wait to be done, but a glance at the clock revealed I still had another half an hour to go. 
 
    The door chimed and I heard the comforting voices of my guys, laughing and joking as they came in. 
 
    A wave of relief washed over me as I rounded the bench and headed to the counter to take their order. 
 
    “How’s work going, Bee Sting?” Skip asked as he leaned on the counter. He’d still not found his shirt apparently, and he was drawing a few eyes from the older women who weren’t shy about getting a look. 
 
    “Great,” I lied. I could feel Derek watching me, but I fought the urge to glance his way. 
 
    Ollie noticed him though as he looked around for a booth, and he instantly looked back at me, those amber eyes concerned. 
 
    ‘Want us to wait outside for you instead? We can hang around and grab food elsewhere?’ he offered. 
 
    ‘No, you can eat here. Just don’t sit near him, please.’ 
 
    Ollie nodded as Lucas started to order, giving me his gorgeous lopsided smile. But I couldn’t enjoy the sight of them as much as I wanted to, I had too many thoughts racing through my mind. 
 
    Including the shit Derek had brought me. 
 
    Ollie gritted his teeth as he saw my thoughts, especially the one of being hit. I shot him a desperate look, one that begged him  not to do anything. 
 
    I could feel his anger for me, and how much he wanted to say something to the dingo shifter. But he refrained, just giving me a sorrowful look. 
 
    “Cupcake?” 
 
    “Hmm?” I focused back on Lucas as he frowned at me. 
 
    “You didn’t write my order down,” Lucas murmured, and those emerald eyes were searching mine, trying to see what was bothering me. 
 
    “That was my fault,” Ollie jumped in for me.  
 
    “Right,” Lucas murmured, but I knew he wasn’t convinced as he glanced between us. “Well, I’ll go with a works burger, as will Skip, and Ollie?” he turned to the smallest member of the group. 
 
    “Just some fish and chips please,” Ollie said, but his mind was elsewhere. He was unhappy about Derek being here, but he was mostly worried about me and the effect it was having. 
 
    “Drinks?” I asked once I’d written down their meal order. 
 
    “One chocolate milkshake—” Lucas started. 
 
    “Can of coke for me,” Skip cut in, which earned him a pointed look from Lucas. 
 
    “And a vanilla malt milkshake,” Lucas finished. 
 
    “Got it, paying separately or altogether?” I asked. “Or I can shout, since Skip got pizzas the other night?” 
 
    “Sure, you can do that if you want,” Skip shrugged as he peered around the cafe. I could tell he knew something was up, and he did give Derek a once over. 
 
    I even flicked my eyes over at the dingo shifter, seeing him glaring back at Skip. 
 
    That made me feel better, somewhat. He was unhappy about the guys being here and talking with me. 
 
    Good. 
 
    “Well, I’ll get this sorted for you guys, you go sit,” I said as I pulled my phone out. I’d added my card into the wallet app now, so I used it to pay for their order before heading around to stick it up for Henry. 
 
    I heard Ollie urge them towards a booth at the other end of the cafe. It would still mean I’d have to walk past Derek though. 
 
    I made a coffee and served up a brownie slice, which Gina came and took from me to take out to the customer waiting for it. 
 
    I wanted to take the boys order out. Otherwise both Skip and Lucas would certainly know something was up. 
 
    ‘I haven’t told them anything,’ Ollie informed me. 
 
    Good. I could see that going badly if he did. At least he had the sense not to start anything, even if he was unhappy about it all. 
 
    Once Henry was working on their burgers and the fish while the chips were frying, I started on the milkshakes. 
 
    I imagined the chocolate was for Ollie, as he’d ordered it last time too. Which meant the vanilla malt was for Lucas. Guess we had the same taste there. 
 
    I had them done before the food, and I shook my head when Gina made the move to take them for me. 
 
    “I’ve got it,” I smiled, but it was strained. 
 
    She just gave me a careful look but nodded. 
 
    I headed out, ignoring Derek as I walked past him to the booth with the boys. Gina had already served him his burger, and he’d grabbed his own drink from the fridge, as had Skip. 
 
    “Everything all right?” Skip asked as I set the drinks down on the table. 
 
    “Yeah, of course,” I lied, but he didn’t look convinced. 
 
    “Something’s bothering you, did something happen?” Lucas asked as he eyed the cafe. 
 
    “Nothing. Don’t worry about it, I’ll talk more once I finish. I’ve only got another twenty minutes,” I said, giving them my best forced smile. 
 
    Lucas just nodded and I headed back for their burgers and fish. 
 
    It was a careful balancing act with the three plates, but I’d learned over the years how to manage it with ease as I took the meals out to them. This time Derek watched me the whole way. 
 
    “Well, enjoy!” I beamed, but they were all giving me a quizzical look. How could they see through me so easily? 
 
    I spun on my heels, hoping they wouldn’t press me. 
 
    They didn’t. 
 
    I kept my eyes on the counter as I headed back, but I knew my luck had run out. 
 
    “You’re just going to ignore me?” Derek asked as I moved past him. I slowed, only giving him the slightest glance. 
 
    “I’m working, sorry. Enjoy your meal,” I said, making sure to keep my cheeriness plastered on. I’d wanted to shove all sorts of horrid nasty things into his burger. But I wanted this job, and being rude to a customer was a sure way to lose it. 
 
    And I knew my magic was boiling, wanting to cause havoc. I was doing my best to keep it in check for once. 
 
    He didn’t say another word, which relieved me as I started unloading the dishwasher and stacking it. 
 
    My hands shook as I did this, and I had to take a moment to catch my breath. 
 
    He shouldn’t still have this power over me. I’d left him. I was free. 
 
    He couldn’t hurt me anymore. 
 
    So what was this feeling of dread and fear coiling up inside me? 
 
    The next ten minutes were excruciating slow, but I focused on any duties behind the counter as I listened to Skip laugh while they guys conversed. 
 
    ‘He’s leaving,’ Ollie informed me, and I dared a look out to see the wretched dingo shifter pushing out the door. 
 
    The tension eased from my shoulders, and I sighed as I spied some more customers coming in. I had another ten minutes, so once I’d taken their order, I’d tidy up the tables since Gina was busy prepping some food for tonight. They did a small dinner at 6pm, closing at 7pm. They managed these hours solo or with the other casual they had on who would sometimes come in after me to do an afternoon shift. She studied on Fridays I’d learned, so it worked in her favor. 
 
    I took the orders of the two women who’d come in, making their coffees right away and grabbing out the slices they’d wanted. 
 
    I took it all out to them before heading over to the guys to begin clearing their table. 
 
    “Feeling better?” Lucas noted as I managed a warm smile at them. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “We’ll wait for you to tell us what’s going on, your shift is nearly over,” Skip said as he moved his empty coke can closer for me, considering he was closest to the window. 
 
    I just nodded as I took their dishes away and returned to give the table a wipe. I then cleared Derek’s table up, glad that he was gone. 
 
    I hoped I’d not be too unlucky at uni with him. I’d done well so far in not running into him. Just the rest of the year to go. 
 
    The last few minutes ticked by, and Gina waved me off when I asked if she needed me to stick around. She had it all under control, and Henry gave me a pleasant wave as I headed out to meet with the guys. 
 
    They all stood and walked over to the door as I came around the counter, and Lucas held the door open for all of us. 
 
    The warm afternoon air made me groan, and Skip just laughed as he threw his arms out to soak up the warm sun on his bare chest. 
 
    “Enjoy it Bee Sting, Autumn and Winter can get cold up here on the range,” he teased, but I just grumbled. 
 
    ‘Ally, we should get in the car,’ Ollie’s voice was prompt and filled with urgency. 
 
    I quickly understood why when I spied Derek waiting by his white Ford Falcon. He gave me a smirk, and I bit my lip as Skip spoke with Lucas about dinner plans as they headed for the car. Ollie was beside me instantly, and his presence reassured me. 
 
    Too bad Derek was now walking over. 
 
    “Hey Allison!” he called out, and the guys fell silent as all eyes focused on the shifter headed our way. 
 
    Skip’s nostrils flared, and I knew he was determining just what he was dealing with. 
 
    “Dingo shifter,” Skip murmured, giving me a quizzical look. A silent question to whether or not this was the dingo shifter. 
 
    “Why’d you avoid me? I don’t bite,” Derek sneered as he came to a standstill a few feet away.  
 
    Skip had planted himself a little out before me, and Lucas was beside him, watching me carefully. 
 
    “I don’t think she wants to talk to you,” Lucas stated. The tone he used made me do a double take. That was a serious ‘don’t fuck with me’ tone if I’d ever heard one. 
 
    “Nice suit,” Derek shot back, unimpressed with the threatening tone. 
 
    Lucas didn’t even entertain that with a response, and I felt Ollie’s hand slip into mine. 
 
    My heart was pounding, and my palms were growing sweaty. The horrid afternoon heat was not helping either. 
 
    ‘It’s okay,’ Ollie tried to reassure me. 
 
    “Is he your new fuck buddy?” Derek asked, noting Ollie holding my hand. “Does he know you lied to me about being a virgin? Yeah, you can have my scraps, little shifter. She was a lying little bitch,” he snorted, and Ollie’s hand tightened on mine. 
 
    Skip growled as he stepped forward, and Derek’s expression turned to amusement. 
 
    “Someone got a little crush?” Derek teased, his eyes falling back on me.  
 
    Why was he doing this? Why wasn’t he intimidated by the guys? Surely three guys were enough to deter him? Or maybe he was just that stupid and crazy. 
 
    I’d go with the latter. 
 
    “Do you know what happened to her? All those stories she would tell. Playing victim?” Derek scoffed, and I clenched my jaw as my throat constricted. 
 
    And to think I’d once loved this piece of shit.  
 
    “You need to shut up now,” Skip snapped, and I could see the muscles flexing in his back. He was practically vibrating with restrained fury. 
 
    “I’d do what he says,” Lucas added, and I could hear the smirk in his voice as he faced off with Derek. 
 
    “So she’s got a little group of fuck buddies, she really decided to go completely hoe,” Derek remarked. 
 
    I gasped as Skip launched forward, slamming a fist right into Derek’s face and knocking him to the ground. The sound of his fist cracking against Derek’s face made me shudder. 
 
    Ollie pulled me closer to the car as Derek shot up, fury and hatred in his eyes as they glowed amber like the dingo inside him. 
 
    “You wanna go, mate? I’ll fuck you up for hurting her, you cunt!” Skip roared as he started towards him again. 
 
    “Skip!” Lucas warned as I whimpered. 
 
    I didn’t want them fighting. Although I doubted Derek could best Skip, dingo shifter or not. 
 
    Wait, Skip knew what Derek had done to me? Who had told him? 
 
    Not that that was a priority right now. 
 
    Lucas sighed as he stepped back beside me as Skip launched another blow at Derek. 
 
    “Stop it!” I cried out, tugging free from Ollie as I shot forward. 
 
    I didn’t want Skip getting into trouble, as for Derek getting his arse handed to him, I was all for that. But these things had consequences. 
 
    Derek had utter murder in his eyes as he dodged a deadly blow from Skip. Too bad Skip looked just as crazed and mad. 
 
    “Stop!” I shouted as I moved to plant myself between them. 
 
    Why wasn’t Lucas doing something? He had his magic. 
 
    “Get out of the way, whore!” Derek shrieked as he latched onto my arm. 
 
    I turned on him, the dread and utter terror filling me as he touched me. 
 
    Darkness and pain filled me as I let out an inhuman scream, black tendrils washing over my eyes and plunging me into darkness. 
 
    I felt cold now, and silence surrounded me in this dark void I’d slipped into. 
 
    I couldn’t hear the guys squabbling, or see anything. I just floated in this haven of darkness. All alone. 
 
    But I felt oddly at peace here. Like nothing could touch me or find me. Even though it was so dark and cold, I was safe. 
 
    ‘Allison…’ 
 
    I turned towards the voice. 
 
    Maybe I wasn’t completely alone.  
 
    I spied the figure in the darkness, some yards from me as a strange internal light illuminated the creature. 
 
    It’s skullish face and goat-like horns made me frown. I knew this being. How though? 
 
    The slightest inkling of fear seeped into me, but I squashed it down. 
 
    “Who are you?” I called out. 
 
    The creature didn’t answer, and I chewed my lip as it began to fade back into the darkness. 
 
      
 
    “Allison!” 
 
    I shot up, gasping for air. My chest hurt, and this black dread was hanging over me as my eyes shot around the small carpark. 
 
    Ollie was kneeling beside me, and it took me a moment to realize that I was on the ground. 
 
    Had I collapsed? 
 
    “Fucking freak.” 
 
    I glanced up to where Derek was storming back to his car, and then I flicked my eyes around the three guys. 
 
    ‘Allison, are you okay?!’  
 
    I drew in a deep breath as I focused on Marcus. He was about to brave the full sun to come to me, but I told him not to. I was okay. I was with the guys. 
 
    But what the hell had happened? 
 
    “Your eyes went black,” Ollie murmured as he eyed Gina, who had come outside with all the fuss. 
 
    “She’s okay, we’ll take her home,” Lucas said to Gina, who sounded concerned as she questioned what had happened. 
 
    Skip helped me to my feet, his anger and hatred with Derek momentarily forgotten. The white Ford sped off out of the carpark, but I could care less. 
 
    I felt strange, like a part of me had finally woken up.  
 
    But what part was that? 
 
    Skip assisted me in climbing into the cruiser before Ollie slid in beside me. We remained silent until we were away from the carpark and headed home. 
 
    “What just happened?” Skip’s voice was filled with worry as he glanced at me in the rearview mirror. 
 
    Lucas turned to look at me, his brow crinkling as he chewed his cheek. 
 
    “Anyone?” Skip pushed. 
 
    I had no idea what had happened. And apparently, no one else did either. 
 
    Lucas’ phone sounded off, and he checked the message as I rubbed my temples. My head hurt now, was it from hitting it? 
 
    “I think we have an answer to all of it,” Lucas murmured as his troubled emerald eyes rolled over all of us. 
 
    I held my breath as his eyes finally landed on me. 
 
    “You’re a banshee.” 
 
      
 
    * * *
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Readers Group 
 
    
www.jecluney.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Glossary 
 
      
 
    Arvo - afternoon  
 
    Bogan - is Australian and New Zealand slang for a person whose speech, clothing, attitude and behavior are considered unrefined or unsophisticated.  
 
    Bottle-o - Liquor store 
 
    Chippy - Carpenter  
 
    Esky - cooler 
 
    Fortnight - two weeks  
 
    Gumtree - either a tree or the Australian Craigslist 
 
    IGA - Grocery store  
 
    Morning tea - Mid-morning meal time 
 
    Op Shop - Second-hand store that donates money raised to causes 
 
    Singlets - tank tops 
 
    Skippy - Australian Kangaroo show (popular and known) 
 
    Stubbies - bottles of beer 
 
    Trackies - Tracksuit pants 
 
    Tradie - Tradesman 
 
    Thongs - flip-flops 
 
    Ute - Pick-up truck 
 
    Verandah - Porch  
 
    Woolies/Woolworths - Grocery store 
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