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        Gold wasn't the only treasure worth having.

        Tom

        Life as a Fae was hard. It was even harder when your last job and love of your life takes off with your gold and your kid. Tom Rumple was no choice but to seek the help of the delicious human lawyer in a custody battle that would pave the way for all Fae human relationships. If only he could keep his eye on the prize and not his lawyer’s tantalizing lips.

        Sage

        Being a big shot lawyer in New York City was all Sage could ever dream of and when her chance came she snatched it up faster than a Gucci bag on clearance. Like all good things, not everything was as it seems. Exiled to Florida to work Fae cases, all Sage could think about was doing her time and getting back to the big city. But when a sexy tattooed fae came into to her office pleading for her help to get his daughter back, something else began to stir in her.
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      Dammit! Tom threw the phone across the room, the sound of it smashing against the wall made him wince. Making his way across his living room, he bent down to pick up the discarded phone and let out a relieved breath. He couldn’t afford to buy a new phone right now and have money for a lawyer. That was if he could ever get the one he needed to listen to him.

      He couldn’t really blame her. She wasn’t the only person who was apprehensive to help a supernatural. Most of the country was split down the middle. Some were even working on getting them voting rights and making them legal citizens instead of squatters in a world that didn’t want them.

      Sometimes Tom wished he had just stayed in the Seelie Court and been done with it. It wasn’t so bad there. Yeah, their queen was totally psycho and the rest of the court was only interested in looks and partying, but it really wasn’t that much different than the human world?

      Tom looked around his apartment, taking in his flat screen TV that spanned half the wall, his leather couch that had set him back quite a bit, but oh was it comfortable, and his kitchen. His kitchen was his pride and joy of the apartment. Stainless steel appliances that had iron mixed in with the other metals. It wasn’t in such a high concentrate that it bothered him too much, besides they looked fantastic.

      No. He couldn’t give up his life of luxury in the human world. There might not be much magic, but he could order a pizza and a woman any way he wanted at 3 in the morning and nobody was the wiser. Not that Tom had ever had to pay for sex. He was fae and, even if he didn’t have the ability to charm a human into going home with him, that fact alone attracted many of the supernatural roadies as they were being called.

      The fae were the first to come to the human world and then the vampires and the weres followed. The witches surprisingly were a little hesitant to come out of the broom closet, but once they realized no one was going to be burned at the stake even they came out to play.

      The human authorities had a field day when they all came pouring into their world. It was no surprise that they didn’t have the ability or the manpower to control them. Tom was surprised they hadn’t called the Moderator in sooner than they did. But seeing as the reluctant fae princess didn’t really want to be a part of their world, let alone watch over naughty supernaturals, he couldn’t imagine she said yes right away.

      The Moderator had actually been the one who suggested he contact Sage Spindle. Apparently, she had been a great help in getting a rogue council member who thought humans were playthings to collect and was an expert when it came to all things supernatural. If she could beat a council member in court there was no way she couldn’t help him with his problem.

      Tom’s phone rang in his hand, and he looked down to see the name Monica spelled out on the screen. Hurriedly he accepted the call, his heart pounding in his chest. Calm down, Tom. Don’t let her hear your desperation.

      “Monica, so nice of you to return my calls.” He didn’t try to hide the disdain in his voice. He’d called every day, at least a dozen times a day, for the last month. Ever since she had left him with the contents of their joint bank account and their two-year-old daughter, Evie.

      “I’ve been busy,” She replied haughtily.

      “Busy doing what? Spending my money? Finding new ways to keep our daughter from me?” Tom tried to keep the snarl out of his voice but he had run out of patience. The money — he could always get more money but his daughter? That was where he drew the line.

      “You know that’s not what it is.” Her voice lost its snooty pitch and went low as if she could hear the strain in Tom’s voice keeping him from magically lashing out at her through the phone.

      “Then what is it? You leave me a vague ass note and then you’re gone!” he practically shouted not at all deterred by the sudden meekness in her voice. How could she even do this to him? What had he done to deserve this? He wasn’t the best man in the world — hell he made his living tricking people out of their money but did that mean he deserved to lose everything? Tom couldn’t see how that was fair.

      “The note was not vague.” Monica’s voice hardened, and he could practically see her take that pose she always did when she was going to ream him. One hand on her hips as she cocked it to the side, her body slightly bent forward as she prepared to let him have it. Usually, she would be wagging a finger in his face, but in this case, with a phone in her hand, he was lucky he was missing the whole picture.

      The piece of parchment that she so kindly called a note was a scrap of paper ripped off the Sunday paper with a hastily scribbled two liner in black ink. Taking the baby and the money to find a better life. Don’t come looking for us. No signature, no other explanation.

      At first, he had panicked thinking they had been kidnapped. Calling her phone had been his first action and then when it went to voice mail, he switched gears and called the local authorities. Fat lot of good that did him. As soon as they found out he wasn’t human, they advised him to call the Moderator to handle any of his supernatural needs and leave the police for human matters. That was the way they said it human. As if his problem didn’t matter because he wasn’t one of them.

      Not that he had ever wanted to be human, but sometimes he thought his life might be more simple if he had been or maybe if he had stayed in the Seelie Court. Nothing was keeping him here now but his daughter or he would have already up and left. That bitch had another thing coming if she thought he would just move on and forget about their daughter.

      “A better life doesn’t tell me squat. I know you’re with him.” There was so much anger and hate in his voice it caused the air around him to tremble.

      After not having any luck with the police, Tom had taken things into his own hands. He used the tracking app on his phone to find Monica. What he saw made his blood boil. She was in New Hampshire, not more than two hours away from him. It wasn’t the fact that she was in New Hampshire that killed him it was who she was with.

      Ex-partner in crime and Monica’s ex-we’re-just-friends-I-swear-boyfriend, Phillip. She wasn’t kidnapped. She had left him and taken their daughter to his house.

      “So what?” Monica sneered. “He’s a better father than you, at least he’s human.”

      The rage rolling off him filled the whole apartment with a crackling flow of magic causing the lights to flicker. He kept seeing his baby girl — his Evie, in the arms of that bastard. She was his daughter, his. He wouldn’t let some limp dick human try to lay claim on what by blood belonged to him.

      Tom was there when she was born, a wiggling pink little thing with electric blue eyes that only the fae had and her dirty blonde curls were just like his, there was no question that she was his daughter.

      The first time she giggled and smiled at him was a day that would always live in his heart. Those first few months she would do nothing but cry and cry until Tom would make her toy animals float and dance around her. It created a special kind of bond between them, something that her mother couldn’t give her. Tom wasn’t about to let someone else take those experiences away from him.

      It took every ounce of strength in him not to drive over there and beat that lying sack of shits face in and rip his daughter away from her. But if he did, he’d have the human authorities all over his ass not to mention, the Moderator would be coming to take care of him, not the other way around. They weren’t married, and since he was fae, he technically didn’t have any rights in the eyes of the law, he would always look like the villain.

      Tom ran a hand through his hair and let out an exasperated sigh, trying to keep his temper under control. “That never bothered you before. What changed, Monica? I thought we were happy?”

      The sound Monica made on the other line could have been called a laugh, but it sounded more to him like an animal being strangled with an accordion. “We were never happy, Tom. It was an illusion. Our love was an illusion and you should know that better than anyone.”

      “Wait, wha—” before he could even get the words out she cut him off.

      “Look, I have to go. If you don’t want me to sue you for wrongful use of magic you better not try and contact us again. It’s over. We’re over. And Evie will be better for it.”

      The line clicked and Tom stared down at it in disbelief. What the hell just happened? Their relationship had never been real? Where did she even get off saying something like that? The situation had become even more complicated and he needed Miss Spindle more now than ever. If she wouldn’t talk to him on the phone he would just have to go see her in person.
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      The office phone bit into her ear and shoulder as Sage pressed it firmly between the two. A dull pain settled between her eyes as irritation ate at her.

      “I’m sorry, Mr. Rumple but for the last time I do not work with supernaturals.” She didn’t even try to hide the frustration in her voice. This was the fifth time he had called in the last forty-eight hours, and he just didn’t seem to take the hint. “I’m a defense attorney for humans against supernaturals. I could give you the name of a lawyer who would be happy to help you.”

      “I don’t want another lawyer, Miss Spindle, I want the best and that’s you,” the deep smoky voice on the other line argued, the desperation in it not making it any less sexy than the first time she heard it.

      “Flattery will get you nowhere, Mr. Rumple.” She sighed into the phone and then glanced up from her desk in time to see her coworker Wendy coming with their lunch order.

      Wendy was tall, with pale skin and light, almost blonde brown hair, practically the total opposite of Sage. Dark, short, and busty, those three words were the nicest ones that had ever been used to describe her. If she was feeling particularly confident Sage was bound to agree, but lately she couldn’t help but think about how thin her legs were and how she would kill for hips like Wendy’s. Then at least her top half would match her bottom.

      Her co-worker turned friend would have chastised her for her thoughts had she been able to read minds. Wendy had always been the more pessimistic of the two, but ever since she moved to the Florida office permanently, it was Sage who was the Debbie Downer. Probably because of the huge engagement ring Wendy’s fiancé James had surprised her with recently. It was just one more reminder of how utterly alone Sage was.

      Wendy placed the bags of food on her desk and mouthed to Sage, “Is it him again?”

      “Yes,” Sage mouthed back, rolling her eyes, and then said into the phone, “Look, Mr. Rumple, I have to get going now. I have other clients to attend to, but if you change your mind I will leave the information with my secretary, Beth.”

      Trying her hardest not to slam the phone back down on the receiver, Sage could just make out Mr. Rumple start to say, “But it’s about my—” before she clicked the line off.

      Slumping back into her chair, Sage let out a strangled roar of frustration. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath in and then let it out. Opening her eyes, she gave a weak smile to her coworker and friend.

      “That bad huh?” Wendy placed two containers on Sage’s desk and sat down in the chair usually reserved for clients.

      When Wendy opened the container in front of her, Sage was instantly assaulted with the scent of spices and curry. Mouth watering, her stomach made a gurgling noise that had her opening up her own food, digging into the contents before answering between bites.

      “You know, listening to him speak isn’t even that bad.” She washed down her mouth full of food with the cup of coffee that was never too far from her reach. “That man could make continuum mechanics sound sexy.”

      “Then why don’t you just take him on?” Wendy crossed one leg over the other, her blue skirt folded firmly over her lap as she took small dainty bites of her meal. Seeing how Wendy was eating compared to her had Sage forcing herself to take smaller bites and straighten her own skirt.

      “You know why.” Sage gave her a pointed look, holding her coffee cup in her hands, that read, “Instant Lawyer, just add coffee.” She’d brought another one that said, “Talk to me before I’ve had my coffee and you are going to need a lawyer.” But that had given her more than a few frowns from the head lawyer and office manager, Sarah, who luckily was still on maternity leave, leaving Sage in charge of more than just her own client list.

      Wendy set her fork down and gave her that look that Sage knew meant she was going to get a lecture. While Wendy was a great friend and an even better lawyer, she had that persona where she couldn’t help but mother people. Put on a coat. Don’t talk with your mouth full. Is that skirt a little too short for the office? The kind of things that ground on Sage’s nerves, and she was sure she was in for an earful this time.

      “Far be it from me to defend a fae, as you know, I’ve had my fair share of unpleasant encounters with them before, but that doesn’t mean I am prejudice towards all of them. They are just like you and me, some are bad and some are good.”

      Sage frowned at her comparison before she settled Wendy with a hard stare. “I’m not being prejudice. We are a firm for cases against supernaturals, not the other way around. That is what the Moderator is for; he should have gone to her if he was having a problem.”

      “Maybe he tried that already?” Wendy shrugged. “It wouldn’t be the first time the Moderator sent someone our way. This time it just happens to be one of them. Shouldn’t that give him some kind of leeway?”

      “Not in my book.” She shook her head and stabbed her fork into her dish, shoving a forkful into her mouth, hoping her friend would drop it. Unfortunately, for her, she didn’t have that good of luck.

      “Then what would? The guy sounds desperate and I’d offer to defend him if I thought he would take it. But he wants you.” Her friend pointed her own fork at Sage.

      “It’s not that I dislike all supernaturals.” Just ones that happen to be like her sperm donor of a father, but she couldn’t tell Wendy that she was half-fae. Nobody else but her mother knew that and she wanted to keep it that way. Instead, she threw her fork down with an exasperated sigh and said, “Give me a vampire or a were any day and I would be perfectly happy to help them.”

      Wendy’s eyes watched her in a way that made her feel like she was supposed to elaborate on her reasoning. “Look, vampires you just need a holy item and a turtleneck to make sure they don’t get out of hand. A were you just stay away from during the full moon and make sure not to get them too angry and you are good. Fae on the other hand…” Sage trailed off. “…aren’t so easy. You can’t just throw a cross at them or a silver bullet. They could put you under their control without you even knowing it. What is to say this guy won’t try to sway me with his magic to make me help him commit some kind of crime? Or worse, make me his love slave?”

      “But that’s what our talismans are for, remember?” Wendy pulled out a red jewel from inside the front of her shirt. “After that thing with the President getting bespelled by that fae woman all court officials, state leads, and law enforcement has to wear them. We’re lucky the brothers even bothered giving them to us, so there is no reason you should be worried about him taking over your mind. Right?”

      Sage didn’t answer, chewing on her bottom lip. She couldn’t rationalize her fear to Wendy. It wasn’t rational to her. While she did have a talisman and it had worked up until this point, the thought of there being even a slight chance that she could be controlled petrified her. Even if the guy was desperate, she couldn’t let go of that fear.

      “I know you don’t like fae,” Wendy continued. “Especially after what happened with Pan but you can’t put them all in the same drawer as him. Not all of them are magic first questions later. The Moderator sure isn’t that way.”

      “That’s beside the point.” She didn’t understand how Wendy could be so forgiving when she of all people should be telling her to tell him to go to hell.

      Wendy hadn’t originally come to Florida. She had been visiting the fae resort called the Never Isles that resided between Florida and Bermuda. While there she had gotten mixed up with one of the leaders who had used their powers to control her. Luckily, she met James and was able to break the spell before it got too out of hand. There were hundreds of cases where humans had become human sex slaves without even knowing what was going on.

      Shuddering at the thought, Sage frowned. “I know what he wants.”

      “You do?” her coworker’s eyebrows rose, and she cocked her head to the side, her hair falling over her shoulder in a waterfall of brown.

      “Yeah, I do.” Sage closed the top of her container and flipped open a file sitting next to her on the desk. “Tom Rumple, age: unknown, species: fae, requesting representation in a civil dispute with his ex, who stole his money and several other valuables.” Snapping the file shut, she turned back to Wendy, whose face had scrunched up in disbelief.

      “That’s it? A civil dispute?” Shaking her head, her voice a bit higher in pitch than usual. “There is no way that he would be this adamant about having you as his lawyer for just some money and trinkets.”

      Sage shrugged. “Maybe they are family heirlooms. Or maybe the fae are just really greedy.” She was betting on the later. From what she knew of fae, they would try anything to get you to make a deal with them, and when you did they would twist it so that what you thought you wanted wasn’t what you got, and they made away with the family fortune. Just ask her friend, Megan.

      She’d made a deal for her boyfriend’s life and ended up being stuck as the fae’s servant while her now ex-boyfriend ran off with some other woman. Talk about be careful what you wish for.

      Wishes were for the weak as far as Sage was concerned. She had gotten here on her own with no help from fairy godmothers or magic. Well, not here here, she didn’t want to be in Florida working in a tiny office that barely got clients, but her choices had led her here, and she had to take her medicine and get over it. Though, to be honest, since Wendy had arrived their number of clients had tripled substantially. Her eyes landed on Wendy’s engagement ring again, just another thing to be jealous of her for.

      “Well, if not because of the case then because you are obsessed with his voice.” Wendy gave her a knowing grin. “You should at least put a face to that voice, and then you’d have something more than your cat and dog to keep you company.”

      Sage’s face pinched at the reminder and Wendy’s smile dropped. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean it that way. I know you are iffy about guys because of what happened back in New York, but you can’t keep closing yourself off from those around you. One bad choice doesn’t mean you will do it again. Michael was an ass, and he tricked more than just you, remember?”

      The thought of Michael, Sage and Wendy’s previous employer and boyfriend, made her nauseous. While, they still worked for the Darling and Darling L.L.P, owned by Michael and John Darling, anything that reminded her of how she was played made her inner psycho bitch emerge.

      Michael had been charming with his strong jaw line and sexy boyish charms. It wasn’t hard to be swept off her feet and onto the copier with little more than a crook of his little finger. She was still embarrassed by how easily she had fallen for his lines. Not to mention, how Wendy had walked in on them one day, in which Sage learned she wasn’t the girlfriend he had proclaimed she was but the other woman.

      While Wendy had done the smart thing and quit, May had stuck around hoping the melodrama would mean a raise and a position as partner in her future. Boy was she wrong. No sooner had Wendy fled the coop, Senior Darling had heard about his son’s dalliances and promptly offered her a job in Miami or unemployment. Sage asked herself every day as she sat through the Florida humidity if she made the right choice.

      Overwhelmed by the memory of her failure, she stood from her seat and smoothed her hands down her skirt. Ignoring Wendy’s questioning look, Sage grabbed her purse and headed for the door. She needed to clear her head of New York and a certain sexy voice that wouldn’t go away.
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      The sweltering heat caused Tom’s shirt to stick to him as he wiped the sweat from his brow. The Florida climate was a far cry from the weather he was used to in New Hampshire. Hell, even Summerville of the Seelie Court wasn’t this hot!

      Tom had just arrived in Miami the night before. He had done a quick job on a rich widow, appealing to her sense of motherhood with his story about getting a lawyer to get his daughter back. It was true. Fae didn’t lie, not completely. It was too easy for the fae to sniff out the lie in each other, so they had to find ways around showing their complete hand. It was his luck that the widow had an estranged daughter of her own and he hardly had to use magic at all to swindle her into buying his plane ticket and a hotel room that she said he could use as long as he needed. She even gave him some money to spend on food and the like.

      Standing on the corner of the street that Darling and Darling, L.L.P. was supposed to be located, Tom was quite literally sweating his balls off. He stared at the ocean shore, longingly wishing more than anything to rip his clothes off and dive in. The cool water would be a welcome relief to the heat and his nerves. This was his last chance to convince Spindle to work with him. After that, he would either have to find another lawyer or appeal to the Council for Supernatural Creatures.

      The thought of asking the council for anything made Tom forget all about the heat. He squared his shoulders and took determined steps down the sidewalk, his eyes searching for the firm.

      Darling and Darling, L.L.P. was not what he was expecting. A tiny hole in the wall shoved between a dry cleaners and an Indian place, it was lucky to have a window, let alone a sign above its door. The sight of it did not make Tom feel any better about what he had to do, but he had learned the hard way that looks can be deceiving, Monica was proof of that.

      Tom stepped inside the firm, the bell above the door announcing his presence to the even smaller inside. He closed his eyes and let the cool air of the office wash over him for a second, just basking in the relief from the heat. Standing there all day would not have been an unwelcome idea had he not been there for a reason.

      His eyes opened and focused on the desk in front of him. There was a reception desk in front where an older woman sat, her eyes looking up from her book with a shirtless man in the midst of ravishing a scantily clad woman. Some silly human romance novel no doubt. Monica was obsessed with them.

      “Hello? Can I help you?” the older woman gave him a curious smile, setting her bookmark in between the pages before closing her book. Her kind face put her over sixty and her bubble gum colored hair, a striking contrast to her dark blue blouse, said she wasn’t happy about it.

      “Um, yes.” Clearing his throat, Tom forced his hands to stop fidgeting as he approached the counter. He had never been the nervous type, always used to getting what he wanted, Sage Spindle being the exception. “I’m here to see Miss Spindle?”

      At the mention of the lawyer, her eyes went down to the paper calendar in front of her. Her bony finger scanned for today’s date. What she saw made her frown.

      “I’m sorry, but I’m afraid you are quite a bit early, Mr. Bolten. We had you down for 3 o’clock, and it’s just now passed one. Is Miss Spindle expecting you?” Her voice rose as she turned to look over her shoulder toward the back of the office where there were more desks and chairs set up.

      None of the desks were occupied saved one. The owner of the solely occupied desk apparently hadn’t heard them because they still had their head down, their dark hair shadowing over their face. A pen twirled between their elegant fingers as they intently focused on the papers in front of them.

      Sage Spindle. After all the times he had called, he knew her voice like the back of his hand. A sultry kind of sound that made him think of all the dirty things he could do to her to make that voice cry out. While sitting behind a desk didn’t give him much of a view, the crimson top that dipped down to caress the tops of a generous cleavage of her breast made his cock happy to have a body to match the voice. Hey, he might be desperate, but he was still male, and with his sole priority being getting Evie back fulfilling his physical needs hadn’t made the cut.

      “I don’t think she heard you….” He trailed off, searching for a name plate but frowning when he didn’t find one.

      “Beth, dear.” She happily provided, her frown turning into a broad smile. “Why don’t you go on back, I’m sure she’ll notice you soon enough.” Beth gave him a playful wink that he returned with a lopsided grin that was always a lady pleaser.

      Tucking his hands into his jeans, he maneuvered around Beth’s desk and down the aisle that split the room in half. His eyes locked on the head still ducked down, the curtain of hair covering her face becoming a nuisance. With a body like hers, did she have a face that matched? Tom didn’t know which one he wished for more. Being attracted to a woman was fine but being attracted to the lawyer that he may have to get ugly in front of to get his kid back, not so much.

      Tom stood by the desk waiting for her to acknowledge him, but after a moment or so of watching her twirl her pen between her ample fingers, he dropped into one of the chairs opposite her. Plopping his hands down on the top of her desk, he let out a sigh.

      He didn’t know if it was the sigh or the vibration from his hands landing on the desk that finally pulled her away from her task, either way, the sight before him made his pants incredibly tight.

      Wide dark eyes surrounded by long lashes, shot up to meet his, a nose slightly on the large size but fit her face perfectly sat just above full pouty lips. Suddenly, he wasn’t thinking about the sounds he could have her make but of what it would look like to have those lips wrapped around his cock.

      “I’m sorry. Do we have an appointment?” She stuttered, her shoulders stiffening and the slight scent of arousal filled the air. It wasn’t anything new to him. He had that kind of effect on people. Being fae made him have a superior sense of smell, which made it impossible for anyone other than another supernatural, to hide their emotions from him.

      Sage Spindle was quite turned on indeed. Just the smell of her was almost tangible. A citrusy spice that made his mouth water and his pants not any less tight. This could be in his favor.

      “No, I don’t have an appointment.” The moment he spoke the words recognition filled her eyes, and then if it was possible, her scent grew stronger before her lips pursed together and her gaze became glacial.

      “Mr. Rumple,” she said his name like a curse on her lips, something he was also used to. It was safe to say he was not a favorite in the Seelie Court. He was just that side of too good looking, too charming, that many of his fellow fae didn’t trust him.

      Not that he blamed them. He had done his fair share of swindling in the Seelie Court. There the residents had more to lose than just their money. Magic, along with precious jewels, was a popular choice in trade. None of that would help him now.

      Hanging around Sage’s neck was a cord he had not noticed before. When she realized who he was, she had tried to discreetly pull it out of her top. If Tom's eyes hadn’t been fighting to stay on her face and not her breasts, he probably wouldn’t have noticed. Be that as it may, the amulet she had slipped out from between her glorious globes was red tiger eye.

      He knew that many public officials and law officers wore them, but he hadn’t expected a lawyer. Especially, not one who worked in a dinky office like this. Miss Spindle either was paid way more than he thought or she was just that paranoid. By the look on her face, he was betting the latter.

      “There’s no need for that.” He gestured to her necklace that was gripped in her hand like a lifeline. “I wouldn’t use my magic against you. There’s no need. But I do need you to listen to me.”

      Her hand dropped from the necklace, though it looked like it hurt her to do it. The frown on her face did not decrease, nor the suspicion in her scent. Tom bet he had about ten seconds to get his story out before he was getting thrown out on his ass.

      “Fine.” She leaned back in her chair and crossed one lovely dark leg over the other, her arms increasing the plunge of her cleavage. “You have five minutes.”

      Tom let out a relieved breath and ran a hand through his hair before setting his hands back on the desk. “A month ago my girlfriend, Monica, left me. At first, I thought she had been kidnapped, her note was vague and all of our money was gone. It wasn’t like her.”

      “Maybe she just got fed up? Came to her senses?” The questions firmly solidified his suspicious on Sage’s position on supernaturals. Either she was a speciest or she’d had a bad experience with a supernatural. Tom tried not to let it bother him as he continued his story.

      “None of that matters.” He waved her comments off. “I can forgive the leaving me. Even the leaving me for another man.”

      “Another man—”

      “Hold on, let me finish.” He cut her off sharply, his patience waning. “The money doesn’t matter. The man doesn’t matter. None of that matters. Only Evie.” His throat clogged up as he said her name, and he hid it behind a cough. “I’ve been in her life for two years and there is no way I can just sit back and let her take what’s mine away from me. You have to help me get her back. Please.” He hoped his eyes showed all the desperation he felt to get his daughter back, and that she would recognize it for what it was.

      Sage didn’t say anything. Her hands fiddled with the pen in her hands, clicking and unclicking the top of it. After a moment, she seemed to notice what she was doing and promptly set the pen down on the desk. Sage’s lips set into a straight line and her eyes held a stubborn determination. Whatever she was about to say wasn’t anything Tom wanted to hear.

      “Look, I’m sure —Evie, is it? I’m sure she was great and all but like I told you before, I represent humans, not supernaturals.” Tom opened his mouth to interject but she held her hand up, stopping him. “And another thing, I handle serious cases. Wrongful use of magic being one of the main ones. Custody disputes over pets are not my area of expertise. Now—” she stood from her desk and walked around it, gesturing with a sweep of her arm toward the door “—if you wouldn’t mind, I have other clients to see.”

      “Just wait a moment, would you?” He jumped to his feet, suddenly standing toe to toe with her. She let out a small gasp that he would have delighted in if she wasn’t being so difficult.

      “Evie isn’t my dog.” Tom huffed, digging his phone out of his pocket, he opened up his photos until he found one of his favorites and handed it to the lawyer. “She’s my daughter.”
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      An asshat that was what she was. The Queen of all the asshats in the world. There was not a shoe big enough that would fit in Sage’s mouth. No way to make how she had acted in any way better.

      A daughter. It was about his daughter. After all this time, she had assumed it was something petty like money or revenge. Nowhere in her mind had she even considered the fact that he was so determined to have her as his lawyer because of his own offspring.

      The moment her head had jerked up and her eyes had landed on his tantalizing blue ones, she had felt a deep tingling feeling that shot straight to her core. He kept his hair longer, so it fell across his forehead and brushed the nape of his neck. The muscles in his arms flexed as if knowing they had an audience, and if his looks weren't enough to have her hormones on overdrive, the fact that he had a daughter and actually gave a damn about her? That threw her into the deep end without a rope.

      The girl on the phone that she had been staring at intently as a way to pull herself together was the spitting image of her father. Same mesmerizing eyes, except her blonde hair, had a bit of a curl to it that his lacked. Must come from her mother, Sage mused.

      “So, Miss Spindle, will you help me?” his sinfully delectable voice asked, his eyes glittering with a hopeful gleam that she was hard pressed to resist.

      Sage sat the phone down on the desk and slid it across the surface, quickly removing her hand from the device before he could touch it. She’d heard touch made their powers more effective, and while he had assured her he wasn’t going to bespell her, she had never taken the word from a sup as gospel.

      “I was not under the impression that this was about a child, Mr. Rumple. If I had, I would not have dismissed you so quickly, and I apologize.” She cleared her throat, swallowing the fact that her own prejudice had almost gotten in the way of helping a child.

      “So, are you going to help me?” he asked again, causing her eyes to narrow in warning.

      “As I was saying had I known, I would have told you to contact your Moderator, but since you have already informed me that you had done so and that she had recommended you to me, I can only presume that your case is delicate enough to need a special touch. One that only I can provide.” Sage cringed internally at the phrase, her mind going directly into the gutter. What else she could be touching? Get it together Sage, his girl just left him and he has a kid! No time to think with your lady parts.

      “That’s what I’ve been trying to say all along.” He threw his hands up and made a growl low in his throat that drenched her panties in less than a millisecond. It was time for him to go. Now.

      “Well, now you have. I will need to get some information from you, and I will need to find a judge that would be on our side. There haven’t been many human supernatural custody battles, but there have been enough that I am optimistic about our chances.” The smile that lit his face made her own creep up before she could stop it. She stood and walked around the desk, preparing to usher him out the door.

      “Thank you.” He stood from his chair as well.  Sage’s nose was assaulted by his musky spice. It was completely male and otherworldly. She held her hands up and took a step back, her eyes on his chest where his shirt was stretched against him as if fighting its way out.

      “You’re welcome.” Her voice was hoarse and breathless, making her frown. She gestured to Beth, who was not even pretending to work, instead of watching them like the latest soap opera. “Beth will get you scheduled for a time we can meet to go over the specifics.”

      “What?” his eyes widened, confusion in his voice. “We can’t go over it now?”

      Sage gave an aggravated sigh, “No, Mr. Rumple we cannot. I do have other clients to meet with. Now, I will turn you over to Beth’s capable hands and look forward to meeting with you again.”

      Turning away from his delicious view, she leaned over her desk and wiggled her mouse to wake up her computer. She brought up her schedule on the laptop, searching for a time she could meet with him next. The very thought of seeing him again gave her mixed emotions. Half of her was petrified, the other half making her in dire need of a new pair of panties.

      “Tom.”

      “What?” She turned back from her computer to see him still standing by her desk. His eyes had darkened until his irises were like a raging storm. It caused more than a physical reaction but something spiritual. Like his eyes were seeing right into her depths. Of all the looks he had given her during their short time, that look terrified her the most. He was the kind of guy who didn’t just want to have one hot passionate night of lovemaking. No. Tom Rumple was the kind of man that wanted to own your body, heart, and soul.

      “You can call me Tom,” he explained his eyes never leaving hers.

      Gulping, Sage smoothed her hands down her skirt, her skin crawling like little electrical currents shooting down her arms. “I think it would be better if we kept this as professional as possible, Mr. Rumple.” Using his last name deliberately.

      The storm in his eyes began to quiet until his eyes were that bright blue once more. His face smoothed over into a neutral smile that didn’t reach his eyes. It was like her words had caused him to draw back into himself, leaving the room feeling cold and empty.

      “As you wish, Miss Spindle.” He nodded slightly and turned on his heel. Sage’s eyes moved on their own, locking onto his backside and the way his jeans clung to his buttocks. Coming or going that fae was one delicious but dangerous male specimen.

      Racing into the little office bathroom, Sage splashed cold water on her face. She gripped the edge of the sink and took in deep calming breaths. She needed to get a grip.

      How was she going to help get his daughter back if being in the same room with him caused such a visceral reaction? Just the last five minutes had been torture on her libido. Her panties were completely ruined, and she didn’t see it getting any better.

      Why hadn’t she just told him no? Their firm handled all kinds of cases, anything from misuse of magic to things like custody battles as long as it had to do with a supernatural creature. Usually, though, she was on the mother’s side, so what made this one different?

      Even asking herself that was silly, because she knew the answer. Her sperm donor.

      Her mother had a one night stand that ended up with her being pregnant with Sage, but when she tried to get in contact with the guy he was nowhere to be found. At the time, her mother hadn’t known that the man she had slept with wasn’t exactly human, not until he showed up on their doorstep when Sage was twelve.

      He was exactly as her mother had always described him: tall, dark skin that had a kind of glow to it, and eyes so pale that it almost looked like he was blind. Luckily for Sage, she had inherited everything from her mother, including her lack of magical powers. The moment he had realized she was just ordinary he disappeared as quickly as he had come.

      Up until that point Sage really hadn’t cared about knowing her father. She knew her mother was lonely and longed for him. It wasn’t until she was much older that Sage realized that her mother was suffering from being bespelled. Humans that mate with fae will always want them, whether it be a month or twenty years. Her mother’s despair had been enough of a reminder for Sage to never want anything to do with another fae in her life. She had been pretty successful up until now, besides the occasional court appearance.

      Turning the faucet off, Sage began to dry her hands and face. While in the middle of throwing the paper away, a familiar voice sounded out in the office, followed by a giggle and more talking. Fuck. Wendy.

      Sage groaned at a sudden realization. She would have to tell Wendy. Her friend would find out anyways, and it was better to come from her than from Beth. She loved the older woman to death but she was such a gossip. There was no telling what she would say.

      Drying her face and hands, she drew her shoulders back and prepared to face the music. She could only hope that Tom had left with the sound of the door’s bell. Just the chance of seeing him again caused her insides to clench.

      She was in so much trouble.
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      Beth scheduled Tom to meet with Sage in a conference room at the hotel he was staying at. Said it would be more private than trying to get into all his personal details at the office. She had winked at him and said it would also give them some alone time to get to know each other.

      Tom had a sneaky suspicion that the older woman didn’t mean professionally. For Tom, that usually wasn’t a problem, but the way Sage had reacted to him when they had been up close and personal made him think she wasn’t too keen on getting to know him more personally or otherwise. So, it came to a surprise to him when he arrived at the meeting place just before it was time, to find Sage sitting at the table already.

      Standing by the door, Tom watched her scribble away on a piece of paper not even looking up to greet him. Today she was wearing a purple dress that clung to her upper chest. Tom ached to see the whole package but knew that it wouldn’t have been a good way to start the day by asking her to stand up so he could check her out.

      “Are you going to stand there staring or can we get started?” her words were clipped and tight, confirming Tom’s theory that she wasn’t exactly thrilled to be there.

      “I don’t know, Sage, I happen to like the view.” Tom couldn’t help but tease, purposely using her first name. His words didn’t have the desired effect, though. Sage’s shoulders tightened and she sat her pen down before turning in her seat to look at him. Her eyes were cold and unfeeling, her lips pressed together until they were almost nonexistent. No sense of humor apparently.

      “Let’s get one thing straight, Mr. Rumple.” She said his name with emphasis that made it sound like she had a bad taste in her mouth. “I am helping you because I can’t bear for a child to lose their parent. This is not a social gathering. We are not friends. Your usual fae charms won’t work on me, so I suggest we get down to business and you stop wasting both of our time.”

      Firmly put in his place, Tom tucked his hands in his pockets and made his way over to the large desk sitting in the hotel meeting room. Drawing his chair back, he kept his eyes on hers and didn’t miss the way her eyes trailed down him, causing her scent to spike. He was smart enough not to comment on it, though. Instead, he sat down and waited for her to start.

      Slightly nodding her head, she turned her attention back to the papers in front of her. “Now, before I can start the process of getting you your daughter back we need to go over a few things. There is some information I need to get from you about your current status and regarding…Monica, was it?” her eyebrows rose with the question, and her scent spiked again, but this time not of arousal but something else Tom couldn’t place.

      Forcing back a need to ask, Tom answered, “Anything you need to know I will tell you. I want you to know I will do anything that is required to get Evie back, and I mean anything.” The emphasis in his voice had nothing to do with sex, though, he was sure she thought he meant that. It had everything to do with ripping someone’s head off and feeding it to the trolls. Not that trolls eat flesh, but the visual was usually effective when threatening someone. Tom would know he’d used it before.

      “That is good to know but probably won’t be necessary.” Sage cleared her throat and straightened out the papers in front of her, the smell of fear and arousal filled the air causing Tom to shift in his seat. He didn’t know how he was going to get through this meeting without thinking about her naked every few minutes. Just the thought of her on top of the table, her skirt bunched up over her thighs as he pounded into her drove him to the edge.

      Luckily for him, she seemed to be better at containing her need and quickly calmed herself, her scent shifting back to neutral. Tom was intrigued by how in control she was of her emotions. Most women who were around him couldn’t think of anything other than sex, and Sage had met him not once but twice if Tom hadn’t been able to smell her arousal, she seemed almost completely unaffected by him. It confused and amazed him.

      “We are going to do this as much by the book as possible, so I need you to be honest with me every step of the way. All right?” When he just nodded, her eyes narrowed and she added sternly, “I mean it. No bending the truth. No half-lies. I know how you fae like to change things to your benefit. The only way this is going to work is if you are completely honest with me.”

      The way she spoke to him was like a mother scolding a child who had been caught eating a cookie before dinner. It was both a turn on and encouraging. She had integrity, and that could only help him in his quest to get his daughter back. Unfortunately, it didn’t help the uncomfortable tightness in his pants.

      “Understood.”

      “Good.” Her face softened and she glanced back at the table. “First, I need you to give me Monica’s information so we can request the mediation.” Sage pushed a pen and pad of paper across the table, pulling her hand back quickly as soon as he reached out for it.

      Tom’s lips quirked up at the action. She didn’t want him to touch her, did she? The thought wouldn’t have bothered him had he not been so desperate to touch her himself. Now all he could think about was ways to make sure she would have to touch him.

      Scribbling down Monica’s address and phone number, he stood from the chair and brought it around to the other side of the table. He sat the pad of paper down next to her being sure his fingers brushed her arms as he did so, causing her head to snap up and her eyes to widen.

      “Here you are,” he murmured, enjoying the effect he was having on her. “What else?”

      “What?” she asked her face flushing, her arousal almost a tangible thing he could taste on the tip of his tongue. Sage shook her head, her scent fading and asked again, “What was that?”

      “I said here’s Monica’s information. What else do you want?” The question was innocent enough considering their conversation, but the way he said it made it clear he was talking about something else altogether. Something that he knew they both wanted badly.

      He watched her swallow, her mouth dropping open slightly. He almost thought she wouldn’t recover herself this time before all of a sudden her eyes hardened and her brows pinched tight together. Almost. Tom couldn’t contain his glee at almost making her lose control. He strolled back to his seat and flopped down in it, a joyous grin on his face.

      Sage, apparently the more adult of the two, didn’t comment on his actions, instead went back to her checklist as if nothing happened. “Next, I will need to ask you some questions about yourself. These will help the court if you are a fit parent and can provide for Evie should they rule in your favor. This also helps me figure out how best to defend you, so remember…” her eyes locked onto his. “No leaving things out.”

      “Of course not,” Tom replied lacing his fingers behind his head. “I am yours to command.”

      Ignoring his comment with a roll of her eyes, she pointed her pen at her paper. “First off, what is your occupation?”

      “Unemployed.”

      Sage’s eyes shot up from her paper and her lips dipped down in a frown. “Unemployed? How is that possible? You’re staying in one of the best hotels in the city and you are saying you are unemployed?”

      Tom followed her gaze around the room taking in the expensive décor. He’d known the hotel was on the upper-end scale, but he hadn’t really been paying much attention to it. Tom was thinking about getting his daughter back not how fancy the place he was staying at was.

      “I had a generous donor, who was more than happy to help me out.” Tom shrugged, dropping his hand down to the table in front of him. “What else?”

      “A generous donor?” If the question didn’t imply it, the look on her face said she didn’t believe him in the slightest.

      “Yes, now next question.” He tried to direct the conversation away from where he was staying and back on topic. He should have known it wouldn’t be that easy. Not with someone who was so strict with their own emotions.

      “Now wait a moment. You promised no lies. I need to know these things. If you are unemployed it won’t look good on you in court.” She shook her head, clicking her pen in her hand, a habit he noticed she did when she was getting frustrated. “If you don’t have money to take care of yourself how are you going to take care of your daughter? Or even pay for me to represent you?”

      “Well, since supernaturals aren’t considered citizens, or to most, even alive, and therefore are not being taxed or our employment being tracked in any way, to the eyes of the law I would technically be unemployed.” Tom used air quotes around the words, his explanation baffling even to him.

      When the supernaturals had announced their presence, it had been a huge thing on ‘are they or aren’t they aliens’. Did they come in peace or were they really there to overtake their world and experiment on the human populace.

      The idea was ludicrous to Tom. Why in the world would they care anything about the humans? They had some fancy gadgets and something that did make their lives easier but compared to the Seelie Court, the human world was seriously lacking. That was, of course, save for the monsters that had driven him out of his home in the first place.

      Tom frowned as Sage continued her interrogation. “All right, then. What do you do for money? I mean, you can’t just go around getting donors everywhere you go. You aren’t that charming.”

      Her statement made him smile. Tom knew for a fact that he was indeed that charming and on a lesser woman, he could have had her and the contents of her wallet within five minutes of their meeting. Being that as it may, Sage’s assessment of him made him playful.

      “Oh, I can assure you I am.” His eyes lit with humor as she gave him a look of disbelief. “But to answer your question. I am a procurer of sorts. I use my charms as you might say to retrieve things that others would not be able to obtain.”

      “Such as?” she asked leaning toward him in interest.

      “Artifacts, property, paintings. An array of things.” He shrugged. “I’m good at it and people pay good money for me to use my charms to get what they want.”

      “And are you using magic to procure these objects?” Her question was sharp and accusing. He knew what she was asking but knew she wouldn’t like his answer.

      He settled his gaze on her not flinching at all when he said coolly, “In some cases, yes.”

      Tom waited for her to cry out, “But that’s illegal!” But to his surprise she didn’t she watched him for a moment as if assessing what kind of man he was before she nodded and turned back to her list in front of her.

      They didn’t talk for a few minutes, her with her eyes firmly on the paper in front of her, him with his eyes on her. She had her hair up today. Her dark locks swept up into a tidy bun that left her neck long and bare. He craved to press his lips along the column of her neck to feel her pulse beneath her skin as he touched her. Was she in control of the rest of herself as she was her scent?

      Tom’s question was left unanswered when she returned her eyes to his and asked, “So, what do you think made Monica leave so suddenly taking all of your money and your child? You told me what was on the note but there has to be more to it than that?”

      Running a hand over his face, Tom sighed, “I honestly didn’t know anything was wrong. I am as baffled as you are now. Then she called me the other day, the same day we had talked last on the phone.”

      “What did she say?”

      Tom picked at his nails, not looking her in the eye as he recalled their conversation. It hadn’t been very long, and it had been about as helpful as Monica’s note had been. He wouldn’t have mentioned it at all if it hadn’t been for the last part she had said to him.

      “That our love wasn’t real. That none of it was real.” He explained his confusion clear in his voice. “I don’t know what she meant by that. I thought we were happy. We were talking about buying a house and settling down in a real business and then she up and leaves me. I don’t know what happened.”

      His eyes met hers and the anger there made his stomach churn. “What? What are you thinking?”

      “I think we are done here.” Sage snapped, gathering her things and stomping toward the door.
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      This had been a bad idea. She knew it had been and still she did it anyways because of her own daddy issues. And look where it got her.

      It hadn’t helped that Tom had come in looking slightly rumpled with that just fucked look that made her thighs press together in need. The entire meeting with him had been torture, a rollercoaster of emotions that kept her in a constant state of arousal and then irritation. Sage could just imagine what Tom smelled with his heightened fae senses, and it horrified her that he could read her so easily.

      That was why every time she found herself falling into his endless blue eyes, or had the urge to rip his shirt off and find out just how lickable his abs were, she promptly squashed it down. It was easy to cool her rampant libido, just one thought of how her mother cried every night for a year after her sperm donor had stopped by that one time was enough to kill any attraction she had to her client. Too bad it didn’t keep it down.

      “Where are you going?” his deep voice called after her, the sound of his chair moving back, filling the room.

      “We’re done.” Sage stopped in her tracks, spinning on her heel. “I’m sorry. I thought I could help you but I can’t. You have to find someone else. The Moderator should never have suggested you come to me.”

      Tom made his way around the table and towards her. She forced herself not to step back when he was close enough to feel his body heat. Locking eyes with him, she made herself remember what he had done and not how much her hand itched to touch him.

      “Don’t you understand? There is no one else.” He reached for her but she stepped back out of his grasp, not trusting herself to let him touch her. Tom seemed to get the hint and dropped his hands but didn’t back down. “If it’s not you, I’ll have to try and get her back on my own or worse go through the council.” He shook his head, sadness in his face. “No one wins with them.”

      Sage felt for him, not having dealt with the council for supernatural creatures herself but having heard of others who have and it wasn’t pleasant. The council was harsh and unyielding, rogue supernaturals only feared them a little more than they did the Moderator, and that was only because they decided their fate. The Moderator just hunted them down and helped dish the punishment out. The fact that she had suggested Tom come to her instead of the council said loads, but Sage couldn’t ignore the facts, and Tom was not someone she could help. She just couldn’t.

      “I’m sorry. I just can’t help someone who would use their magic to bespell another. I’ve seen what it does to people, and I won’t aid someone who could do such a thing.” Filled with a righteous anger, she shook her head at him.

      “Bespell?” Tom’s eyes widened and then his face hardened. “I don’t know what makes you think I would ever do that. I might use my magic to persuade people to my side, but I’d never force someone to do my bidding. That’s just wrong.” There was genuine disgust in his voice that caused hope to rise in her.

      “Then why would Monica say that it wasn’t real?” Sage crossed her arms over her chest, pressing her papers to her. “The way she worded it only leaves one conclusion and that was that you forced her to be with you—to love you. If that is the case I can’t help you, and no one else will either. Misuse of magic is a serious crime and I should be turning you in just for suspicion.”

      “Now wait a minute.” The change on his face was instant. Gone was the flirty and charming man and in his place was a dangerous being that caused the air in the room to stifle and Sage to catch her breath. The storm she had witnessed in her office had only been a smidgen of what Tom was, and if the pressure she was feeling now was anything like his full power, she couldn’t imagine what the Moderator was like.

      “I may be a lot of things. Thief, crook, swindler, but I am not and have never been a monster.” His voice boomed out, the vibration of it shaking Sage to her core. “You might not like me very much, or any of our kind for that matter, but that does not give you the right to automatically assume we are all the same. What is it that made you this way? That makes you cling to your tiger eye so tightly?”

      He gestured to her hand where she was indeed gripping her amulet. She hadn’t even noticed she was doing it and promptly let it go, forcing her hand down to her side. Taking a deep breath, Sage raised her eyes to his accusing ones.

      “My reasons are my own and no business of yours.” Her words were cool and clipped, taking everything in her not to bite his head off. After his display of power, she had no desire to piss him off further, but he needed to know he couldn’t talk to her that way.

      “So you can pry into my life but I can’t know about yours?”

      “That’s right because I’m your lawyer. You hired me to save your sorry ass and by doing so, I have privy to every sordid detail of your life.” Sage placed a hand on her hip cocking it to the side with an upturned nose. “Or were you just pretending to care about getting your daughter back?”

      “No!” Tom shouted closing the distance between them making the room stifling for a whole other reason. He cleared his throat and stuck his hands in his pockets, glancing down and then back up at her. “I mean yes, I do care about getting my daughter back. I’m sorry I know you are just doing your job but bespelling someone isn’t just a serious crime in your world. It’s an even worse offense in ours and accusing someone of it is just as bad. But of course you don’t know anything about our ways, so I apologize for reacting the way I did, it was rude.”

      Sage felt her head move up and down, though she wasn’t really aware she was doing it. Tom was still standing barely an inch away from her. It was a bit overwhelming, even when they weren’t doing anything but talking. Well, he was talking. She was standing there like an idiot.

      “I understand.” She heard herself say, her mouth becoming drier the longer he stood close to her looking down at her with those cerulean eyes. Shaking her head, she stared down at her feet and then back to his face. “I shouldn’t have assumed. I apologize as well.”

      Tom let out a sigh that had them brushing ever so slightly against the other. The feel of it shouldn’t have affected her so much, but suddenly she found the need to be as far away from Tom Rumple as possible or she would be in trouble of being one of those women who fell for his charms.

      “Anyways.” She stepped back from him preparing to turn toward the door. “I have to get going now, we have a good start and I will have Beth set us up another meeting soon.” She gave a nervous chuckle, “Who knows, you could have your daughter back in your arms by the end of the month.”

      “Wait.” His hand wrapped around her arm while she was in mid-spin, stopping her from racing for the door like she direly wished to. “That’s it? We barely got started. I thought you would need more information than that.” He shook his head confusion etched on his face. “I could have told you all this over the phone.”

      The instant his hand touched her she felt like she was on fire. Every inch of her flared to life. It was like her insides were dancing to a sensual song she didn’t know and all of them ended up closer to the fae in front of her.

      Sage gulped, trying to find a good excuse for her hasty exit but was coming up blank. She couldn’t just tell him she needed to leave because she couldn’t stop thinking about his lips on hers, or what it would feel like to have his hands on her body. No, she couldn’t have that. Sage was determined not to be like her mother and end up heartbroken and longing after a man who would never come back.

      “I’m sorry, I have other things to attend to and this is a good start. We’ll meet again soon.” She tried to move away from him once more but he held on fast. The energy in her changed from a seductive dance to angry. It pushed against her skin as if it was the bars to a cell that it desperately needed to break free of.

      She placed a hand against Tom’s chest intending to push him away, but as she said, “Let me go.” The energy escaped and her tiny shove ended up with him flying across the room. He landed in a heap on the floor, his eyes wide in wonder.

      Staring down at her hand in horror, Sage tried to make sense of what just happened. Tom didn’t stay down for long, though, and the moment he got to his feet, Sage was out the door running. Not even taking the moment to pick up the things she had dropped in the scuffle.
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      On his way up to his hotel room, Tom mulled over what had just happened. The meeting hadn’t gone very well, ending with both of them having to apologize, but that wasn’t the part surprised him. They had a volatile relationship since the moment they met. Each of them pushing and pulling —mostly him pulling her to help him but never had it come to blows like that.

      She had magic! It all made sense now. Either she was a witch and in denial of her powers, or she was part fae. He would have bet on fae any day. Her hatred of his kind and the way she jumped on him at the thought of him bespelling Monica said it all.

      It would also explain why the chemistry between them was so palpable. Tom had never been so attracted to a human before, and he had only felt the way he did with Sage when he was with another fae. He should have seen it before, sensed it, but he was so wrapped up in getting his daughter back it didn’t even occur to him.

      Unfortunately, this made things even more complicated than they already were. Ever since her magic touched him, he had been hard as a rock. He wanted nothing more than to hunt her down and ravish her until they were both satiated. How the hell was he going to keep his hands off her long enough to win in court?

      Tom shook his head and smiled to himself. At least the trip wasn’t a total waste. The thought was cut off when he got to his hotel room door and found someone else already in front of it.

      Leaning against the wall, his head down staring at his phone was Phillip. Dark hair that was shaved close to the scalp, he barely reached Tom’s chin, an aspect that had always pissed Phillip off and Tom had no qualms teasing him about it.

      Phillip had been Monica and his business partner two years ago before Evie was born before he suddenly got an offer for a job in another part of New Hampshire where Monica was currently residing. Thinking back to it now, it was kind of convenient that he had left just as he and Monica found out they were expecting. Too convenient.

      “What are you doing here?” Tom asked not even trying to keep the rage out of his voice. It was taking everything in him not to throw him through a wall let alone talk to him.

      Pushing off the wall, Phillip slipped his phone into his pocket. If he was afraid of Tom he didn’t show it and gave him a sardonic smile that made Tom’s blood boil.

      “What? No hello, how are you?”

      Tom’s jaw clenched and his hands tightened at the mocking tone of his voice. He was really making it hard for him to keep from getting violent. Taking a deep breath, Tom reminded himself to think about Evie. If he killed the bastard now, he would never get his daughter back, and he couldn’t have that.

      “Hello, how are you, or better yet how’s, Monica?” He asked not to be pleasant or that he really cared but to let him know that he wasn’t hiding anything from Tom.

      “They’re doing great! Thanks for asking. Evie doesn’t miss you at all, in case you were wondering. She has good old Uncle Phillip to make her laugh now. No need for a washed up monster like you for a father.” Phillip spat, his disdain for Tom’s kind clear as day.

      When Tom and Monica had first gotten together it had just been the two of them. Running schemes and making money. Then one day she brought Phillip into the mix. Said that he knew how they could score big, and at the time, Tom was high on love and greed and hadn’t noticed the looks of disgust Phillip directed his way. It wasn’t until later, much later, when they were on a job conning a big wig out of a priceless piece of art for next to nothing that Phillip had let slip his prejudice.

      A half-joking comment of, “You’re a sup what does the law care about you?” flashed warning signs to Tom. Using sup was equivalent to using the wrong term to refer to another race. While it wasn’t illegal it would get the person in trouble more often or not if in the wrong crowd.

      That one slip had been the downslide of their partnership. Phillip started not showing up as often, and Monica would just say he had another job. Tom didn’t believe either of them, but what could he say? It’s not like he wanted the guy around anyways.

      Now, with him standing in front of him, claiming his daughter didn’t need him because he was one of the dirty monsters, Tom could see what had gotten into Monica. It had been Phillip. He was a fool to not have figured it out before.

      “I’m going to ask you once more and then I’m calling security,” Tom paused for emphasis. “What are you doing here?”

      “Oooo, security. I’m so scared.” Phillip shook his hands in front of him and laughed. “Good ol’ Rumple has lost his touch. No more I’ll break your legs but I’ll call security. Ha! What a waste.”

      Red flashed behind Tom’s eyes and before he knew what he was doing, he had Phillip by the collar of his shirt shoved up against the door of his room. His feet dangling from where Tom had him suspended, Phillip’s eyes widened and the first hint of fear filled his scent.

      Tom leaned in close until their noses almost brushed and growled, “What the fuck are you doing here? Is that Rumple enough for you?”

      “Now, come on, Tom,” he stuttered, glancing down the hallway each way as if looking for someone to help him. “I didn’t come here to fight.”

      Tightening his grip on Phillip’s collar, Tom sent a slight jolt of magic through him. “Then what are you here for?”

      “I’m just here to warn you is all. I swear.” Phillip’s feet kicked out below him, and he struggled to get out of Tom’s grip, but he was no match for his fae strength. He was a roach on the ground that Tom didn’t squash for his daughter’s benefit and even then it was iffy.

      “Warn me about what?”

      The other man stopped struggling long enough to choke out, “If you don’t leave Monica and Evie alone, we’ll turn you in for misuse of magic.”

      Tom rolled his eyes. “Nobody is going to believe that I used magic on her for all these years, had a kid and not noticed something was amiss. It won’t hold up in court.”

      “Court?” Phillip’s eyes widened, his scent spiking with fear once more. “Nobody said anything about going to court. We’re just talking about the Council, and they will believe use when we have years of documented incidents where you used your magic to steal money and goods from humans. Think they’ll let you stay here let alone or get near your daughter?” The snake shook his head with a smug smirk. “You won’t get ten feet into the human world again when they get ahold of you.”

      Unfortunately, the idiot had a point. If the Council even got wind of Tom doing magic on humans, even the smallest of influence, they’d throw him back to the fae realm faster than he could say Bandersnatch. While the threat against the fae was gone, Tom had heard about how the Seelie Court was now, and he had no intentions of returning to be at the mercy of her care. He’d spent a century doing his duty for his queen and he was done.

      Question was, how did he keep the weasel from telling and still get his daughter back?

      Turning his attention back to the man in his hands, he let a slow smile slide onto his face. The smile wasn’t a nice smile either. Phillip was smart enough to realize that as well, because he kicked his feet and clawed at Tom’s hand, trying once more to get free of his grip.

      Tom sat Phillip back down on his feet and let go of his collar. Straightening out the man’s shirt, Tom said, “Go ahead.”

      “W…what?” He stuttered.

      “You heard me. Tell them.” Tom’s grin widened, a delightful tremor going through him at the look on the other man’s face.

      “But…but you’ll be thrown out! Tossed into the fae realm and never allowed to come back. What about Evie? You’ll never see her again!” Panic filled his voice that only caused to encourage Tom with his charade.

      “That’s all right. I’m sure I could request to have her transferred to the Seelie Court with me. Seeing as her mother and you will be in jail.” Tom shrugged and tried not to laugh at the befuddlement on Phillip’s face.

      “Jail? For what?”

      “I mean, when I tell them that you two were right there with me, egging me on, providing targets to steal from.” Tom shook his head at the confusion in Phillip’s eyes. “They aren’t just going to believe that I could steal all that stuff on my own, do you?” He gave a slight chuckle. “I’m good but not that good. It will be easy enough to prove you and Monica orchestrated the whole thing, and I was just a lonely fae who was desperate to make a living.”

      “But that’s a lie!” Phillip’s face turned red and his shoulders stiffened as he pointed a finger at Tom. “It was you who was the orchestrator not me and certainly not Monica. She was just the one you decided to dig your fae claws into the moment you sensed vulnerability in her.”

      Vulnerable? Monica? Tom didn’t hold back the snort. The only day in her life Monica was ever a victim was when she played it for their jobs. It was a role she played well. Too well, Tom had thought on more than one occasion.

      “I’m going to give you some advice, Phillip, and I suggest you take it.” Tom clapped the man on the shoulder. “If Monica came back to you, it’s not because she needed you. Monica doesn’t need anyone but Monica. I learned that the hard way.” He laughed bitterly. “But you know that already.”

      “You’re wrong. Monica loves me, it’s you who she doesn’t need.” Phillip’s words sounded like he was trying to convince himself more than to convince Tom. He almost felt sorry for the poor bastard. That was if he hadn’t helped destroy his life. Monica had lost his sympathy and his love the moment he realized she intended to keep their daughter from him. Screw the man in front of him and screw Monica. They could both rot in hell for all he cared.

      “You keep telling yourself that, Phil.” Tom pulled his keycard out of his pocket and shoved the man aside. “Now get out of my hotel before I get really upset.”

      “Fine.” Phillip adjusted his shirt with a sniff. “But don’t forget what I said. If you know what is good for you, you’ll drop this, and maybe Monica will throw you a bone on holidays.”

      With Phillip gone, Tom opened his room and sighed. Today had truly been a stress filled day. First, the meeting with Sage that turned out to be more than a little shocking and then Phillip’s threat. Tom didn’t think this was the last he would see of him, but it would at least buy him some time to get the law on his side. Now, if only his lawyer was as easy to persuade.
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      When Sage had left the hotel she hadn’t stopped walking until she was home. That was when she realized she had left all her paperwork for Tom’s case on the floor of the meeting room. Cursing her own stupidity, she contemplated going back for it, but the thought of seeing Tom again so soon made her sick to her stomach.

      Forget it, she would get them tomorrow. Or maybe she could convince Wendy to pick them up for her. If she was lucky Tom would bring them by the office on his own and she wouldn’t have to worry about it.

      Making a mental note to file the papers for the mediation tomorrow, Sage stepped into her kitchen. She pulled out the box of cat food and filled her cat Serendipity’s bowl. The sound of the food hitting the bowl drew the fat white tabby out of her hiding spot and curling around Sage’s ankles. A purr vibrated along Sage’s skin and she instantly felt calmer.

      She didn’t know what it was about cats but just being around them made her feel better. Cats weren’t like humans where she had to pay attention to them and worry about their feelings. Serendipity was perfectly happy to be left to her own devices, as long as Sage fed and pet her every once in a while. The only negative was the cat’s constant need to lie on top of Sage’s computer when she was trying to work.

      Reaching down, she scratched the cat behind the ears before turning to find her own meal. Sage wasn’t a master chef, and the kitchen in her apartment wasn’t the top notch, but it was functional. Most nights she would attempt to make some semblance of a healthy meal but tonight she was too drained to care.

      There was a stack of takeout menu’s she always kept by the phone for such occasions. Sage had learned quickly what delivery places were the best and which ones would make her wait two hours and then leave her with cold food. That was if she was lucky enough to get the right order.

      Chinese or Soup? While both were comfort foods for her, the soup was probably the healthier choice. Picking up her cell, she dialed the number for the shop and waited.

      “House of Dragon, what do you want?” The heavily accented voice answered on the other line.

      “Yes, I would like a number four, with the rice fried not steamed. Two egg rolls, an order of crab Rangoon, and a number eleven with no sauce,” Sage spouted out her usual order. She glanced down at Serendipity and placed her hand over the receiver, frowning. “Don’t look at me that way. You don’t know what I went through today. I need this.” She placed the phone back to her face and said, “Yes, that’s all. Twenty minutes? That’s fine.”

      “That will be twenty-two fifty,” the voice said in her ear and then the line went dead. Sage hung up the phone not bothered by their abruptness. They didn’t have great customer service, but their food was to die for and just what she needed to forget about the last few hours.

      Most nights she would be curling up with a hot cup of coffee reading her latest naughty romance before going to bed. Tonight Sage knew that anything to do with romance or sex would have her picturing a blue eyed fae that she needed to be distancing herself from not fantasizing about.

      No, tonight was not a coffee and romance night. It was a wine and binge watching her DVR kind of night.

      Before pouring her first glass of the night, Sage slipped out of her work clothes and threw on her favorite pair of fuzzy pajama pants. They were hideous. A combination of plaid that looked like a unicorn threw up on it and the designer just said throw it on a pair of pants. She’d never wear them in public, okay so she did that one time when she had the flu and needed medicine, but other than that she only wore them around the house when she was feeling really crappy. Tonight definitely fell into that category.

      Sinking into the couch with her glass of wine, Sage turned on the show she had been DVRing. It was about a woman who runs an antique store and comes across a necklace that gives her magic powers. Watching the woman struggle with the development of her powers made Sage remember what happened back in the meeting room. Not that she had forgotten. In fact, she had been deliberately not thinking about it.

      What had that been about? One moment she was standing there trying to make a graceful exit and then the next Tom was on the other side of the room. Had she really done that?

      She held the hand that wasn’t holding her wine glass up and turned it this way and that. Well, it didn’t look any different. Maybe it was a fluke. Just the fae in her responding to Tom’s.

      Sage nodded her head that had to be it. She didn’t have magic. Almost thirty years without a sign of her father’s side in her, why would it show up now?

      Picking up her phone, she almost called her mother but stopped. She wouldn’t know any more than Sage did what was going on with her. It wasn’t like she had magical powers. The only thing she could call her to ask about would be what it was like to be with a fae, and Sage so didn’t want to do that.

      Not only was it an embarrassing topic but her mother easily got depressed any time fae or supernatural creatures came up in the conversation. It made family gatherings hard with Sage’s job and all. No, calling her was out of the question.

      Just as she was about to start another episode on her DVR, her doorbell rang. That was fast, Sage thought, standing from her couch. The Chinese place was usually slower than that. She was lucky to get her food in just over an hour. A half hour was a new record.

      Ready to give the delivery boy a big tip, Sage opened the door to find Tom Rumple standing on her doorstep, holding her papers from the meeting. He looked freshly showered and absolutely appetizing. Suddenly, she only wanted one thing inside of her and that was the man in front of her.

      Mouth dry, Sage held onto the door tightly. “Well, you aren’t my Chou Mein.”

      Lips quirking up into one of his irresistible smiles, Tom held the papers out to her. “I just wanted to drop these off. Thought you probably needed them to get the mediation started.”

      Grabbing the papers from Tom, their fingers brushing caused a zing to zip straight through her and into her core. “Um, thanks.” was her breathless reply. Clearing her throat, she clutched the papers to her chest. “How did you find me?”

      “Beth told me,” he said with a lopsided grin.

      “She did, did she?” Sage muttered, not happy with her secretary’s constant need to butt into her business. She was going to have to have a talk with her when she got back into the office.

      Frowning, Tom tucked his hands in his pockets. “Don’t be mad at her, like I said before, I can be very persuasive when I want to be.” He leaned for a little until he was in her personal bubble. “And I really wanted to be.”

      Taking a step back so she could breathe, Tom took it as an invitation to come in and breezed around her before she could stop him. Spinning on her heels, she held a hand out to stop him but dropped it, the sight of Tom standing in her apartment was too much for her to handle. Surrounded by all of her most loved things, he didn’t look out of place. He looked so right.

      To make it even worse Serendipity had come out to see what the fuss was about and promptly started to rub against Tom’s leg. He didn’t seem to mind and bent down to pick her up. He scratched her under her chin causing the cat to purr in delight.

      He looked good in her home, liked cats, and was hot as hell. She was so screwed.
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      After Phillip had left, Tom had taken a shower hoping to wash away thoughts of a dark beauty that wouldn’t leave his mind. Even now his magic called out to hers. It wanted to be near her almost as much as he wanted his daughter back.

      The water poured over his head and down his back. It was cool against his heated skin. Just thinking about Sage Spindle had lit a fire in him. A fire that caused him to wrap a hand around his hardened cock. He stroked it up and down his length. A sharp jolt of pleasure ripped a gasp out of him.

      The sight in his mind’s eye had the full-lipped lawyer on her knees, her mouth wrapped around him. Her obsidian eyes looking up at him under full lashes, the spark of desire mixed with defiance shot through him, his orgasm hitting him in an instant.

      Toweling off, Tom glanced at the papers on his bed. He could do the safe thing and drop them off at the office. It was the smart thing. While he wanted her, he knew that if something went wrong between them he might lose any chance he had at getting Evie back.

      No, the intelligent thing to do would be to keep his distance. Be civil and helpful but nothing more.

      Standing in Sage’s apartment, his mind cursed him for his lack of control, but his magic thrummed in his veins. The scent of her was all around him. In every inch of her apartment. It wrapped around him like a blanket and found its way inside of him where it left him hard and wanting. Sometimes he was very stupid indeed.

      “I like your place,” he said conversationally, glancing around the room, the fat white cat curled up in his arms. He had always been an animal lover. One of his good friends and the lover of the Moderator was half cat. It was him that had made her aware of Tom’s plight. It was probably why the fat white cat sought him out and why she purred in his arms right now.

      “Thanks.” She closed the door and turned back to him her arms crossed over her chest, the papers still clutched to her bosom. It was taking everything in him not to take her into his arms.

      She looked adorable, so unlike the poised and sophisticated lawyer from earlier. Hair bundled up on her head, her feet bare and wearing the most atrocious pair of pants, she wouldn’t win any beauty contests but Tom had never been more attracted to her.

      They stood there awkwardly, the tension in the room building. The cat in his arms didn’t care for the pressure around them and promptly jumped from his arms, taking off to God only knows where. With the feline gone, it left only them. If possible the thickness in the air intensified.

      Sage broke the tension first, turning to a small table to set the papers down. Hands now free, she kept her back to him. Tom could taste her need and her nervousness in the air. It made him bold. He took the few steps needed to close the distance between them.

      Standing just behind her, not touching, but close enough to feel the heat of her skin, the presence of her energy that swirled to life at his presence. Interesting. Tom had thought she was a mere human, but the longer he stood at her side the more he wondered how he could have ever thought it.

      Her skin had a gleam to it that most humans would have written off as good skin care, but to Tom, it was a clear sign of fae blood. There was something about her, something in her magic that was familiar to him. Like they had met before.

      Shaking his head of the thought, Tom reached up to touch her but was stopped by a knock on the door. His head turned toward the sound and at the same time, Sage turned around running straight into his chest.

      On instinct his hands grabbed her. It was like someone had lit a match inside him, his head dipped down and his lips brushed hers. A gasp fell from her lips, and her hands gripped the fabric of his shirt. The kiss seemed to last forever but was over in less than a minute. The person who had knocked pounded away at the door, pulling their attention from each other and back to them.

      “That would be the Chinese I would imagine,” Sage murmured before pushing passed Tom and opening the door. She paid the man and took the bags from him, closing the door behind her.

      Letting out a frustrated breath, Tom rubbed the back of his neck. “I guess I better let you eat. I’ll see you…well when Beth tells me when.” He placed his hand on the door knob ready to force himself to leave her and the sweet oblivion being in her presence offered him.

      “Wait.”

      When she called out to him, he didn’t know if he was relieved or upset, but he didn’t dare turn around. “Yes?”

      “I seem to have ordered more than I could possibly eat. You could stay and help me eat it?” Crackling papers sounded behind Tom and he finally turned to meet her gaze. Her eyes were hesitant and unsure. They held a vulnerability to them that Tom had never seen on any woman’s face before.

      Glancing at packets of food she was unpacking, Tom tucked his hand in his pockets and started toward her. “I suppose I could stay.”

      Sage went into her kitchen and came back out with plates and silverware. She picked up her half full wine glass and asked, “Would you like some wine?”

      “Sure, but I have to say what you humans call wine is little more than water where I come from.” He smirked as he accepted the glass from her, their fingers brushing so slightly.

      “Where you come from?” Her head cocked to the side in interest. “You mean the Fae Realm?”

      Nodding his head, Tom took a sip from his glass and forced back the grimace at the taste. “Yes, in the Seelie Court we drink faerie wine. Laced with magical properties, it is too strong for humans to drink without becoming intoxicated with only one sip.”

      The laugh snort that came out of her was endearing and before he knew what he was doing, he bent down and took her lips in his, cutting her off mid-laugh. Pulling away, Tom stroked his thumb along the line of her jaw. He took in the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the desire in her eyes, the crackle of magic along her skin.

      “You’re fae, aren’t you?” he asked, though he knew the answer he wanted to hear it from her lips.

      The question had the opposite affect Tom had hoped for. Sage’s eyes hardened and the desire in her eyes all but extinguished. Jerking away from him, she turned to her food, piling her plate high before sitting down on the couch, her back to him.

      “Sage?” he rounded the couch and knelt before her.

      She stabbed at her meal, not meeting his gaze. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

      Tom grasped her hand in his stopping its activities. Her eyes didn’t rise from her plate but her jaw tightened and the energy coming off of her strengthened. He sent his magic out to caress hers in an attempt to soothe her anger.

      The moment his magic touched hers, her eyes shot up from her plate and met his gaze. Eyes squinting, she didn’t pull her hand away but pushed back against him with her magic. Whether she knew she was doing it or not, he didn’t know, but it was a step in the right direction.

      Fae who do not know how to control their power can be more dangerous than the most powerful fae alive. They can hurt those around them, those they love, just by getting too emotional. The magic will lash out not knowing that the welder didn’t really intend to hurt them. More deaths have come from untrained users than from rogue fae. Tom was not about to let Sage become a victim to herself.

      “You didn’t know you had magic, did you?” His hand stroked hers in the same rhythm that his magic slipped along hers. Sage didn’t answer just watched him, caution but wonderment in her eyes. “You do know that you are fae, don’t you? Or at least part.”

      Her mouth opened and she said quietly, bitterness and hate in her voice, “My father was fae.”
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      The feel of Tom’s magic touching her was a strange and new experience. At first, she wasn’t sure what it was. She’d never felt magic before, not directed at her anyway.

      When her own magic welcomed his, it surprised more than just the Fae in front of her. It rolled along her skin like a newly awakened bear coming out of hibernation. She couldn’t help but smirk.

      Her father had dismissed her because she had seemed more human than fae. What would he think when he found out he was wrong? Sage wasn’t sure she even cared.

      Tom’s arrival had been a surprise and even more so the reaction her magic had to his. Even now it reached out to touch his, hesitant and curious. Tasting and feeling out his energy, it gripped her deep inside, pulling a gasp from her.

      Withdrawing her hand from his, she shook the cloud of lust that had filled her from his touch. She needed her mind clear if she was going to have this discussion.

      “My father is fae,” she heard herself say again. She drank deeply from her wine glass, not trusting herself to keep calm enough to tell Tom her story. “You were right back at the hotel. I don’t like your kind very much. It’s no secret. I’ve never tried to hide it. Hell, my job lets me get as many of you sent back to where you belong. I didn’t care if you were innocent or not.” She gave a small bitter smile. “I’m just a silly child trying to take all her resentment for her own father out on the rest of his kind. Never mind if they actually deserved it or not.”

      His hand reached out to touch hers again, but she drew away with a shake of her head. “Don’t. I can’t think when you are touching me.”

      The smirk on his face was so smug she wished she was in control enough of her magic to knock it out of him. Instead, she settled for a simple glare.

      “Don’t get cocky. It doesn’t mean you are irresistible or anything.” She snorted. “I’m new to magic, not stupid. Fae seeks out fae. My magic just hasn’t met another’s before, so don’t consider yourself special.”

      Saying the words her magic was foreign to her and made her skin crawl. She might admit she had more of her father in her than she liked, but that didn’t mean she had to like it.

      “Why didn’t your father teach you to use it? Most fae children, even half, show signs of their powers at twelve or thirteen. He should have come for you by then.” Tom ignored her attempt to belittle her attraction to him.

      “He did come for me and left as soon as I proved to be of no use to him.” Sage gave a short laugh. “I guess I was too set on being nothing like him, my magic stayed dormant all this time. I’d always been a stubborn one.”

      Tom reached out a hand but paused midair over hers. Sage watched him, not stopping him, but not encouraging him either. She could blame her attraction to him on her fae genes all she liked, but it was there and it wasn’t going away anytime soon.

      When his hand touched hers the magic buzzing inside of her to his in an instant. It was intense enough to rip a whimpering sound from her. Sage clenched her teeth against the need to throw herself at him. Just staying in her seat took more effort than she could bear.

      “Fatherless or not, you need someone to help you control your magic before it starts to control you.” His magic lurched out at hers, giving her a sharp nip before a mischievous smile covered his handsome face. “I propose a deal.”

      Ripping her hand away from him, Sage stood from the couch and growled, “It’s always about deals with your kind. Well, I won’t be tricked. You can take your deal and shove it up your ass.” She stomped away from him, jerking the door open. “And you can find yourself another lawyer while you are at it. I quit.”

      Calmly standing from the couch, Tom brushed his hand down his jeans, not seeming to be affected in the slightest. “I’m not trying to trick you, I’m trying to help you. Like you promised to help me. Now I’m just returning the favor.”

      Crossing her arms over her chest, she snarled, “How can you help me? I don’t need anything stolen, nor would I ever ask for you to steal for me. So tell me, Tom Rumple, what can you do for me that I cannot do for myself?”

      Tom’s eyes darkened, he marched across the room, grabbing the door she was holding in his hands. His face bent down until their noses brushed and Sage’s thighs pressed together in a sudden rush of need.

      “I am not talking of thievery or goods. What I have to offer you cannot be given by anyone other than another fae.” His breath rained down on her hot and had the scent of the wine they had drunk. “I can give you control and chaos. You cannot have one without the other no matter how hard you try.”

      “There are other fae who could teach me. It doesn’t have to be you,” she breathed, her voice low with lust.

      Tom’s hands wrapped around her waist, pulling her hips flush against him. The feel of his hardened cock against her stomach made her breath catch in her throat.

      “Yes, there are other fae,” Tom agreed, his hands playing along her sides. “But none of them can make you feel the way I make you feel. No matter how much you want to blame it on the magic.” He nipped at her mouth until she was arching up to meet him, unable to help herself. “You want me as a woman, not as a fae.”

      Sage didn’t have it in her to resist anymore. He was right, she did want him and pretending she didn’t was futile. Besides, what did she have to gain from denying what she wanted?

      “Yes,” she gasped against his mouth, her eyes fluttering open and closed. “You make a very good argument. But seeing as I am your lawyer…” she pressed back from him until they were no longer standing against each other. “I think it is best if we keep our relationship professional, in all aspects. You can teach me how to control my magic after we get your daughter back.”

      The frown on his face filled with disappointment and frustration made her warm inside. It wasn’t every day that a man as good looking as Tom Rumple was upset that they couldn’t sleep with her. The thought made her want to tease him as much as she could before she finally gave in. She had no doubt that she would eventually give in. Just not while they had work to do.

      “I thought you quit?” Tom’s hands tried to pull her closer to him once more, a determined gleam in his eyes.

      Normally, Sage would admire his persistence but not when there was work involved. She couldn’t have it being said that she slept with her client, especially if that client was a fae. She had integrity after all.

      “I’ve reconsidered.” She laced her fingers with his, gently removing them from her side. “I can’t let Evie suffer just because we don’t agree. She should be our main priority now, shouldn’t she?” she looked up at him, her mention of his daughter seeming to clear any lingering lust in his eyes.

      “Right, Evie.” Clearing his throat, Tom removed his hands from hers and tucked them into his pockets. It was a gesture she saw him do quite often and wondered if it was his way of keeping his hands to himself or if it was just a nervous habit. What he had to be nervous about she didn’t know.

      “If it’s all the same to you, I think I’m going to get going.” He looked back at the plate of food he hadn’t even touched and then back to her. “Uh, thanks for the food. I’m sure it was delicious.”

      “Oh, it is. I can assure you.” Sage grinned shyly at him, their conversation getting to that slightly awkward no you hang up first stage. “I’ll see you at the next meeting?”

      “Yea, I mean yes. I look forward to it,” he said quickly, brushing by her and out the door.

      As Sage closed the door behind him, she couldn’t keep the giddy smile off her face. If anyone had asked her a few days ago if she would be happy after finding out she had magic she would have bit their heads off. Now, with the prospect of spending more time with a delectable man who wanted not only to be with her but to help her, she couldn’t help but be happy. She hoped that it would last.
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      The next few times Tom met with Sage was in her office. They both had decided it was safer if they were in a public place and not where they could be alone. Better to avoid temptation as Sage said.

      While Tom agreed with her, it didn’t lessen the intensity of his desire for her. The fact that he knew he could have her but had to wait was a slow torture that was driving him mad. He had never taken so many cold showers in his life.

      More irritating, Sage didn’t seem to be affected at all. She kept her eyes on her work and never gave him a second glance. Tom felt very ordinary, and he didn’t like it one bit.

      “Now, you should let me do most of the talking. We don’t want to say the wrong thing and end up on the shit end of the stick,” Sage instructed him as they waited to meet with Monica and her lawyer.

      It had taken a few weeks to get it organized but Monica seemed to be willing to work with him. She was being unusually reasonable, which was unlike her. She had still refused to let him see Evie or even talk to her until after the meeting. If it was torture for him to wait to be with Sage, it was excruciating to wait to see his daughter.

      He couldn’t wait to have his little girl back in his arms. He was beginning to forget what she smelled like, what her laugh sounded like. No amount of time Monica would allow him was long enough to have his little Evie again.

      “I understand.” He nodded his head, intending to let her take the lead. He wasn’t a fool, he knew that as a supernatural he was already working with a handicap. If he gave them one thing that they could use against him he’d never see his daughter, and that didn’t set well with him. He might not be a bad man but he wasn’t above kidnapping his own daughter.

      The doors to the room opened and they were ushered inside. Inside was a long table with six chairs surrounding it. In the middle of the table was a pitcher of water with a glass for each person. On one side of the table sat a man Tom didn’t know.

      He was older, pushing sixty, with a bald head and thin lips. His eyes were narrow slits and stared at Tom as he walked into the room. The look of contempt on his face told Tom the man knew what he was and he wasn’t happy about it.

      Sitting next to the man was Monica. Her curly brown hair hung around her shoulders, perfectly gooped with product to produce the perfect amount of curl with not a speck of frizz. She had refused to ever move further South because of the almost constant humidity. She was worried about never being able to keep her hair tamed if they did. Which was no surprise why she wouldn’t even hear of meeting him in Florida and insisted the meeting happen in New Hampshire. It was a small enough thing that Tom didn’t argue.

      Her dark eyes lit up when he came into the room, something that always happened, but this time the excitement to see him was overshadowed by the scent of shame in the air. She wasn’t completely happy with this situation. Tom filed that bit of information to the back of his mind for later.

      After seeing Monica and her lawyer, Tom was happy he had opted to wear a suit instead of his usual jeans and t-shirt. He’d been told by Monica, on more than one occasion, that he looked hot in a suit. He opted out of wearing a tie, instead leaving the first two buttons undone like she had always liked. Tom was hoping to play on her previous attraction to him to make this meeting as easy as possible. From the way that her eyes lingered on his form and her scent spiked with desire it was working.

      While Tom felt like a million bucks in his suit, nothing compared to the way Sage looked. In a dark green pant suit, she exuded beauty and power. Two things that would have served her well in the Seelie Court. Tom wondered who her father was.

      “Thank you for meeting with us, so quickly,” Sage started, setting her things down on the table and taking her seat.

      Tom followed suit, sitting down on her left side across from Monica. He laced his fingers together and sat them in front of him on the table, his eyes never leaving hers. If she made any sign of weakness he was going to pounce like the monster she proclaimed him to be.

      “Well, you didn’t really give my client a choice in the matter,” the man next to Monica said, his voice gritty and painful to the ears. “Your claim did say that Miss Straw had to arrange a prompt meeting to discuss the current situation or face a lawsuit for what did you call it?” the man looked down at his papers in front of him, using his finger to scan as he read. “Kidnapping, theft, and slander. Now tell me, Misses Spindle—”

      “Miss,” Sage jumped in to correct him.

      “Miss Spindle, then.” The squinty-eyed man snapped back. “How has my client done any of these things? Evie is her daughter, she can take her wherever she likes. The bank account where she had withdrawn the contents had her name on it as well and the slander, well.” He chuckled giving Tom a dark look. “You can’t really call stating the truth of one's natures slander, now can you?”

      Tom glared back. How the hell did she put up with this guy? He wasn’t even trying to hide his prejudice against his kind. Wasn’t there some kind of law against that?

      Lucky for him, Sage knew what she was doing and promptly replied, “Are you suggesting that your client’s claims of being bespelled for the last seven years are true? Through, childbirth and everything?” She shook her head and frowned. “I’m sorry but that is a little far-fetched even for fae magic and you won’t find a judge or jury in the world who would disagree with me.”

      “I’m sorry, Miss Spindle, is it?” Monica jumped in causing her lawyer to scowl at her. “Do you have children?”

      “No, I don’t.”

      “Then you don’t know what is like to endure anything for your child.” Monica’s eyes shot to Tom, the look of disgust in her eyes something he had never had directed toward him before. “I was under Tom’s spell until Evie was born, at that time I made the decision to stay with him despite being raped body, mind, and soul for the sake of our daughter. I was raised that having both parents is the most important thing in a child’s life and I didn’t want that for her.”

      “But you are fine with it now?” Sage countered.

      “No, I mean, yes.” Monica stammered and flushed. “I realized that while having both parents was important, it was more important for my daughter to grow up in a healthy and safe environment and given Tom’s fae nature, I couldn’t stay there one moment longer.”

      Rage filled Tom. His nature? His fae nature? It was his nature that had first attracted her. It was his nature that had her coming back for more every time. His nature that put the bread on the table and provided the money for her expensive clothes. Her saying it was his nature that made her fear for their child’s life was not just laughable, but absurd.

      A warm hand touched his and Tom’s eyes jerked to Sage’s. She patted his hand, sending a slight surge of magical energy in him. It was enough to make him calm down and let Sage take care of things.

      “Tell me, Miss Straw, how many fae do you know?” Sage had her pen in her hand poised and ready as she asked her questions.

      “Just Tom,” Monica said her brows scrunched together in confusion before adding, “And the stories I’ve heard on the news of other women who have been bespelled by fae men.”

      Sage smiled then. “So your only source of information on fae nature is from what you’ve watched on television? Am I correct in assessing that?”

      “I believe what my client is saying,” Monica’s lawyer cut in. “Is that her time with Mr. Rumple has provided her with all the information she needed to conclude his nature.”

      “And what nature is that?”

      “Well, the violent kind of course,” Monica stuttered, staring at Sage as if she was a crazy person to even ask the question.

      “So, Mr. Rumple was violent? In what manner?” Sage cocked her head to the side, looking down at Monica like she was a child caught in a lie.

      “The violent kind,” his ex all but screeched in response and beginning to sound like a broken record.

      “But you see, Miss Straw, there are many ways to be violent. Emotionally, physically, verbally. I simply wish to know how he showed his nature to you? Did he beat you, verbally abuse you?”

      “Yes, yes.” Monica quickly replied, her eyes frantic.

      “Yes to what? The beating or the verbal abuse?”

      “Both!” she shouted her scent spiking so hard that it made Tom’s nose itch.

      She was lying hardcore and he knew it. Not just because of her scent screaming guilt, but because he had never done any of those things. Monica wouldn’t even let him spank her during sex, the thought of him raising a hand to her out of the bedroom? Impossible.
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      Sage didn’t have Tom’s sense of smell, but she didn’t need it to know that the woman in front of her was lying. Her eyes were shifty. Her face was pallor, and she was beginning to sweat along her brow. No, Monica Straw did not respond to holes in her story.

      The moment they stepped into the room she knew the woman was trouble. Her eyes had landed on Sage and the sneer on her face told her she didn’t like that she was so close to her ex. The biggest mistake Monica had made was not getting her story straight, or all her facts checked before she came to their meeting. Sage intended to exploit those weaknesses to their full extent.

      “So, I’m to understand that you have been in a domestically abusive relationship for the last seven years, five of which you were bespelled, and then you stayed with Mr. Rumple because you wanted your daughter to have both parents?”

      “Yes?” Monica said like she herself wasn’t sure of her answer.

      Sage placed her pen down and cupped her hands in front of her. “If this was all happening, why didn’t you go to the police?”

      “I was scared. Scared he would hurt me. Hurt Evie.” Her eyes filled with tears, that if Sage hadn’t been a good fake crier herself, would have made her think the woman really did fear for her and her child’s safety. Being that her bullshit meter was sounding, she simply shook her head.

      “Your story, while convincing to a lesser audience, does not persuade me. Any human knows that the moment you even mention a supernatural or a fae in this instance, even being suspected of using magic against us would be locked up faster than you could say, Prada. The Moderator would be all over Mr. Rumple’s ass as well as the Council for Supernatural Creatures. But seeing as that was not the case, your story does not add up and you have no reason to keep Mr. Rumple’s child away from him.”

      “But, but…he used magic on me!” Monica forcefully stood from her chair causing it to roll back into the wall behind her, her finger pointed at Tom.

      “But the problem with your claims is that you waited too long to play the victim, and unless you wish to take the case to court, where you can hope a judge won’t see through your flimsy story, you will agree to joint custody with Mr. Rumple.”

      “And the money?” her lawyer asked. He looked ready to blow a gasket at Monica’s outburst. She obviously hadn’t been keeping to the story they had put together. Which worked out nicely in Sage’s favor.

      “Mr. Rumple has expressed no wishes in having his money returned, he only wants the girl.” Her eyes locked with Tom’s for confirmation. He nodded his head. “That’s it, joint custody and this does not have to go to court.”

      Sage watched the emotions run across Monica Straw’s face. Disbelief, that Sage could only guess was because she hadn’t been able to win her over. Then she seemed to draw herself out of it and only anger remained. That emotion was what made Sage know they were in for the long haul.

      “Then I will see you in court.” She gathered her purse and stuck her nose in the air before strutting out of the room her lawyer close on her tail.

      Gathering her things, Sage gestured to Tom to stand as well. They made their way out of the room where they stopped in front of Monica who was standing with another man and a little girl no more than two years old. She remembered from the picture Tom had shown her the first time that this was Evie.

      The moment the little girl saw her father, she jerked her hand out of the other man’s grip and darted toward them. Arms open wide, her curly hair bounced as she ran into Tom’s arms with a high pitched, “Daddy!”

      Tom wrapped his arms around her, drawing her into him as he stood up. The look of pure bliss on his face made Sage’s heartache. What was it about men and babies that were so damn attractive? Shaking her head, she couldn’t help but smile at the sight they made.

      “Hello, pumpkin. I missed you.” He rubbed his nose against hers causing her to giggle, her short arms wrapping around his head pulling him tight against her face.

      “Miss you,” Evie muttered against his face just loud enough for Sage to hear.

      The two of them were so completely focused on the other that Sage felt a little bit like an outsider. She turned from them to give them some privacy to see that Monica and the mystery man had moved a little bit away and her talking in low hurried voices. From where she stood, it looked like they were arguing, but about what Sage couldn’t tell.

      They must have felt her gaze, because almost at the exact same moment they looked in her direction, and immediately stopped talking. Eyes narrowed, Monica marched back over to them, her purse swinging by her side.

      “Come on, Evie. We have to get going.” She held her arms out to the girl, who squealed and clutched her father tighter.

      “No!” she shouted, hiding her face in Tom’s neck. The sight of it made Sage’s insides hurt. The girl clearly didn’t want to leave her father, and while she didn’t have a good relationship with her own father, she could imagine it would be the same if she had been taken from her mother.

      “Evie,” Monica growled, trying to pry the girl away from her father, who wasn’t doing anything to assist her in the child’s removal. “We have to go. Grandma is waiting for us.”

      “No, grandma! Daddy, stay. Daddy, stay.” Trails of tears ran down her chubby cheeks, her face becoming red in her outrage. Tom rubbed the girl’s back and murmured to her something Sage couldn’t hear but seemed to calm the girl down.

      He held her to him in a tight embrace, placing a kiss on the top of her head. Sage thought she heard him say I love you, but it was too quiet for her to know for sure. The toddler sniffed in his arms and then let him hand her over to her mother.

      Monica pulled the girl into her arms, giving Tom a look that might have been grateful but was quickly replaced with annoyance. As she marched away from them, the little girl watched Tom over her mother’s shoulder, the misery in her eyes bringing tears to Sage’s eyes.

      A warm hand slid into hers and squeezed it tight. Sage’s gaze moved from the departing party and to his strained face. While she was sure he was happy to have his daughter in his arms, she was sure it had been pure agony to let her go, and worse to have to watch her cry to stay with him.

      “Don’t worry, Tom.” Sage squeezed his hand back, sending soothing thoughts his way. “We’ll get her back. I promise.”

      “I know we will,” Tom muttered, though his mind seemed miles away. He let go of her hand and started down the same way that Monica had left. She didn’t need to have magical powers to know that Tom was depressed, though, the touch of his energy against her exuded as much.

      Sage tried not to let it bother her, though. She was too busy trying to make plans. She made backup plan on top of backup plan in case things in court did not go their way. If everything went as planned, she would be spending more time with Tom, and that meant more time with Evie. She couldn’t let that little girl be stuck in the middle of her mother’s game, whatever she was playing at.

      The exchange between Tom and Evie had been painful enough, Sage never wanted to witness it again, and she didn’t plan to. She had some calls to make and a case to win. She just hoped she was good enough to make all their plans come to fruition.
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      Towel wrapped around his waist, Tom sat on the edge of his bed, his head hung down, and a half drunken glass of scotch in his hand. The events of the day had been harder on him than he was expecting.

      More than anything he had wanted to see his daughter, but now having seen her and then losing her again all in the span of a few moments, he almost wished he had never gotten to see her at all. The pure agony of having to hand her over to her mother and watch as she cried to stay with him was more than he could bear.

      He had only been able to calm her with the promise that they would see each other again soon, asking her to go with Monica for now, and he would come back for her. She had accepted his words with a reluctant sniffle that pinched at Tom’s heart.

      Finishing his drink in one gulp, Tom stood from the bed. A ferocious determination filled him as he stared at himself in the hotel mirror. He would make sure that promise came true, even if he had to bring the whole Seelie Court into the matter.

      Leaving his daughter had been hard, but he wouldn’t have gotten through it without Sage by his side. She had been his rock the whole way through the meeting, and even at the end when he had to give Evie back, her magic had soothed his need to just take her. He couldn’t imagine what would have happened if she had just been a regular human lawyer instead of part fae. The fact that he had even found her in the first place was a miracle itself.

      Tom shook his head with a short laugh. He was one messed up sup. While he should be focusing solely on getting his daughter back, his heart and magic kept pushing him back toward Sage. She had said it could take weeks or even months to get a trial for custody. Until then, since Monica claimed he was abusive, she would have sole custody of Evie.

      The very thought of him being abusive amazed him. How that had even come up was a mystery to him, one that he wasn’t sure he cared about the answer. He just wanted his daughter back and for this to all be over. The trial couldn’t end fast enough for him in more ways than one.

      Thinking about the trial made him depressed all over again, and he wouldn’t allow himself to wallow. He moved over to the dresser and was about to open it when a knock sounded on his door. Who could that be? He hadn’t ordered room service. He didn’t know anyone where they were in New Hampshire. Only a few people knew where his hotel room was and out of the few, only one would dare come to his room this late at night.

      Suddenly, the thought that it could be Sage perked his mood right up. Stepping away from the dresser, he smirked to himself as he made his way over to the door. It would do her some good to see him half naked, ruffle those so finely controlled feathers of hers. He might even be able to get her to bend her little rule about them getting together before the trial was over.

      Anticipation filling him, he opened the door. In less than a second any desire he had was destroyed. Standing on the other side of the door was not his sassy lawyer, but Monica.

      Wearing a tight crimson dress that plunged in the front giving Tom an eye full of her chest, she stood in her four-inch matching heels like she owned the place. A sick sort of feeling filled Tom, and he clutched the knot to his towel tighter as her eyes trailed down his body, taking in him as much as he had been her.

      “Hello, Tom,” she said in a low and sultry voice. A voice that he had always thought was sexy and would have been excited about two months ago. Now it just made him angry.

      “What do you want, Monica?” Tom didn’t try to pretend to be nice, the image of her walking away with their kid was still clear in his mind. She didn’t deserve nice.

      “Can’t I just want to see you?” Monica’s lips turned down into a pout, her eyes looking up at him beneath thick mascaraed eyelashes. Another feature of hers that he used to love so much. Now it just made him roll his eyes and give an impatient sigh.

      “No, you can’t. You left me, remember? You shouldn’t even be here.” He shook his head at her pleading eyes. “In fact, I shouldn’t even be talking to you right now.” Tom moved to close the door but she pushed her way in before he could get it closed.

      Tom shut the door behind her and ran a hand through his hair with a growl. “I mean it, Monica. You can’t be here.” He stopped in front of her where she had sat on his bed. She had one leg crossed over the other as she leaned back on her elbows, her body exuding sex but her scent stung with falsehood.

      “I just came here to talk. Just you and me.” She gave him a small, knowing smile that Tom knew all too well and had no plans on taking her up on her obvious offer. She had fucked up, and he wasn’t the forgiving or forgetting type. Especially, when it came to his daughter.

      “Anything you have to say to me you can say to my lawyer or better yet, in the courtroom.” Tom grabbed her arm, pulling her off the bed. She stumbled to her feet and landed with a huff.

      “You are a stubborn ass, Tom. Why can’t you see that I made a mistake?” she placed her hands on Tom’s chest, drawing circles with her fingertips. “All those things I said, I didn’t mean them. I was just frazzled by that annoying lawyer of yours.”

      “Yesterday you thought I was a monster set on hurting you and our daughter. You can’t have it both ways,” he snorted, pushing her hand away from him, just touching her felt wrong.

      “That wasn’t me.” She shook her head, her curls bouncing around her face, her eyes desperate for him to believe her.

      “Oh, really? Then who was it? Some other fae forcing you to do it? Who are you going to target next, your own daughter?” Tom’s magic flared around him causing the room to warm and thicken.

      Monica took a step back from him, her scent heavy with fear. He watched her swallow hard, her hands dropping to her side and her stance less confident than before. She had a right to be afraid. Even a non-sup would be able to feel the crackling of his magic around them, and Tom’s patience was on its last leg.

      “Did you ever love me?” His words were laced with anger and despair, his whole world was crashing down on him, and the reason for that was standing right in front of him.

      He had given everything to her. His life, his money, a child! And she threw it all away for what? Some vengeance she had made up in her head, something he did years ago that she had never told him about? Whatever was going on in that sick head of hers was not something Tom could comprehend.

      “Of course, I did.” She took a cautious step forward, her hand going out to touch his face. This time he didn’t push it away, didn’t cringe with disgust. He wanted to hear what she had to say, needed to hear it. Even though he knew it would change nothing. She was dead to him in all but name. She had seen to that the moment he took their daughter away from him.

      “Then why?”

      “It was all Phillip,” she said quickly, not knowing that with every word she said just fed Tom’s rage. “He showed up one day at the house wanting to get back together. I told him no of course, that I was happy with you, and then like an idiot, I told him we could still be friends.” She half chuckled a grave smile on her face. “Like we could ever really be friends, I should have known better.”

      Tom didn’t say anything just listened to her story, making her think he was believing it. She could tell him the sky was blue and he still wouldn’t believe a word out of her mouth.

      “He’s the one that convinced me that you were no good for me. No good for Evie. I was the fool that believed him.”

      “Yes, you were.” He nodded his head, moving away from her and to the dresser. The thought of being nude in front of her any longer as she spouted lies to his face made him sick.

      “It was his idea to take all your money,” she called out behind him, her words rushed as if she couldn’t get them out fast enough. “I didn’t think it was right to do that to you and take your daughter away.” Tom turned back to her then, for the first time, her words were not coated in hypocrisy. Her eyes glistened with unshed tears, and for a moment, Tom almost believed her, but the smell of her lies was all over the room.

      “Lies, Monica. All lies,” he hissed in her face causing her eyes and scent to light up with fear. “For someone who seems to know so much about my nature, you keep forgetting one distinct quality that has always helped me in a pinch. Your face and body might say you are sorry,” he gave a barking laugh that was filled with bitterness, “you are a good enough actress to pull that bit off, but no one but a fae could control the chemicals that they emit and frankly, darling,” he said the endearment with as much contempt as she had shown him. “You stink.”

      Monica’s face scrunched up into an ugly snarl. For a moment, Tom thought she might hit him, but she seemed to think better of it. Her hands tightened into fists and her eyes shot daggers at him as she swung away toward the door, her purse swinging wildly behind her.

      Stopping just before the door, she spun back around one hand on her hip and the other pointing a finger in his direction. “Remember this when you are in court and they are proclaiming me the winner and you are being taken away. Picture how your daughter’s face will look when I tell her that her daddy is a no good son of a bitch that didn’t want her.”

      Boiling rage consumed Tom as he started toward her. She scrambled with the door handle, the terror on her face let him know that his face wasn’t hiding his murderous intent.

      Before he could reach her, she jerked the door open.  She didn’t go through it, though. Monica stopped in her tracks, her path blocked by something in the doorway Tom couldn’t see.

      Monica angled her body slightly one hand on her hip, so that whoever was at the door could see passed her. The sight of the person standing there chilled Tom’s rage.

      Sage stood there, her hand up in the air as if she was about to knock. Her hand slipped back down to her side and her face filled with confusion and then hurt. Tom took a step toward the door, opening his mouth to explain. He knew what it looked like, him in a towel and Monica leaving his room, but he didn’t get the chance.

      Monica gave him a shit-eating grin over her shoulder before she said to Sage, “He’s all yours, honey.” She pushed passed the gaping lawyer, her heels clicking on the marble floor of the hallway.

      “Wait, let me explain.” Rushing toward the door, Tom grabbed Sage’s arm before she could take off. Her rage didn’t just fill the room it crackled along her skin to the point where Tom almost had to let her go or be burned by it. If he did, Monica would win, and he’d already lost enough because of her.

      Eyes blacker than the deepest abysses, Sage crossed her arms over her chest. She jerked her arm from his touch and growled, “You have five minutes.”
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      A tirade of emotions swept through Sage as she took in the sight before her. She had come to Tom’s room to see how he was after the meeting. Seeing one’s daughter and then losing her again would be hard on anyone. She had been worried he was drinking himself into a depression and wanted to see if there was anything she could do to ease his pain.

      She would admit part of her was hoping to get some alone time with the fae. The part of her that she had quickly chastised for thinking with her hormones and not her head. He was hurting, the last thing he needed was her to complicate things for him.

      When she saw Monica coming out of his room, she wondered why she had even bothered to worry about him. Clearly, he wasn’t that upset with what had happened. Though, she would have to talk to him about fraternizing with the opposition. He could screw up the whole case!

      Not to mention, the sting she felt in her heart that he couldn’t wait until their case was over to get with someone. Sage knew she was an attractive woman, but the moment she had seen Monica, she had felt her own insecurities rise up. Her nasty personality had been her only saving grace in thinking Tom was better off without her. Now she wasn’t so sure.

      “It’s not what it looks like, I swear,” Tom pled with her, his expressive eyes filling with shame and a tinge of some other emotion that Sage had mistaken for anger before but now she was sure it was lust.

      She let Tom draw her into his room, her eyes settling on the wall and not the hard plains of his naked chest or the way the towel hung low on his hips. It was hard to be angry at someone who looked so tantalizing.

      “What do you think it looked like then?” Sage asked, tapping her foot on the ground. “Because to me, it looked like you were meeting with your ex when you are in the middle of a custody battle! Do you know what this could do to your case? To Evie? Do you even want her back?” Her eyes narrowed and her blood boiled as a thought occurred to her. “Or did you come to some agreement with her? A deal?”

      “A deal?” Tom scoffed, shaking his head. “No way. I didn’t invite her here she just showed up. I told her to leave. Twice!”

      “Oh, twice. You tried so hard,” she taunted him, not being able to hold back her jealousy and hurt at him being with her. “If you tried so hard why was she still in your room? You are a fae for crying out loud you could have forced her to leave.” Sage was shouting now, her hands waving wildly in the air.

      She noticed that as her anger grew, so did her magic. It tumbled and rolled in her, pressing against her skin just looking for a way out. Sage was half tempted to give in to it.

      “I wanted to hurt her believe me.” Tom’s magic responded to hers, his eyes clouding over once more making the blue of his eyes like a rampant storm. “You didn’t hear the horrible things she said after I told her I wouldn’t take her back. She kept trying to tell me she made a mistake. Phillip made her do it. I might not have a college education, but I can spot a liar a mile away with or without my fae senses.”

      Sage’s anger subsided as Tom explained. After meeting the dreadful woman, she wouldn’t put it past her to doing something like this. She had been floundering in the meeting room and probably knew she didn’t stand a chance in court. Why else would she do a complete one eighty and try to take it all back?

      “Well, I’m glad you had enough sense in you to send her away. We might actually still have a chance of winning this thing.” Sage nodded her head, inwardly smacking herself at the lameness of her words. Instead of lingering longer to make the situation even more awkward, she twisted around to leave.

      Before she could get to the door, though, Tom’s hand stopped her. Glancing down at his hand and back up to his face, her insides clenched at the heat in his eyes. She licked her lips and let him draw her to him.

      “It wasn’t just the case I wanted to win.” He brushed her hair behind her ear, his touch sending tremors through her. It seemed that no matter what she couldn’t stay mad at him. Either the combination of their magic or perhaps she just wanted him so badly that fighting him didn’t make sense anymore.

      He pressed her to him, his voice murmuring in her ear, “I didn’t want her. I want you.” His voice no longer full of regret but something darker that pulled things low inside of her. “Don’t go, please.”

      It was the please that did her in, that made her allow him to lead her back into his room. When his lips caressed hers, she knew that she couldn’t have said no even if she had wanted to. Her magic wouldn’t have let her, her body wouldn’t have let. Hell, the gods themselves wouldn’t have been enough to make her say no to this incredible man.

      His mouth engulfed hers, taking it over as if it were his own. Teeth nipped and his tongue prodded in and out of her mouth like he couldn’t get enough of her. Sage couldn’t get enough of him.

      Large hands came up and cupped her face, bringing her deeper into the kiss. Sage’s hand found the warm muscles of Tom’s chest. They slid up to wrap around his neck, and she arched up onto her tiptoes to press her body closer to his until she could feel the long length of him pushing against her stomach.

      Tom made a low noise in the back of his throat that vibrated through her body setting her nipples into hardened tips. She rubbed her front against his, seeking a friction that only he could give her. Every movement caused an electric shock that zipped through her breasts and straight to her core, causing slickness between her legs.

      Something in the air must have tipped Tom off to her desperate need because he stopped kissing her and grasped her about the waist, hoisting her up until she wrapped her legs around him. Her heat pressed against his stomach with just her pants between them pulled a groan from Sage. It still wasn’t enough.

      She reached a hand down and tugged on the towel around his waist, surprised that it had stayed on this long. It fell to the ground and his cock sprung forward smacking her on the ass. Sage ground herself against him, trying to ease the fire that was building in her.

      “Impatient are we?” Tom chuckled, stopping the movement of her hips with his hands. He walked them across the room and over to the bed. Laying her down on top of it, he drew away from her giving her the most breathtaking view she had ever seen.

      He was perfect. From his tattooed covered chest to his lickable washboard abs, he was everything she had fantasized about and more. When her eyes slid down his body and landed on his cock bouncing in the air as if trying to get her attention. Well, it had it. Long and hard with just a hint of precum glistening on the tip, it caused her to lick her lips subconsciously, pulling a groan from Tom.

      “Keep looking at it that way, honey, and I won’t last much longer.” Tom’s eyes dark with desire zeroed in on her as he crawled up the edge of the bed. “Now,” he said, his hands finding the waist of her pants. “One of us is overdressed.”

      “Is that so?” she breathed. The fact that she could speak at all was a miracle in itself. The room had so much pressure from the combination of their magic she felt like she would implode the moment he touched her.

      He unsnapped her pants and yanked them and her panties down her legs before she could even register the cool air on her skin. His fingers played along the edges of her thighs, teasing but never touching where she really wanted. Watching him from her place on the bed, propped up on her elbows, she let out a frustrated moan.

      Tom’s lips curled into a knowing smile, and he slid his hands further away from her aching clit and up under her top. She had forgotten she was even wearing it, but it was soon forgotten when he had that and her bra tossed aside.

      “Now, sweetness. What do you want?” his breath blew across her hardened nipples, the feel of it causing her back to arch in need.

      “Touch me,” she gasped as his hand cupped one of her breasts in his palm, his hand touching only the curve and not the painful steel the peaks had become. She tried to move her breast so it would rub against his hand but he simply held his hand in place, not giving her an inch.

      “Tell me,” he commanded his voice hot against her ear. “Tell me where you want me to touch you.”

      “Anywhere, everywhere.”

      “Now, now. That’s not an answer,” he chastised her with a slight tut-tutting noise. “Be more specific. Do you want me to touch you here?” he asked, trailing his other hand down the dip of her stomach to rest just above her pubic bone.

      “No, further down,” she rasped, knowing what he wanted her to say but not brave enough to say it.

      “Then how about here?” his hand slid over her hip and down to the top of her thigh, completely bypassing where she needed him the most.

      Shaking her head side to side, she reached out to take his hand and make him touch her where she wanted him to. Before she could reach it though his other hand let go of her breast and captured it, bringing it above her head.

      “Now that is cheating.” He chuckled darkly. “Hands up here.” He took her other hand and it joined its partner above her head. His eyes scanned over her body, her skin heated at the intensity of his gaze mixed with the little zigs of magic that were coming from him where he touched her.

      He pressed his lips along the column of her neck and then it trailed down between her breasts ending up below her belly button. Glancing up at her from her stomach, his mouth hardened and his eyes sparkled like blue fire.

      “No more games, tell me where you want me to touch you.” His voice held no room for argument. She knew that if she didn’t answer this time it would be over. He would stop touching her and she would leave. A tiny part of her wanted a chance to stop, to get out while she still could, but it was so minuscule that Sage pushed it to the back of her mind.

      “My pussy,” she stuttered unable to stop the heat that rose to her face at saying the word. “Touch my pussy.”

      “There’s a girl.” His mouth curved into a broad smile as if she had just given him the best gift in the world. For all, she knew she had.

      A single finger slid between her lips, sliding easily along her clit from how slick she was with need. He rubbed around the nub, only touching it every third circle, driving her mad. She bucked her hips toward his hand trying to get some kind of release.

      The moment her hips left the bed, though, he removed his hand from her. She opened her eyes, locking them with his intense gaze. He brought his finger up to his mouth slipping it between his lips and sucking it clean.

      “Do you want me to keep going?” he asked with one raised eyebrow. “Or should I stop?”

      She pressed herself closer to him, not caring how desperate she looked. She wanted her release. Needed it. At that point, she wasn’t too proud to beg as long as he didn’t stop touching her.

      “Don’t stop.” Her voice came out raspy and anxious for his hands to be back on her heated flesh. Sage’s thighs rubbed together, seeking out some relief to the pressure in between her thighs.

      Before she could contemplate what he would do next, she was flipped from her back to her front. He maneuvered her like a doll. Pushed up to her knees until her ass was in the air, her legs were shoved apart so her aching core was open to the room.

      “Oh, you should see how you look,” he grumbled, his body heat a little bit away from hers as he looked over his handy work.

      Her head turned to the side, her cheek pressed against the mattress, she tried to see him out of the corner of her eye but she could only see the line of his side. It both thrilled and frustrated her like no other. Anxious to get things moving, she rocked her hips back searching for that piece of him she so direly needed.

      “No, stop that,” he said, his hand coming down with a smack on her ass, causing a delightful sting across her flesh. Unfortunately, it did nothing to soothe her ache; it only increased it. She didn’t move, though, knowing the more she disobeyed, the longer it would take to get what she wanted. It seemed like torture to her. Sage just hoped it was worth the wait.

      Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she felt his cock slide along her slit. She hissed as it brushed against her bundle of nerves and almost cried when it went away. Just when Sage didn’t know how much more of his teasing she could take, she felt the tip of him at her entrance.

      In slow agonizing movements, he inched inside of her, his size stretching her to her max in a painful kind of pleasure. He didn’t wait for her to get adjusted and started to move his hips against hers in a torturously glacial pace.

      At first, it was just a matter of keeping the rhythm and then it became something akin to agony. She opened her eyes briefly to tell him to go faster when her gaze fell on her hands. She was glowing. A low kind of glow that started somewhere beneath her skin. Sage had never seen herself do that before, and she would have asked Tom had he not been deep inside her trying to drill a hole out the other end.

      Tom gave a particularly hard thrust that caused all thoughts of her peculiar skin to fly out of her head and all she could think of was the man behind her. She shoved her hips back toward his in response, trying to tell him with her body that she had had enough. Either he wasn’t getting the message or he didn’t care because his thrusts stayed at the same unbearable rhythm.

      “More!” she cried out, her hands fisting into the blanket beneath her. The slow build up was causing the ache in her to reach an exponential height that she could never quite get over. Her clit burned and her nipples ached. She felt as if she would die if she didn’t get her release soon.

      Fingers grabbed hold of her hair, holding it in a tight fist so that her head came up off the bed, her back arched. With a strong grip on her hair, Tom’s pace increased. His thrusts became more forceful as he rocketed deep inside of her.

      He pounded into her and each movement rippled along the inside of her spreading through her. Starting at her core, zinged down her legs and then up her stomach to her breasts hanging heavily above the bed. Now that he wasn’t trying to kill her with his leisurely pace that peak that had been just out of reach rushed upon her.

      Screaming out as her orgasm overtook her, Sage’s eyes locked onto the surface of her skin where the dull glow of her skin had turned into a beacon of light. She didn’t need to look behind her to know that Tom’s skin would have matched hers; she could feel it thrumming against her back. If anything the glow made her release more intense as the magic between them swelled and then burst over them causing her eyes to glaze over as she collapsed to the bed.

      For the first time in her life, she finally understood what her mother was missing so much. If this was even half of what it had been like for her, Sage couldn’t imagine ever wanting to be with anyone else. The thought both excited and terrified her because she knew in her heart she was already in too deep.
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      It hadn’t taken as long as Sage had thought for them to get a hearing. It seemed the judge was particularly interested in their case and had them in within the week. Unfortunately, that meant that Tom and Sage had to put their relationship on the backburner again.

      That one night together had not been enough for either of them, but they both agreed one more week wasn’t going to kill them. They had pretty much behaved themselves, besides the random make out session that left them both panting and wanting more. The strain on their bodies was nothing compared to the strain Tom was feeling sitting in that courtroom.

      The gavel hit the pulpit with a loud smack, announcing that court was now in session. Tom sat down in his seat next to Sage, apprehension building in him. He’d never gone to court before, never been so close to the lawman. In his line of work it was something to avoid, but with what was on the line, he didn’t really have a choice. He had to do this.

      “Counselors. You may make your opening statements.” The judge, a man of fifty with a full head of peppered hair and neutral eyes.

      The moment the man stepped into the room, Tom had sought his scent out trying to assess if the judge was prejudice to his kind. A prejudice judge would do anything in their power to make sure that they lost, but Tom couldn’t get a read on the guy. He was either very good at controlling his emotions, or he really didn’t care one way or the other about Tom’s heritage.

      Monica’s lawyer stepped around their table and into the center of the courtroom, his short stature only made him seem old and tired, something that Tom imagined wasn’t good for a lawyer to be. While his body might be decaying, the man’s mind was sharp and his eyes locked onto Tom with a ferocity that made Tom squirm in his seat.

      For a custody hearing a jury normally wouldn’t even be present but when it came supernatural cases they were a must. Too many times had a judge let an innocent supernatural get led away because of their own personal opinions. This way it was less likely to happen, though, sometimes the judge still got their way.

      “This man, this fae.” He said the word with a hint of disgust, either unable to hide his personal feelings, or hoping the jury would be able to relate. “Is on trial for the misuse of magic and the endangerment of a child and isn’t that what is the most important? Our children?” His eyes softened in the right moment turning to the jury with a grim smile. “Would you want your children to grow up with such a monster looking over them? Never knowing when they might reach their limit and strike out? I’m sorry ladies and gentlemen of the jury but that is not something I would wish on any child.”

      His speech was short, but it had the desired effect on the jury. Each of their eyes turned and fell on Tom, some mixed with anger, some curious, and some were just wanting to know what he looked like naked. Unfortunately, that one came from a large man who seemed to be perspiring more than he should in the cool courtroom. Either way, Tom did not think the trial was starting off on a good foot.

      Sage, however, did not seem ruffled in the slightest. In fact, as she stood from the table and made her way to the middle of the room, she seemed empowered as if she was a queen addressing her loyal subjects. She belonged there and they knew it.

      “Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, while my colleague does make some excellent points, I ask this: are those not also the same kind of qualities you would not want in a human father? What makes this trial so unique you see is that we are not judging Mr. Rumple based on his father skills but based on his nature. His fae nature. And who really knows the true nature of a fae? Only the fae themselves.”

      She walked over to the jury, where she placed her hands on the banister staring them each in the eye in turn. “This is not a case of misuse of magic or child endangerment but of that of a woman who wanted a reason to have it all and leave Mr. Rumple nothing, based solely upon his heritage. That ladies and gentlemen of the jury is what we call racism.”

      Tom could have clapped his hands at her performance. She was brilliant and wonderful. Sage had not only disputed Monica’s lawyer’s claims but had also put into the jury’s head that Monica was the villain, not him. He never wanted to kiss her so badly in his life.

      He chanced a glance over at Monica who was scowling next to her lawyer. When he first got there, he had searched out Evie, half hoping she was there and half wishing Monica had the good sense to leave her at home. Luckily, it seemed like his ex did have some sense because Evie was nowhere to be found. Tom couldn’t say the same about Phillip who sat in the row behind her with a smug sort of nervous grin on his face.

      “The counselor will call their first witness,” the judge’s voice commanded from his chair. It reminded Tom of the Seelie Court with him up there and them down below. He was the King of this Courtroom and wanted to make sure everyone knew it.

      “I will be calling Miss Monica Straw to the stand, your honor,” the older man that Tom still had no idea what his name was, proclaimed.

      The bailiff escorted Monica to the bench and instructed her to raise her right hand and swear, to tell the truth. When she said I do, Tom almost snarled. Her scent was screaming lie, lie, lie and she had only said two words. He wasn’t confident that the judge and jury would be able to see through her as well as he did.

      “Miss Straw,” her lawyer started. “Please tell us what you told me about your time with Mr. Rumple. How did you meet?”

      “I don’t remember,” she said despair filling her voice.

      “You were together seven years and you don’t remember when you met?” he shook his head with a tut-tutting sound. “Either you have a very poor memory or something else was afoot. What do you think, Miss Straw?”

      “I have a perfectly good memory. I don’t remember because I wasn’t in control of myself at the time.” Her words lashed out, anger filling her eyes.

      “Are you suggesting that Mr. Rumple had you bespelled? For seven years?” this time the man turned to the jury as he said his words, making sure they felt the brunt of their weight.

      “No, not the whole seven years.” She shook her head, tears filling her eyes. Her hands wrung in her lap and her body language said she was distressed but Tom knew better. “I didn’t know. I was under his spell until I woke up in the hospital after Evie was born. That was when I knew I had been trapped by him.”

      “Now, I ask you ladies and gentlemen isn’t the use of magic to bespell a human to do your bidding, be it as a lover or a simple servant, a misuse? Don’t we have laws in place to protect us against such a thing? And to make matters worse not only has Mr. Rumple violated this woman’s rights, her very being, but she was forced to have a child with him, a child that she never wanted but could not abandon to this monster.” He pointed a bony, wrinkled finger in Tom’s direction causing an uproar of commotion from the jury.

      The judge clacked his gavel and shouted, “Order, order in the court. No name calling, Ernstrine.” His eyes narrowed on the older man, who pretended to be rebuffed.

      “I apologize, your honor. I have no further questions.” Ernstrine as he was called, a name that Tom couldn’t help but snigger at, went back to their table and sat, a self-satisfied expression on his face.

      “Miss Straw.” Sage approached the bench, her hands behind her back. “You said you do not remember how you and Mr. Rumple met, is that correct?”

      “Yes, before I woke up in the hospital I had never seen that man before in my life.” Her eyes snapped to Tom and then back to Sage.

      “That is interesting.” Sage wagged a finger in the air as she turned from Monica and to the jury. “I don’t believe there has ever been a case where someone who was bespelled didn’t remember anything. In fact, I have met several victims of the same plight you so claim, Miss Straw, and every single one of them remembers every detail, in vivid detail so much so that many of them had to be institutionalized because they couldn’t handle what had been done to them. Now tell me once more, Miss Straw.” Sage spun back around to meet Monica’s eyes, which had become frantic and unsure. “Are you sure you don’t remember anything, until the moment you woke up in the hospital?”

      “I swear I don’t remember anything. Maybe I hit my head or he hit me.” She pointed a finger at Tom, her voice becoming a desperate plea for them to believe her.

      “No, Miss Straw. I don’t think so, because not only does your story not add up, you just told your lawyer you realized what had happened during childbirth, but told me it was when you woke up. But also, you aren’t showing any symptoms of one who had been under a fae spell.” Sage whipped back around to face the jury to address them. “We have all seen the news reports, the horrible cases of women who were bespelled for years before finally breaking out of it. I make my living defending those women. Do you know what they say to me? What it is like to be in the very presence of the one who bespelled them?”

      She waited a moment letting the tension build. “It’s agony, pure agony to even be in the same room as them. While they might have broken the spell it takes years, years,” She shot a look at Monica before turning back to the jurors. “To stop feeling things for them. Need, want, even love. And those who have been bespelled as long as Miss Straw here claims have to be forcibly restrained to stay away from the fae who bespelled them because it is that hard to break their spell once they have you.”

      Hands behind her back, she strolled across the floor as if she owned the place. The jurors were on the edge of their seat, their faces transfixed on her every moment. Sage had them in the palm of her hand.

      “Now ladies and gentlemen, tell me, does this woman,” she pointed a finger at Monica who dropped her gaze down to the ground as the jury turned to her. “Look like someone who is having a hard time staying away from Mr. Rumple? I don’t see her jumping from her seat to get to him. She hasn’t even once praised his name. This is not a woman bespelled.” She shook her head and returned to their table. “No more questions, your honor.”

      After Sage’s record-breaking performance Tom’s testimony was only a formality. He and she knew it was practically in the bag. The jury wasn’t on Monica’s side anymore. Tom could see the distrust and disgust on their face as she left the stand.

      It felt like he had told his story a million times by the time he got to the stand. He had rehearsed it with Sage every night until he was blue in the face. He knew exactly when to look at the jury during his story, that would make the most impact. When to cast his gaze on Monica to make the jury feel his anger.

      He portrayed the loving father that he was and showed not a single care about the money or the woman who had taken it away from him. All of his heartache and reasoning for being there had to do with one little girl that was his world.

      As he left the stand, he felt in his heart that the jury was on his side. That he would win this and Monica wouldn’t be able to hurt him anymore. Then he, Evie, and Sage, if she still wanted to, could live happily ever after.

      Even feeling this way, when the jury had come back from their deliberation and they held that little piece of paper that would decide his fate, his heart pounded in his chest and his hands began to sweat. Sage’s exterior was cool and collected, a hint of a smile on her lips as if she already knew the results, but her magic was jumping all over the place, and her smell was that of uncertainty and hopefulness. Both things that Tom was feeling himself.

      One of the court workers stood by the jury stand, his eyes on the paper in his hands. His voice rang out, loud and clear for everyone to hear but Tom had no idea what he said his blood was pumping too loudly in his ears.

      “What did he say?” he turned to Sage with befuddlement, only half noticing the mixed reactions of the crowd.

      Sage turned to him with a smile so beautiful that it almost blinded him. “We won. You won, Tom. You get your daughter back!”
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      Sage’s eyes followed Evie as she played on the playground with the other children. The little girl was the most precious little hellion she had ever been around. She was both sweet and kind but could throw a tantrum like no other. Exactly, like her father, Sage mused with a smile.

      “How does it feel?” She placed her hand on his, giving it a squeeze.

      “How does what feel?” His head tilted toward hers, his gaze never leaving his daughter’s form.

      He was the most attentive father she had ever seen. It was like he was worried that Evie would be taken from him again, and so he didn’t want to miss a thing. It was too endearing for Sage to bear. He was just so god damn perfect. She didn’t understand why Monica would want to give him up.

      Once Sage had thoroughly poked as many holes as possible in Monica’s story it was easy to see how the jury would vote their way. Monica had lied. She was a selfish bitch who only wanted to leave Tom for another man and give him nothing.

      Her selfishness did nothing but have her up on perjury charges for lying in court. She was facing five years in prison, or if she was lucky probation, and because of her pending verdict Tom had been granted sole custody of Evie.

      It was the first custody hearing ever that resulted in the supernatural being the winner. On the news, it was saying Tom’s case was the last push that the courts needed to finalize the citizenship of supernaturals to come to pass. They just needed a reason to believe they could be good in midst of all the bad they could bring. Sage couldn’t be happier for him.

      A few days after the hearing, Tom decided he and Evie needed a new start. They picked up all of her things from New Hampshire and moved to Miami, where Tom complained about the heat but seemed to love it anyways. Evie didn’t seem to mind in any case.

      It had been three months since then, and Sage had been spending quite a lot of time with Tom and Evie. He had been teaching her how to control her powers and she started to help him make himself into an honorable member of society. Whether or not Tom would ever truly belong there was up to him, but he was getting there, and Sage was happy to help him in any way she could.

      “Being a citizen of the good U.S. of A.” She smiled at him playfully, bumping his shoulder with her own.

      “It’s been all right. It could be better.” Tom chuckled and cupped her hand in his bringing it to his mouth. Sage gasped as he caressed the top with a brush of his lips, the single movement sending a shockwave of magic through her.

      That’s something new Tom had been teaching her. Sending magic through another on purpose. He loved to do it at the most inappropriate times and always in a way that made her wet with need. Sage couldn’t really complain since it usually ended up with a mind blowing orgasm, but she couldn’t wait until she had enough control over her own magic to return the favor. For once, she’d like to bring him to his knees with just a touch.

      “We’re in public Tom.” Pulling her hand away, she swatted at him.

      “That’s never stopped us before.” His eyes crinkled on the sides and he winked at her with a knowing smile.

      Sage’s face filled with heat at the reminder of the one time they had gone at it behind a tree in the middle of the day. It was a secluded part of the park, but she had still been able to hear children playing and park goers making their way along the tracks as he pounded into her, whispering dirty things in her ear. Just remembering it made her thighs press together.

      “That’s beside the point,” she muttered and turned her attention back to where Evie was attempting to climb on top of the toddler slide. The girl had guts that was for sure. She climbed on anything and everything she could get ahold of and never showed any fear of falling. Tom had said it was the fae in her, Sage disagreed.

      “Have you heard anything about your father yet?”

      “No, not yet.” She gave a nonchalant reply but inside she was a bundle of nerves at the mention of her father.

      When the trial was over, Sage had decided it was time for her to face the music. She was part fae, and now that she had powers, she couldn’t deny that part of her anymore. So, after a tear-filled call to her mother, who knew next to nothing about her father, not even his real name, she had contacted the Moderator.

      She hoped she could somehow track him down. Though, Sage wasn’t sure what she would say when she saw him. There was no intention to rekindle some kind of loving father-daughter relationship between them, but she felt she should at least meet the man once more. Maybe find out what kind of powers he had, so maybe she would know what to expect from hers.

      Besides, she only had one father. It was only fair to give him a chance to fuck up again before writing him off for good. There was a good chance that he had a reason for staying away, and Sage didn’t want to spend her life wondering what if.

      Evie ran over to them, giggling like a banshee. “Up. Up!” she shouted at them, grabbing a hold of their hands to pull them off the bench.

      Laughing, Sage let herself be dragged away by the little girl, Tom chuckling right beside her. They made their way over to the swing set where Evie declared they must push her.

      Taking turns pushing the giggling girl, her heart swelled with happiness. She hadn’t been this happy since she moved to Miami. Okay, so seeing Wendy had been up there too but it definitely didn’t beat having Tom and Evie so close.

      Sage’s phone chirped signaling a text message, causing her to pause mid-push. She glanced down at the screen. It was from the Moderator.

      She grimaced at the name. Calling her Moderator was really getting old, but she had refused to give her name, something about names having power. Sage still had a lot to learn about the fae.

      “What’s it say?” Tom leaned over to look at the screen in her hand, his hand taking up the slack of her not pushing.

      “Not much.” Sage shrugged, trying not to let the words on the screen get her hopes up. The Moderator hadn’t been able to come up with much so far and it was beginning to look like her father had fallen off the face of the earth. Or he was back in the Underground where the fae courts resided.

      “She thinks she has a lead. In L.A. Something about a mirror. She’ll get back to me when she has something more concrete.” Sage shook her head not liking the lack of information she was given. All of the messages she had gotten had been like that, she should be used to it now.

      “Well, that’s very cryptic,” Tom stated, his hand still pushing the little girl in front of them. He had been her stronghold through the entire ordeal. Said she was there for him when no one else was it was only fair he was there for her. Not that she was complaining she could use all the help she could get.

      “Yeah,” Sage commented, leaning against Tom, her head resting on his shoulder. “I guess I’ll just have to wait and see.”

      Tom wrapped an arm around her shoulders, tugging her close. Magic zipped through her settling in her heart. She loved it when he did that. It was like a warm coat all around her, leaving her safe and secure. He made her feel that way.

      “We’ll wait.” Tom pressed his lips to the side of her head, his hand rubbing up and down her arm. “I’m not going anywhere. Not now, not ever. I have everything I need right here.”

      The warmth in Sage’s chest expanded until it filled her whole being and she smiled. For the first time in her life, she could agree whole heartedly. Even if she never found her father, she had everything she could ever want right there.
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