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      Kenzie stood before the High Priestess. Ironic that the first time she was allowed into a coven meeting was so they could decide what to do with her.

      A void witch.

      She lifted her chin and narrowed her eyes at Takahashi – the High Priestess and leader of the Bay Coven.

      “The first void witch born in three thousand years,” Takahashi mused, tapping her long, stiletto black nails on the black walnut table in the shape of a half-moon.

      Dozens of witches from all the San Francisco clans stood behind Kenzie, Selene, and Grandma Edith. How Gram-Gram had weaseled her way before the High Priestess for this Kenzie would never know and never ask.

      They’d all thought Kenzie had been born without powers – a witch who wasn’t a witch. So when she was nothing but a little girl, the coven had given permission for her clan to get her powers to manifest however they needed to…including torture.

      Until they’d carved runes into her five-year-old skin and Edith put her foot down.

      The runes had never worked. They’d all thought that she was just damaged – some kind of abomination to come from a family so powerful they’d ruled the coven more often than not.

      But the runes had never worked because Kenzie absorbed them.

      Void.

      A type of witch so rare the skill only manifested once or twice in a millennia. Covens either coveted them or cast them out. Too dangerous otherwise because they could absorb any power made by the universe – including a demon’s.

      Or so the ancient texts said.

      “The rules for voids are dated and in my opinion not valid for the 21st Century,” Takahashi finally said. “There have been so few that what is to be done with them was a case by case basis. As for you Mackenzie Kavanagh, we aren’t sure what to do yet. We did pull out the ancient texts – borrowing them from the Council. We will read from them and then the coven will decide.”

      She bristled at the way they all thought her fate was in their hands. Kenzie’s fate was hers and no one else’s. “I am not registered with the Bay Coven.”

      Takahashi paused at that and blinked. No doubt she’d forgotten just like everyone else. Kenzie’s family was high society in the witch world. They were so well known – so synonymous with the Bay Coven in San Francisco that everyone simply assumed.

      “You are not. That is correct.” Takahashi blinked again like she had to reevaluate her entire plan.

      Gram-Gram’s grin was vicious. “Which means Kenzie’s fate is hers and her life under the protection of her clan. You may decide whether she is welcome or not in this coven, but that is all. You cannot cast her out.”

      “No, but we can request that she be shunned,” Brad said, smiling that oily fucking smile at them as he stood from his seat. “A void is unpredictable – dangerous.”

      “Sit down, Mr. Davis,” Takahashi snapped. “Let me read what we’ve found here. Then the Matriarchs of each clan and I will discuss.” She gave Brad a pointed look when she said ‘matriarch.’

      Kenzie smirked. She wanted to rip his fucking face off with her bare hands, but everything about this whole thing between his family and hers had to be kept a secret. She gave him the middle finger anyway. They’d managed to save a little over half of the victims on the list thanks to that one raven flock backing off.

      And she wanted to rub his face in it.

      Selene grabbed her hand and yanked it down, giving her a look that pleaded with her not to make things worse. Her sister was already worried that Takahashi was onto the blood feud and didn’t want that getting brought to light.

      The consequences wouldn’t be pretty.

      Kenzie sighed and looked up. At least the building had always been a place she’d enjoyed – even if she hadn’t really been welcome. The coven was in one of the oldest buildings in San Francisco. It was one of the few that had survived the massive earthquakes back in 1906 and the subsequent fires.

      Obviously thanks to the magic wards carved into the very foundation, the bricks, and the support beams with witch blood.

      There was a glass dome in the ceiling that was reminiscent of the Victorian era when the last additions had been made. The wrought iron kept out the fae and the brick was made with protective spells.

      There was ash, alder, apple, maple, holly, hazel, elm, elder, and cedar wood used for every single possible thing – adding to the magic of the coven, easing some of the strain on the witches. Furniture was made from black walnut and plants were everywhere. There were living walls in every room with herbs and plants they used for various different spells.

      The coven building had always spoken to Kenzie on a visceral level she’d never understood. She’d chalked it up to witch DNA even if she didn’t have powers. Apparently it was a lot more than that.

      “Voids,” Takahashi began to read from her tablet. Kenzie knew most everything there was to know about her ‘class’ of witch. But maybe the High Priestess would surprise her. “A witch with the power to absorb and use any power in the universe.”

      She paused there and Kenzie felt her heart pound. Yeah, that little gem had freaked her out the first time she’d read it too. Like…any power? What did that even mean? Could she take divine power?

      Kenzie didn’t want to know and she certainly didn’t want to piss off someone like Lucifer by taking it.

      “I can’t keep the power,” Kenzie cut in with a shrug. “Only for short periods of time. Then I release it back into the universe.”

      Takahashi eyed her but didn’t snap at the interruption. “There are cases in the Council archives that describe some of what voids have done in the past. Case number one from 476 C.E. the witch Cy went on a rampage through Europe and took power from every paranormal he came across, thus resulting in the fall of Rome.”

      It was so hard not to roll her eyes. She crossed her arms over her chest and glared though. Of course the High Priestess started off with that one.

      “In the year 453 C.E. Attila prevented the apocalypse by absorbing the powers of the Yaoguai.”

      “Balance,” Kenzie said in the quiet meeting room. “We are created to provide balance. Have you read all of the recent reports from the Council? There have been multiple persons born or created with massive amounts of power lately. The universe always demands balance.”

      Takahashi just sighed and looked up at Kenzie. “Obviously, Mackenzie, but there is no one to train you in this magic. Who knows what the consequences to that will be? We cannot predict what will happen. Are you a threat – a danger?”

      That’s when her beautiful, amazing sister stepped forward in one of her favorite coven dresses – barely more than black cobwebs with her onyx necklace to signify her position as Matriarch Kavanagh.

      “High Priestess, to be fair witches are neutral. We are neither good nor bad, but we keep the balance. Kenzie is my equal. The yin to my yang. How you describe her potential is something that could be said of all witches. I could burn this place to the ground with the power I possess.”

      Everyone in the meeting took in a sharp breath at that.

      Sometimes they forgot how powerful Selene was because she was so young. But yes, she could take down a building that had been warded by every generation of witches since the dawn of America.

      That’s the kind of power she had.

      No, it hadn’t been enough to take on four very powerful fae, but two?

      “All right, fair enough Matriarch Kavanagh,” the High Priestess said. She set down her tablet with a click against the black walnut. “But if she remains untrained that endangers us all. If Mackenzie cannot control when she takes power then she could harm someone on accident.”

      The pop in the following silence echoed. And suddenly there was Eisheth adjusting the cuffs of his crisp shirt. “Good evening High Priestess,” he said pleasantly. When he looked up Kenzie could see fire and brimstone in his eyes.

      Every bit of color drained from Takahashi’s face when she realized who was standing before her – who was one of the rare paranormals who could just pop in through the wards.

      “Bay Coven recognizes the demon Eisheth,” she said. Kenzie was impressed at the strength in her voice. She supposed that was why she was High Priestess in the first place though.

      Eisheth gave Kenzie a wink and then slipped his hands in his pockets to give Takahashi a lazy smile. “I want it known and on the record that I am Mackenzie Kavanagh’s demon godfather.”

      Gram-Gram rolled her eyes. “Of course,” she muttered under her breath, pinching Kenzie’s arm. “Generations of witches with power to rival Lucifer and he picks you.”

      Despite the tone and pinch Kenzie grinned, rubbing her arm. Edith was proud.

      Eisheth glanced over at Gram-Gram. “I always kept an eye out for you, Edith,” he said with a wink.

      And then her grandmother blushed.

      Fuck, just get a room already.

      “High Priestess,” Eisheth said loud and clear before murmurs started to take over. “I am here to let you know that I will train Kenzie. Since I’m as old as the dinosaurs I’ve met a few voids in my time.”

      All the air whooshed out of her lungs and Kenzie stared at Eisheth in disbelief. It had never occurred to her that he would have met others which was just effing stupid of her. No duh. He was there at the dawn of time – and apparently with the dinosaurs.

      “High Priestess,” Brad said, popping out of his chair again. “A demon isn’t neutral. Kenzie getting trained by him could impair her neutrality.”

      “Mr. Davis! If you speak out of turn without going through your matriarch again I’m banning you from this meeting.”

      Kenzie smirked at the slime ball. Thank the Fates Takahashi didn’t like him either.

      “Eisheth,” Takahashi said, redirecting her attention. “Who trains Mackenzie isn’t up to me as she’s not officially a part of this coven. I appreciate you letting me know that she will be trained though and it will go down in the record for future study when and if she ever applies to join Bay Coven. As you know due to your close relation to us mortals, she is in my territory and therefore I may not decide her fate, but I will have to monitor her and report to the Council of Paranormals if I find anything…concerning.”

      She hated the way they talked about her like she wasn’t standing right there, but this was one of those rare situations Kenzie knew her smart mouth could really fuck up her life so she kept it shut – she’d learned well enough how to do that over the years thanks to her family.

      Glancing over her shoulder she looked at her parents, sitting with the rest of the Kavanagh clan. Their faces were blank. She couldn’t tell if they didn’t care what happened to her or if they didn’t know how to respond to her new status.

      Since she was now a recognized witch everything they’d done to her…it was partially their fault that they hadn’t known what she was – that they’d subjected her to certain things.

      Within the coven Kenzie had no recourse though.

      But she could take her case to the Council of Paranormals if she wished. It would be a massive breach of witch culture and society. So much of what they did was kept to themselves. And taking down another witch through the Council instead of her coven?

      Kenzie would be unofficially shunned by every witch in the world.

      It was a very effective way to keep them all in line.

      “Mackenzie if you cannot control your power and it begins to cause issues we will need to bring it to the Council of Paranormals’ attention,” Takahashi warned her.

      Suddenly she felt that rage inside her burn. As it consumed her she could see Eisheth grin in the corner of her eye. He stepped aside to give her room.

      Kenzie’s heels clicked on the tile as she took five steps toward the black walnut table that had been the point of power for the last seven High Priestesses.

      Takahashi didn’t recoil at her approach, but she did narrow her eyes and Kenzie could see her teeth clench.

      “So I just want to make sure I have something clear,” she whispered, but somehow the words still echoed in the vast room. “When you thought I was powerless and a stain on the witch community, you gave my family permission to torture me.”

      Her scars glittered under the light of the sun shining through the dome and Kenzie knew every witch in that room was looking at those scars she proudly showed off in her strapless dress.

      “But now that I have a rare – and more importantly, controllable – power you’re like naw?” Kenzie laughed but it was disgusted. “You are the one who allowed them to do this to me. Don’t you remember? This is what you wanted.” Kenzie held out her hands and turned slowly in a circle so everyone could get a good look at her.

      Then she reached out so fast Takahashi didn’t even move. Everyone went completely still when Kenzie took her hand, lacing her fingers through the High Priestess’s like they were secret lovers. She’d never seen someone go so completely white before and it didn’t look good on the woman who was normally a gorgeous golden color.

      “Are you saying that after seven years of torture you take it all back? You don’t want me to have powers anymore?” Kenzie squeezed her hand gently, almost like she was trying to reassure her. “Because I find that difficult to swallow and there’s a lot I will.”

      Then she winked.

      Eisheth’s quick burst of laughter made Kenzie smile briefly.

      Takahashi was near the end of her prime and she knew it. When Selene turned twenty years old she could challenge the woman who had ruled for the last fifty years. And normally the High Priestess was very fair.

      But when it came to a witch in her city who couldn’t perform magic…it was like everyone in San Francisco had lost their minds and tried to ‘fix’ her. When Kenzie couldn’t be fixed they’d ignored or avoided her.

      Now here they were. How the tables had turned.

      Kenzie didn’t take the High Priestess’s power, but they both knew she could. “I will never register with the Bay Coven while you rule it. The only person I am willing to have as my High Priestess is Selene. Think about that over the next few months – while you’re deciding what to do with the evidence we present to you.”

      Without waiting for the woman who had had a hand in her torture and despair during most of her life to respond, Kenzie turned and stalked back to Eisheth. Standing next to the demon made it very clear where her allegiances lay.

      It wasn’t with the coven. And it wasn’t with her clan. Only Selene could control her by any margin. Not even Edith could despite their love for each other – despite their tenuous alliances over the years.

      Takahashi clasped her hands together and Kenzie could see they were shaking. She smirked and Eisheth chuckled, throwing an arm around her shoulders like they were best friends.

      “Then you are the Council’s problem,” the High Priestess finally said. “I will not approve your application to the Bay Coven for as long as I rule here. Even if you master your gifts.”

      Kenzie shrugged, feeling that desolation from her childhood rear its ugly head once more at their rejection. “That’s fine. A Councilman owes me a favor.”

      Then the High Priestess went from pale to a raging red.

      Yeah, Kenzie hadn’t just been fucking off the last decade. She’d made friends with all the wrong people. She grinned at Takahashi and flipped Brad off again just for good measure.

      Eisheth gave Brad the middle finger too which made the asshole fume. Kenzie snickered.

      “Can I please have order?” Takahashi snapped. “Bring out Peter Hale.”

      Kenzie tensed as two brutes she didn’t recognize brought out the guy who had been relentlessly chasing her for the last fifteen years. Her lip curled in disgust when he looked at her, nearly pleading with her to understand.

      How he ever thought she would abandon her sister for him was beyond her.

      “We are now moving onto the case of the curse Peter Hale threw on the Kavanagh clan and their sacred home,” Takahashi declared.

      Selene took front and center as the Matriarch to represent all the Kavanaghs.

      “After our investigation Matriarch, it seems that Peter was working alone. His powers will be bound for twenty years for striking against another witch family. He will not be shunned but he will be cast out of the Bay Coven. Once he’s served his time he may reapply.”

      Edith took a step forward in outrage. She knew as well as Kenzie and Selene that Peter was only a lackey and not the mastermind. Selene held out a hand to keep their grandmother from saying anything…regrettable.

      “Reparations to my clan’s home, and the irreplaceable magic that was destroyed?”

      The High Priestess nodded and snapped her fingers. The Hale clan brought out a giant trunk that looked like something out of a fantasy movie. “They have been forced to give up grimoires to replace yours as well as monetary payment. It’s not all cash based on this list,” she said, looking back down at her tablet. “But it should cover the magical materials lost.”

      Thank the Fates Kenzie had gotten most of their shit digitally scanned as well as all the blueprints and formulas for her and Selene’s work. Everything was safe on her hard drives and backed up a thousand times.

      Otherwise they’d be so shit out of luck right now.

      There was nothing more the coven could do. Selene gritted her teeth, but nodded. “Thank you, High Priestess. Will there still be a meeting regarding Mackenzie?”

      Takahashi glanced at Kenzie again and considered. “She has one year. I will reconsider my statement then.”

      Did Selene not want the position of High Priestess? Kenzie couldn’t think of another reason for Selene to ask about a reconsideration.

      “Everyone is dismissed,” Takahashi declared.

      And with that Eisheth popped her out of existence – no doubt just to be dramatic.
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      Popping through existence wasn’t pleasant. Eisheth hadn’t warned her she wouldn’t be able to breathe while he teleported them to wherever. She started panicking; gripping his hand so tight it would have broken a mortal’s.

      When sunshine warmed her skin once more Eisheth released her immediately. “I see we need to start your training as soon as possible,” he said, shaking out his hand. “Damn, that actually stung.”

      Kenzie blinked up at the sky and tried to figure out where she was.

      No one seemed to notice they’d simply appeared as they walked around them. Then Eisheth held open a door for her and she realized it was some kind of fancy café. Without asking a thousand questions like she wanted to, Kenzie just walked in.

      It seemed kind of pointless. The demon was currently running the show and she didn’t want to piss him off. Wherever they were it was definitely not San Francisco, so Kenzie really didn’t want to get left here.

      The demon led her up to the hostess who recognized him, and then led them further into the café without a word. A fancy table near the back with plenty of space around it was set up and waiters were already bringing out steaming pots and snacks.

      Kenzie didn’t ask.

      It had been a month since the attack from the fae and the last time she saw Eisheth. In that time he’d never once called or texted or even hinted that he had any intention of training her. It would have saved her a lot of fucking time if he had.

      Sitting down she crossed her arms over her chest and glared at Eisheth. “Serves you right for not telling me to hold my damn breath.”

      The demon chuckled and flexed his hand as he sat. “Indeed. Now try to give it back,” he said, holding out his hand.

      “No.” Kenzie knew she was being stubborn but she needed answers and this one liked to play games. Well, she’d been learning from the best. “Tell me everything I want to know and I might give it back.”

      Eisheth narrowed his eyes at her. “‘Everything’ is too vague and has no attached time frame. I will tell you everything you want to know before it’s time to go back to your foxes in oh, an hour,” Eisheth said, checking his fancy watch that probably cost more than her car. “You have one hour in this location to learn anything. Then you will return the power that you took from me – without blowing me up or taking more.”

      Kenzie blinked. Demons were worse than fae when it came to details sometimes. She may have been learning from the best, but Eisheth had learned from the best of the best.

      “Deal. Why were the foxes in hell?” she asked.

      The demon laughed hard enough people turned to stare. “Oh darling, I love you so much for keeping me on my toes. I certainly wasn’t expecting that question to be a part of the agreement.”

      He poured them both coffee and handed her the cream and sugar first. “Here, drink and eat and I will tell you.”

      “Concisely,” Kenzie said, dropping sugar cubes into her cup. Demons could be such a pain in the ass, even ones she liked.

      “All right, concisely. They were in hell to get someone out. It was a very controversial contract and they managed to convince Lucifer to give her up.”

      “Why offer to train me now and not when I spent the last month studying every tome and text ever created?” Kenzie asked, stirring her coffee before adding a dash of cinnamon. It smelled amazing at least. “You could have saved me a lot of time and stress.”

      Taking a cookie delicately from the fancy tower of sweets he bit into it and chewed thoughtfully. “You needed to read all that shit so you can appreciate the predicament you’re in – and I wanted you to have time to gather the rest of those victims. You know normal things. I’m quite a bit disappointed that you haven’t made more progress with your sexy little psycho though.”

      Kenzie almost choked on her coffee. “Are you spying on me?”

      “Not exactly,” he said, giving her a secret smile as he sipped. “Just checking in every once in a while.”

      The tiny bit of his power she’d accidentally taken warmed her blood nearly to the boiling point, but it wasn’t unfamiliar. Demon magic was like, and yet not like, witch magic. But it was nothing like the magic she’d ripped from those fae.

      Holding up one hand she imagined summoning fire like her parents had tried to get her to do a million times. It was as easy as breathing now that she had something to play with. A small flame sprouted from her palm in glorious reds and oranges. As she directed it with nothing but her thoughts it grew into a bud and then bloomed into a glorious flower with blue and purple fire.

      “Hunter has been focused on gathering all the victims. He’s called in backup and working at the Davis firm has been hard on him. Dealing with people every day really wears on his patience,” Kenzie told the demon. A small twist of her fingers and the burning flower turned to ash.

      A small part of her couldn’t believe that it was her doing this – using magic even if it wasn’t hers and she had it only for a very brief period in time. So much of her life had been about being what her family had thought she would be.

      A Kavanagh witch so powerful she could rule the coven at twenty – summoning their signature flame to raze the world to the ground. But that wasn’t Kenzie. That was Selene – even though her sister had hair black as night instead of the flame-red Kenzie had.

      Everything was not as they’d planned and the only person in their clan who didn’t seem to care was Gram-Gram. It was still so hard to reconcile her entire life up to this point with her new status.

      Kenzie was no longer an abomination, but she was still something unknown and terrifying.

      Word had spread fast and covens across America had sent her emails requesting that she consider joining them. Even a few in Europe.

      Then the one that she’d frame to rub in her family’s face. Kenzie would hang it in the foyer once it was rebuilt for everyone to see when they walked into the Kavanagh mansion. The Emerald Coven in Ireland had asked her to consider joining them, written by the Matriarch of the Irish Kavanagh clan who also happened to be the High Priestess.

      She didn’t know what it would be like to visit – but she’d always wanted to. Not bringing her had not been a requirement for her family to go to Ireland. So Kenzie honestly didn’t know what it would be like over there.

      Either way she didn’t plan to join a coven any time soon.

      If ever.

      “So you’ve accepted the bond of two foxes, what about your third?” Eisheth asked.

      Kenzie wiggled her fingers in a few moves she’d seen Selene do over and over as a kid when she’d first started training and a small flame erupted on the table, but it didn’t burn. “I haven’t finished asking you questions. It’s my hour. You can have your own after mine is up if that’s what you want.”

      Eisheth smiled over his coffee with a proud look in his eye. “I love how crafty you are, darling. You should meet some of my other wards. I think you would all have such fun together.”

      A few more crooks of her fingers and the flame turned into a tiny fox that romped around the table, playing with the napkins before it jumped into the cup of sugar cubes.

      It was fucking adorable and Kenzie wanted to keep it, but that’s not how this power worked. It wasn’t hers. She was only borrowing it.

      “How can you train me if you’re not void?” she asked.

      Eisheth shrugged. “I’ve trained three voids since the birth of witches.”

      She looked around and pulled out her phone, waiting for Eisheth to explain. A few quick taps and her GPS told her they were in fact in New York City. This place probably cost a fortune. Kenzie put two more cookies down on her plate and then grabbed the menu.

      Might as well make the best of it.

      “As a demon my power is versatile,” Eisheth explained, stirring his coffee very particularly. “It allows me all sorts of glorious things and one of them is taking power from others if I wish. It’s not an easy skill to learn and not many demons can do it without burning up from the inside thanks to the inability to hold so much power in our bodies. But you Kenzie, your body is designed to hold everything without suffering the consequences.”

      Ever since she’d found out what she was Kenzie had been playing with her abilities here and there. There wasn’t much in the texts to help her but just knowing she could had opened up doors she hadn’t known existed.

      “I can’t hold it indefinitely,” she told Eisheth. “It starts to hurt after a while.”

      The demon nodded. “The stronger the power the more it will burn. But you will start to grow accustomed to it. Your abilities will stretch until you can hold all my power in your hands for the rest of your life and suffer only marginally. Now the real issue is, you will have a cap.”

      Already she’d learned more in ten minutes with Eisheth than she had searching the archives for the last month.

      “You can only hold so much power. We don’t know how much that is yet, but there will be a point where you are too ‘full.’ This can cause various different problems, but the main one is voids aren’t designed to hold onto power indefinitely. You were designed to take it and put it back into the universe. So.” Eisheth shrugged. “If you abuse the power it will get ripped from you at some point.”

      He snapped his fingers and three books slammed onto the table. Kenzie cursed and jumped, spilling coffee all over her coven gown.

      “These are the journals of those witches I trained.”

      She stared at the tomes that looked old as shit but were still somehow in excellent condition. Must have been some amazing preserving spell to hold out for however many centuries Eisheth had them.

      They were tempting but she didn’t dare touch them until she knew they were for her. Books were one of those things witches loved to curse.

      “Thankfully I had the foresight to require they write everything they learned and all that they did. So few voids.” Eisheth clucked his tongue and sipped his coffee. “Makes one wonder, why now? Though I firmly believe there are others we don’t know about due to the nature of your powers.”

      Kenzie considered everything she knew. Why so long between voids when clearly Eisheth had three? “Three thousand years ago is a long time,” she agreed.

      That’s when he smiled. “Oh, yes well that’s the last one the Council of Paranormals knows about. It was right around its inception. But you forget. There’s a whole world out there.” Eisheth tapped one of the books. “This one was born in Japan.”

      There was so much to think about. Were the ones Eisheth had trained even the ones the Council knew about? Did it even matter?

      “So what’s the plan?” Kenzie asked, drumming her fingers on the table. She hadn’t decided how she felt about Eisheth training her, but there was no one else. And he was right. She didn’t want to accidentally steal powers from people. Or have that magic blow up in her face.

      Eisheth pointed to something on the menu. “Get these. They’re divine. Oh, and these.”

      Suddenly the waiter was there and then was off to put in their order so quickly Kenzie was still blinking in confusion when he left.

      “We’re going to start with the basics of course and you’re going to read these books.”

      She rolled her eyes and popped a cookie in her mouth that melted on her tongue in buttery bliss. When she was done chewing she looked up at the fancy demon. “You assume I know how to read Japanese.”

      Eisheth cracked open the book. “Oh, don’t you worry about that. They’re spelled so the only ones who can read them are a void, or me. No one else. Here, give it a go.”

      Doubting him she pulled the book closer and frowned at the pages of kanji. Then suddenly they rippled and it was in English. Kenzie’s mouth popped open in shock as the perfectly legible words started describing how to squirrel away small bits of power to use when desperate.

      “Those are now yours until the end of your life,” Eisheth said with a sad smile. “At the cost of keeping your own journal.” Another snap of his fingers. A book that looked just like the others, but brand new, slammed onto the table.

      Kenzie considered the cramps she would get in her hand. “Can’t I just digitalize all this?”

      “Can you spell it to keep the same rules as my books do?” Eisheth asked, raising an eyebrow at her as he sipped more coffee.

      “Maybe,” she murmured, turning the page of the book before her. There was so much here she could use among the descriptions of life in Japan.

      “Then maybe you can digitalize it at some point, but for now use the books.” Eisheth smiled at the waiter who brought them new plates of goodies and dug in. “Can I ask about Hunter now?”

      There weren’t any more questions she could think of. “As long as I get to keep my remaining time for future use.”

      He chuckled at that. “Sure, now give me back my power.” The demon held out his hand and she took it. Half a thought later and it was back into the demon. “You’re surprisingly adept at this,” he murmured.

      Shrugging as she flipped through the book Kenzie tried to shove down the emotions. “I spent a lot of time learning magic I couldn’t perform. Then I spent time with Selene while she learned hers. Also meditation does wonders for control. More witches should meditate.”

      “Eat darling,” Eisheth murmured. “Every week I will come to you for training. How does Sunday sound? Read one chapter and practice what’s in it. You are allowed to text me one question per day. Now, what’s the deal with Hunter?”

      Gossipy bitch.

      He just grinned like he knew exactly what she was thinking.

      “Nothing is the deal with Hunter,” she told him. “And why do you care?”

      Instantly Eisheth sobered. “Only you have control over that one,” the demon told her. “Until he accepts the bond, his fate is unclear. The future is…unpredictable.”

      Chills ran up and down her spine. “He has that much power and influence?”

      The demon was silent and the sounds of the café filtered in. Horns honked outside and Kenzie just stared at her fancy coffee. Then she took a bite of the ridiculously overpriced petit fours.

      Her fox, the one they all knew wasn’t damaged exactly but…some weird combination of messed up and psychotic. Nothing mattered to Hunter except his chaos. Without something to tether him Kenzie could see him losing control one day.

      His moral compass didn’t exist. Hunter only did what was beneficial for them. For Ash and Finnick. And now…her.

      “Hunter could take down the entire Council if he felt motivated enough,” Eisheth finally said, pouring more coffee. “It’s not about influence. He’s strong and with enough motivation – we all know how vicious the scavengers can be. It’s why ravens are assassins. Almost all of them. And coyotes? Let’s just say you don’t want to run into them alone at night.”

      “Why do they make you so nervous?”

      When something made Eisheth – a fucking demon – nervous, it definitely scared the shit out of her.

      Her demon godfather frowned and added two cubes of sugar and then a dash of cream. “I wouldn’t call it nerves. Simply a healthy respect for what they’re capable of. Normal people require a lot to fall over the edge. A coyote, or a fox? They all act like there are no consequences to their actions.” He shrugged. “I suppose there isn’t really. Not when they’re looked down on so much. The last time a scavenger was pissed they started a war.”

      Kenzie needed to read more. Where the fuck was all this information?

      “Well, I’m not accepting the mate bond with Hunter just because he scares you,” Kenzie told him, glancing up to watch as it started to rain outside. Muggy, nasty New York rain that never seemed to end. It was definitely September and her witchy bones could feel fall approaching in this place.

      “No, I agree. But he’s definitely a hot little psycho who is super into you,” Eisheth said with a laugh. “Make the best of that.”

      She couldn’t help her smile. The demon wasn’t wrong there. But there were other things she felt like a complete noob about. “I don’t know how to really connect with him. We hang out, do things, spend time together, but despite his agreement I can’t get him to open up.”

      Eisheth considered and popped another cake into his mouth as he stared out at the rain through the window behind her. “Try something outside the box. Obviously he cares about you, but doesn’t relate to you. Both of you are into computers though. Hm.”

      Tapping his perfectly manicured nails on the table Eisheth contemplated her predicament.

      Kenzie wasn’t actually too worried about it. Things would happen when they happened. But it didn’t mean she wasn’t sexually frustrated about how slow ‘things’ were going.

      “I could play a game with him,” she murmured. It was already something she’d thought of, but hadn’t had the balls to bring up before they finished getting all their witnesses.

      The demon laughed. “You are far better at this than I am. Probably why I’m still going through a rough patch with Samael. Though to be fair the last one was an entire century long. Who knows how long this one will be.”

      She ate another one of the petit fours and resisted asking what they were fighting about. “Can you take me home now before everyone loses their mind? And, uh, thank you for the books and training.”

      Eisheth smiled. “Now you have a way to keep that bitch Martha in line. Don’t forget that.” Then he grabbed her hand and they popped out of existence.
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      “Goddammit! I told you to warn me next time!” Kenzie screeched from inside the house.

      Finnick instantly dropped the spatula on the grill and ran inside. The cocky demon winked at him, snapped his fingers making four massive books land in Finnick’s arms, and then disappeared.

      His mate was wearing a black, strapless gown that looked like something you would see on the red carpet – heels and all. And she was fuming.

      “What the hell is going on?” he asked, confused as to why there were old books in his arms and what she was so mad about, though it honestly didn’t take much. It was one of the things he loved about her.

      Kenzie stalked over to him, heels clicking against the wood floor and took the books from him. “Stupid demon is a nosy bitch, that’s what. Oh and fun times, he told the coven he’s my godfather on top of the fact he’s going to train me.”

      Crossing the room she tossed them onto the dining table and Finnick winced. They looked ancient and she was treating them like trashy magazines.

      Finnick sighed and decided this wasn’t his problem. He went back out to the grill on the large porch outside and turned the hamburgers over. If she wanted to talk about it she would come to him. Over the last month and a half he’d learned a lot about his mate.

      One very important point was that it was pointless to calm her down. It only made her angrier. Which was one of his favorite games – when he wasn’t currently the only one in the house.

      The last month had been the closest thing to bliss he’d ever experienced. Even when Kenzie was prickly and annoyed.

      They’d gotten through her first bout of PMS in the den and honestly it was a fucking miracle. But it had cost Finnick nothing to lay with her in bed or bring her chocolate or whatever it was that made her feel better.

      This time though…he had no real experience with demons or witches until learning Kenzie was his mate.

      It was best just to stay out of it if he could.

      Concentrating on the meat on the grill Finnick listened closely as she stomped around, going into the kitchen and then back to the dining room table. No doubt the coven meeting hadn’t gone well if Eisheth had decided he’d needed to make an entrance.

      He looked up at the trees surrounding their backyard that gave them the appearance of privacy. The leaves were starting to turn despite the heat. September was always a weird mixture of summer doing its best to leave a lasting impression and fall lifting its sleepy head.

      One day it was a hundred degrees outside and the next he had to wear a jacket. Mother Nature had always been a fickle bitch and Finnick understood why a bit better now that he lived with Kenzie.

      At some point she’d taken off the heels, but he could still hear her footsteps as she came outside to the patio table. She wasn’t trying to be sneaky, but she was better at being quiet thanks to all the practice and training they’d been doing over the last month.

      Wrapping up the shit for Samuel and all the potential witnesses had been exhausting. Finnick was glad it was over. He flipped over the burgers and listened to his mate without turning around.

      There didn’t seem to be any new pain which was a good thing, but there did seem to be old pain making a reappearance. She would tell him about it on her own. They both knew he wouldn’t let something like that drop.

      “The Bay Coven doesn’t want me,” Kenzie finally said. “Takahashi said I had a year to get my shit together and she might reconsider. They also pinned everything on Peter and the Hale clan for that curse.”

      Finnick turned around and crossed his arms over his chest to study her. There was one of those heavy ass books in her lap and a drink in her hand. She shrugged and sipped at the watermelon wine cooler Hunter made sure was always in stock.

      “Do you want me to murder the coven for you?” he asked, tilting his head to admire the dress that hugged her curves.

      That made her snort with laughter and it eased some of the mood, but not entirely.

      This was serious then. “Did you want to join the coven?” he asked. “I was under the impression that you would refuse even if they’d begged.”

      She nodded, staring at the wine cooler like it held the answers to everything in the universe. “I would have refused. But it still sucks to have my family’s coven reject me before I could reject them.”

      Ah. Well.

      “You want to talk about it?” he asked, listening to the meat on the grill with one ear.

      Normally he would make a game out of this, but this was not the time. Not when there was so much other shit going on along with everything else. They were about to enter the next phase of their plan and dealing with a demon and a coven…

      Kenzie shrugged again. “I wouldn’t even know where to start. The main problem is already taken care of. I have someone to train me and these void journals to read. The Kavanagh clan is being reimbursed and Peter can’t do magic for twenty years. Guess he’s actually going to have to go to a gym or get fat.”

      Finnick grinned at that and went back to turning the meat over. Then he grabbed his plate of various cheeses and started carefully applying them to each patty. “If we tied him to Brad would the coven strip the Davis clan as well?”

      He felt her before he heard her. Kenzie stood and crossed the patio as silently as a fox. Then she wrapped her arms around his waist and pressed her face into his back. The contact eased some of the tightness in Finnick’s chest and he put a hand on her arm.

      This was what he enjoyed the most. The closeness, both physical and emotional. It put things in a whole new light for him – grounded him in a way that made Finnick feel capable of having an actual adult conversation about things rather than reverting to humor all the time.

      He didn’t have to do that. Not with Kenzie.

      Didn’t mean he ever passed up the opportunity for a good dick joke though.

      “If there was irrefutable proof he poisoned Selene and had a hand in what Peter did, then yeah. There would be a thorough investigation done by the coven. Blood feuds are forbidden because of the collateral damage. Not necessarily because we’re hurting one another. I guarantee you the coven is more upset about the grimoires lost in the fire and any potential normals catching wind of the situation.”

      Kenzie sighed and his grip tightened as he adjusted some of the cheese, checking which were done. Finnick moved some to a plate and then considered a way to help her. This was way beyond anything he had ever done before.

      Even contracted, they didn’t really deal with witches too much. Finnick wasn’t even sure why Hunter had taken Edith’s contract to begin with. Maybe he was intrigued a witch would even set one up and wanted to find out more.

      “Hamburgers?” Hunter called out, climbing up the stairs from the front door.

      Speak of the devil.

      Finnick grinned at his unofficial alpha. The other fox looked haggard – for him – but still like he was ready to step into a board meeting. “The mundane life looks good on you, Hunter. Does that make me your stay at home wife?”

      Glaring, the other fox grabbed a beer and then stepped out onto the patio, eyes narrowed at Finnick. He didn’t even bother looking at Kenzie. “If it does I’d say you’re sorely lacking in the dessert department. Though I have to say your cooking is excellent.”

      Finnick winked at Kenzie. “Hear that? I make a good wife.”

      And just like that she smiled. It was real and genuine and the crap from earlier seemed to fall off of her. Finnick could feel the roiling emotions through the bond ease. “You guys are ridiculous,” she said, but her eyes were twinkling.

      “You wouldn’t have us any other way.” Finnick kissed her forehead. “Now go greet Hunter for me. There are some wife duties I can’t perform all at the same time.”

      Kenzie laughed this time and went to give Hunter a hug and kiss on the cheek.

      “How was work, darling?” Finnick asked, giving Kenzie a wink as he put the last of the meat on the plate. The veggies were next – just a quick grill to warm them up and add flavor.

      “I got what we needed a week ago, but there is a lot going on in that place. It’s why I’ve stayed for so long.”

      “It’s not for the great benefits?” Kenzie teased, leaning into Hunter.

      Finnick watched as Hunter automatically put his arm around Kenzie’s shoulders. It didn’t seem like much, but for Hunter to be so physically familiar with someone was a huge deal. Then Hunter looked down at Kenzie and Finnick decided to give them some privacy. He turned back to the grill, but kept his ears perked as he turned over the veggies.

      “No it’s not for the benefits,” Hunter told her. “It seems they’re doing something else and using the law firm to cover it up. I’ve been going through the accounting files for the last few weeks and there is a lot that doesn’t add up. So I brought them here for you to look at Kenzie.”

      Oh, he was telling her she was the better hacker. How adorable.

      Who knew old foxes could learn new tricks?

      Placing the veggies on the second tray he turned off the grill and then grabbed the plates. Setting them on the table he gave Hunter a peck on the cheek. “Anything else I can get you, sweetie?”

      Hunter just raised an eyebrow at him as he sipped his beer. Oh, this game was fun. “No, I’m good. Anything I can help you with?”

      Kenzie looked between them, eyes wide. These games were getting more and more ridiculous every time they played. But ever since Hunter had kissed him, Finnick wanted to see what else he would do.

      Taking off the apron he flashed a grin at them both. “Find your second. Ash needs to eat too.”

      Hunter didn’t smile but his eyes sparkled as he took another sip of his beer. “Sure. I’ll go find Ash and make sure everyone is all cleaned up.” Then he turned and went back into the house.

      “You too,” Finnick said, swatting Kenzie with his apron. “I mean, unless you want to wear that fancy gown for dinner. Fair warning, my hamburgers are messy and delicious.”

      Kenzie avoided the second swat and grabbed her book before heading into the house. “To be fair you’re always messy and delicious.”

      He laughed. He couldn’t help it. “Seems my jokes are rubbing off on you.”

      Placing the book on the table with the other two she grinned. “You definitely are. I told Takahashi certain things are difficult to swallow.”

      “I knew this was meant to be!” he called after her.

      Kenzie just gave him the finger and then disappeared up the stairs.

      Going into the kitchen to get the rest of the stuff for dinner, Finnick tried to think of the last time he’d been this happy. He was pretty sure this topped everything he’d ever done and hopefully things would only get better when Hunter finally accepted the mate bond.

      And Finnick knew he would. Hunter watched Kenzie every day, maneuvering himself – playing the long game. This hunt was slow and Finnick enjoyed watching a master at work. Gave him some ideas of his own.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Kenzie

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      She sat there under the twinkling lights like she had all those weeks ago on her first night in the foxes’ den. Kenzie stared up at the stars. The moon was full and bright and it called to her as it always had.

      The four of them were silent as they sat there digesting the most amazing hamburgers she’d ever tasted. It was the good kind of silence. The kind that reminded her that even though she had a life outside the foxes they would always be there for her.

      It wasn’t just the silence either. It was how easily they’d turned her shitty mood into a good one. Finnick had always been able to make her smile when she was upset, and honestly Kenzie thought it was some kind of sorcery or voodoo.

      Even Selene had to work to get her out of those moods. Self-righteous rage, her sister had called it. But the world just liked to piss her off all the time. Kenzie knew she had a temper. She was working on it. But sometimes she just said fuck it, and let herself be mad.

      Like with the coven.

      They’d barely looked into the Peter thing.

      Peter was not a powerful witch. He could do magic, sure. But they were party tricks compared to what most females in the coven could accomplish. So how in the hell had he crafted a curse so powerful it took out her entire house?

      Almost nothing had survived that unnatural fire. And yet, the coven had decided Peter must have done it.

      Who was Brad paying off? Was it just him, or was it his whole clan? It didn’t seem like taking him down was enough. Kenzie wanted to rid the world of him – even the memory of him.

      “Based on his calendar Brad is going to a club tonight,” Kenzie said, finishing off her wine cooler. “I want to see if I can get him to confess.”

      Hunter looked over at her with a slight frown. “And record him? They could simply say he was drunk and didn’t know what he was talking about.”

      Shit. That was true. Why were the human courts so finicky?

      “Okay, how about finding out what he’s hiding?” she grinned as she considered the possibility. “I still have a truth serum Selene made for me.”

      Finnick sat up at that. “We could ask him anything and then take down everything at once since we’ll know exactly where to hit. Even his backup plans.”

      Ash tilted his head and looked at Hunter. “We could draw up a list of questions based on everything we’ve found so far. It will make our video more believable.”

      They were all silent as they considered the millions of different ways this could go wrong.

      All the surviving victims had banded together and with Finnick’s help they’d set up a good case against Brad. There was enough evidence and paper trails to make people suspicious. They didn’t need to win the case. Not when it would ruin his reputation regardless and start to impinge on his business.

      Kenzie had already gathered protection spells for those willing to testify. It was basically an underground witness protection program with new identities and a fresh start. Once this part was over those victims could choose what to do with their life.

      Because it didn’t matter how good their case was, Brad wasn’t going to jail for it. Probably not even the murders. But that wasn’t what Edith had asked for. No, the human courts would only bring to light his true nature.

      Including the video they’d made to share to every online journalist. Ash would also help them go viral. It was a huge risk for him to take, but he’d offered knowing what millions of followers could do for this plan.

      Everything had to be set up before then. Because the moment Ash shared the video Brad would know who was behind his sabotage. So they had to hit all at once if they could, or in quick succession.

      And no one knew how he would retaliate.

      “Okay, but we go disguised,” Hunter said. “Got anything for that Kenzie?”

      Her sister and Edith had been making her charms and enchantments all month to restock everything she’d lost. They were worried about her, especially as word of her new void status spread. So she had magic up the ass on her bracelets and necklaces and earrings.

      “I do actually.” She grinned, heart pounding. This was going to be fun. “Four disguise charms that will last twenty-four hours, until we’re submerged in saltwater, or until we take them off.”

      “I’ll sit here and write up the questions,” Hunter said. “While the rest of you get dressed.”

      Kenzie rolled her eyes. “It does not take me that long.”

      He gave her a pointed look and Ash and Finnick laughed as she blushed. Okay, yes it did usually take her a while to get ready. But that wasn’t her fault. Every time her clothes came off it was like Finnick or Ash scented it.

      They would find her and seduce her and Kenzie always lost herself in them. It was like they had some kind of spell over her. Finnick would put his hands on her bare waist or Ash would kiss her neck from behind and she would just forget everything.

      Sometimes it was just Finnick. Sometimes just Ash, and sometimes both of them together. Kenzie loved all the combinations equally. Each one did something different for her.

      But Hunter hadn’t made an appearance in any of them. Not like he had that one morning. And over the last month he’d been trying like he had before. Spending time with them – with her. Making a point to ask her questions or include her in what he was doing.

      They worked out together every day and still…he hadn’t asked her out for dinner yet and Kenzie wasn’t quite sure what to think about that. She’d mostly been giving him space because working in an office made him ragey.

      It wasn’t the normal kind of rage either. It was the kind that could level cities. But he was always careful not to hurt any of them or snap. That was when they usually worked out. And Hunter had said her style was the only thing that kept his mind from completely imploding.

      Because he had to focus.

      She’d tried not to preen when he said that and had failed miserably. It had made her want to stick out her tongue at the other foxes. Like, see, she didn’t need shifter strength to be a threat.

      “Maybe you could help me figure out what to wear this time?” Kenzie asked.

      Ash and Finnick went completely still.

      Hunter wasn’t the type you’d think would be into fashion. And Kenzie didn’t think he was, not like some guys. But Hunter knew exactly how to dress to get what he wanted. He used that skill like a weapon and she wished she was half as good at it as he was.

      “I just don’t know what to wear for someone like Brad. Could you help me?” she asked, hoping Hunter would take the offer.

      After all, Kenzie was going to make him hers. So might as well test out his boundaries.

      And the alpha fox eyed her like he knew exactly what she was thinking. He tapped a finger on the table, just once. “Ash can make the list of questions. I’m sure I’ll be able to find something suitable for you to wear.”

      Now it was a challenge. Kenzie grinned as she stood. “I have to approve it.”

      “Of course.” Hunter stood and slipped his hands into his pockets. “I have a few things for you to look at. Things I’ve collected over the last month that I thought you might like to wear on our date. One can be used for this.”

      Ash and Finnick shared a look and Kenzie was pretty sure her mouth was hanging open in shock. “You’ve been buying me clothes for the last month?”

      He shrugged. “Sometimes I see something and it makes me think of you. So I buy it.”

      “And you’re stashing all this stuff why?” she asked, poking him in the ribs.

      Hunter didn’t say anything. He just walked into the house and headed for the stairs without another word. The confidence he had that she would just follow made her heart rate spike. Kenzie glanced at Ash and Finnick.

      They both held up their hands like they wanted nothing to do with this. “Hunter is weird,” Finnick told her. “We all know that. It’s why we love him so much.”

      Kenzie ran after Hunter, holding onto her skirts so she didn’t trip on them. Why the fuck did he just buy her things and then squirrel them away? What a weirdo. Taking the steps two at a time she was upstairs in a flash.

      He was nowhere to be seen but his door was open.

      It was never open.

      Kenzie had never actually set foot in his room or even seen the inside of it. Ash’s was pretty bare and Finnick’s was a mess of course. But they both had some small bit of personality to the space. Even if they did tend to spend the nights in her bed.

      Silently she padded toward his door. When she reached the threshold she hesitated. Should she knock?

      Hunter whipped the door the rest of the way open and tilted his head at her. “What are you waiting for? Come in please.”

      Even with an official invitation she hesitated. Then Kenzie made a face and stepped into his room. She needed to stop being so stupid. This wasn’t how she would get the fox on her terms.

      Both of them were playing a game. It was the same one but different. Kenzie wanted him to be the one to submit first. And no doubt he wanted the same of her. They had different strategies, but it also caused them both to hold back.

      Hunter was stubborn and so was she.

      Soon though, one of them would break. The tension between them was so thick Kenzie felt like she could actually touch it with her bare hands. She would have given in already if she didn’t want to see where the end of his control was so badly. When would Hunter lose that scary control of his?

      Was she ready to see what would happen if she won?

      “There are a few pieces in here that would suit what we’re going for,” he told her, flipping through his closet. “Go ahead and pick something while I get changed.”

      She wanted to see what was in the closet, but she was more interested in his room at the moment. Kenzie wasn’t really surprised to see how bare and neat it was. The color choice was exactly what she would expect from him – deep greens and black and various greys.

      Tilting her head she wondered if the sheets were actually made of silk or if they were satin. For some reason she would bet silk. Pricey and extravagant and…telling. If nothing else he valued skincare and breathability.

      Then she saw the door to his bathroom was cracked open. Kenzie would make some excuse to change in there to see what he was hiding in his medicine closet.

      There wasn’t anything on the walls. Not even art. Which meant someone else had decorated the downstairs. Probably Ash. Kenzie went through the clothes Hunter had indicated while he started undressing. She wasn’t going to lie; it was difficult to concentrate when he wasn’t wearing a shirt.

      “What the fuck is some of this?” she asked, eyeing a dress that looked like just strips of black fabric. Another was whole but made out of latex.

      “I haven’t decided what I want the theme of our date to be yet,” Hunter told her, kicking off his work shoes. “So I just grab what catches my eye.”

      Another piece was leather and it looked like a pencil skirt. The variety was eclectic. Was that a whip? Kenzie grabbed it and turned around, ready to ask a thousand questions but Hunter was naked. Her mouth popped open in shock.

      Was he teasing her? Kenzie watched him go into the bathroom and disappear. A second later the shower turned on. Fucking hell. She wished Ash or Finnick were there to help her out.

      That gave her an idea.

      Kenzie ran to the bedroom door. “Finnick! Ash!” she hissed, hoping they could hear her over the sound of the water running.

      Suddenly they were both there and grinning. “Is that a whip?” Finnick asked. “Kinky. Daddy likes. Whip me later, love?”

      Ash took it from her and a small smile played on his lips. “I always thought Hunter was into some intense shit. What’s the deal? You don’t want to shower with him?”

      She rolled her eyes. “It’s not like I even know if he wants me to. He just…stripped and went in there. That’s it.”

      Then Finnick rolled his hips like he was some kind of sexy male stripper. “Like this or like you would in a doctor’s office?”

      Kenzie slapped her hand over her mouth so she wouldn’t laugh too loudly. Hunter would ask her awkward questions if he heard. “Like he doesn’t give two fucks that he’s naked. And the stuff he’s picked out is intense. I have no idea if he’s trying to…flirt? Seduce? I don’t know. What should I do?”

      Ash waved the whip around a bit and then handed it back to her. “He’s testing you – playing a game. Do you want the game to be over? Do you want to go in there and make him beg with that sharp mouth of yours?”

      Too quick for her to react, Ash’s hand snaked out and grabbed her chin, thumb rubbing across her bottom lip. Kenzie suddenly felt like she couldn’t breathe. “If you want to make him beg you know how. But if you want him to make you beg…the game isn’t over yet, is it?”

      “And the mate bond?” she whispered, feeling her core go molten as Ash just stared at her lips.

      Then he released her and Finnick was grinning. “In his own way he’s already accepted it. Not officially or you’d feel something significant. But Hunter is not going to let you go. He’s just having fun. So go, see if you can make him stutter.” Finnick pushed her back into the room and closed the door.

      The shower was still running and Kenzie knew seeing Hunter’s firm ass made her a little stupid. She wanted to go in there and see what he would do if she joined him. No doubt that’s what he hoped she would do.

      So Kenzie went back to the closet and looked at each piece he’d purchased over the last few weeks.

      Putting down the whip she grabbed three different dresses, including the latex one. With the disguise she had the purple could be fun. After all, bubblegum pink hair and violet eyes weren’t natural but no one cared in a club.

      The red would clash with that disguise. The black could work. And then there was this piece of nonsense that barely covered anything. It wasn’t a dress she would wear anywhere but a bedroom or as a dominatrix.

      Kenzie went still as she considered the whip. Did Hunter want her to dominate him at some point? The thought made her so wet it was ridiculous.

      She put back the domme dress and whip and made a mental note to look up videos on how to use a whip. Then she grabbed a few more pieces. They were all dresses which was interesting. Her eye caught on some bags.

      How thoughtful.

      He’d even picked out shoes…and underwear.

      Two could play this game.

      Kenzie went into the bathroom and noted all the products on the counters. “I’m going to take a quick shower and be right back.”

      There was a pause. Then Hunter turned and she could see his front through the warped glass even if she couldn’t see details. “You could shower here. It would be faster.”

      She grinned. Finnick and Ash had been right. “Nah, I don’t have any of my stuff in here. A girl needs her special hair care and all that. Five minutes then I’ll be back.”

      This game was so much fun it should be illegal.

      Kenzie had never showered so fast in her life. She made sure everything was clean. Thank the Fates for convenience spells. Selene had given them both permanent waxes when she’d turned thirteen. Hair never grew back in those places. Witches were the best kind of lazy.

      She walked back down the hall and shook out her hands to dispel the nerves. Two could play, she reminded herself. Without knocking she walked into his room and went right for the bag of bras and panties he’d purchased at some point.

      They were pink too which she loved.

      His sharp inhale was music to her ears. Kenzie glanced over her shoulder to see him sitting on the bed in nothing but his pants. “What are you doing?” he asked softly.

      She rifled through the bags like she didn’t give two fucks that she was completely naked. “I liked some of the stuff in here so I figured I’d wear it. You have interesting taste, Hunter.”

      He didn’t move from his spot on the bed, but he was so tense and still he didn’t even blink as she slipped on the underwear first. Kenzie turned around, nipples tight and taut as she looked at Hunter.

      His dick was hard.

      “I picked out a few options,” she told him, pointing to the pile she’d made. “Which do you prefer out of those?”

      Hunter didn’t say anything. Instead he held out his hand for her.

      Kenzie had no idea what he had planned but she took it. He tugged her closer until she was standing in between his legs. It reminded her of the way he’d pinned her against the wall in the gym.

      “I can smell you,” he murmured.

      She shivered when his breath tickled her bare stomach. It made every muscle in her core clench.

      “Even with the shower I can smell your desire.” Hunter let go of her hand, placing his hand on the bed behind him to lean back. Then he eyed her up and down. “The black one or the hot pink one.”

      It was hard not to laugh. Of course he would pick those two. “Anything else?” she asked, planting a hand on her hip. Instantly his eyes went to her tits and Kenzie felt like – just for a moment – she was winning.

      Then Hunter leaned forward and tugged down the cute little underwear. “Since you’re asking for my fashion advice, I don’t think you should wear anything underneath.”

      And there it was. Hunter instantly had her speechless again. Kenzie stared at him as he tugged until the lace fell to the floor. He leaned back again and smiled up at her like she wasn’t completely exposed to him.

      She knew then…Hunter was probably going to win. But the least she could do was make him work for it.

      Turning back to the pile of clothes she bent down to pick them up, making sure to stick out her ass so he could see everything everything.

      “I think I’ll wear the black,” she murmured. Black latex would look amazing with the pink hair of her disguise. “Thank you for helping me.”

      Kenzie could have sworn she heard him growl as she left.
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      The music poured from the fancy club and spilled onto the street. It had a dress code and a fee so high it made sure only certain people could get in. But Kenzie walked right up to the bouncer like she owned the place. She smiled at him and grabbed his arm so she could hop up on her tiptoes to kiss his cheek.

      “It’s been a while Fred,” she murmured, squeezing his bicep so he knew she’d noticed he’d bulked up. “Anything fun happening tonight?”

      The poor mortal looked at her with stars in his eyes. “Nothing crazy. Just another Thursday, you know? How have things been, Trix?”

      Tossing her long pink hair over her shoulder Kenzie gave him a wink. Ash and Finnick’s irritation at the attention she was giving the other male told her they were close – the bond sure made things interesting. “Oh boring,” she said with a little laugh that sounded nothing like her normal self. “I’m here with my GBF, Hunter. Isn’t he pretty?”

      Fred eyed Hunter up and down with an appreciative look and instantly the irritation through the bond turned to amusement. “He is very pretty,” Fred admitted. “Taken I assume.”

      Hunter winked. “Unfortunately.”

      She had to look away to hide her smirk. Fates, she loved how he played these games.

      “Too bad,” Fred said. “If you’re ever single, Hunter, you know where to find me.” Then he unclicked the red velvet rope for them. “Have fun, Trix, and try not to get into too much trouble.”

      She giggled and flipped her hair again like some vapid, vain creature. “You know trouble is my middle name. Come on, Hunter.” And just like that they were in a club so ritzy only Selene had been able to get her in before.

      It was why she’d made sure to befriend the bouncers. They were the real gatekeepers of places like this.

      Once they were in the club Kenzie pushed through to the bar. A nod to the bartender and the girl let her head to the back, holding up a hand for Hunter to wait. The employees only exit went to the back alley. Kenzie shoved the door open.

      And there were Finnick and Ash, dressed to the nines in an alley with a dumpster. “Hello, Trix,” Finnick murmured. “I want to fuck you in this disguise. The pink hair really tickles my dick.”

      Both of them pushed past her, rubbing against her in all the right ways. “Didn’t think I could pass as gay?” Ash asked, tugging one of her curls.

      Kenzie snorted and led them back to the main club, kissing the bartender’s cheek in thanks.

      “I’ve got four lemon drops for you, Trix.”

      Kenzie pulled a flash drive out of her boobs and slid it across the bar. “Thanks for everything, Betty.”

      The flash drive instantly disappeared into the bartender’s tits and it was like it never existed. Kenzie fully supported revenge on a shitty ex.

      “He’s over there.” Betty jerked her chin over to the VIP lounge and started mixing more drinks. “Be careful.”

      Grabbing the drinks she winked at the girl who had talked with her all night when they’d had a party there for Selene’s birthday once. Kenzie would never forget the favor. For a normal human she was surprisingly easy to talk to.

      Kenzie turned and handed a drink to each of her foxes. “Someone want to make a toast?” she asked.

      The three of them didn’t look like the foxes she’d come to know and love, but they were still hot if a bit generic. Like a sea of Brad Pitts or something.

      The tallest was Finnick of course, and he raised his glass first. “To fun.”

      “And games,” Ash said.

      “And winning,” Hunter murmured. “What would you like to toast to?”

      Kenzie considered her glass and the three foxes before her. “To new beginnings.”

      All three of them grinned at her, sharp teeth glinting under the lights. The clink of their glasses was quiet as the bass pounded and then Kenzie downed her drink.

      New beginnings.

      Even though she’d accepted the mate bonds with Ash and Finnick things were still changing and evolving. They were still learning how to be with her and how to be together – the three of them. And they all knew Hunter was a part of that equation.

      But exactly how was yet to be determined. For someone who was an alpha fox he was surprisingly hands off with most things.

      “We need to split up,” Kenzie said. “Three dudes with one chick is an automatic giveaway. So who wants to dance with me?”

      Ash pulled her close and winked at Finnick. “You can have next.”

      Finnick rolled his eyes but disappeared into the crowd with Hunter. “Don’t forget who’s the better dancer, Ash,” Finnick said over the comms.

      “It’s hard to forget when I’m the best,” Ash muttered.

      Their voices in her ear made her shiver as Ash pulled her out onto the dance floor, mingling with the crush of bodies as they slowly danced their way over to the entrance of the VIP lounge. The music thrummed through her and it was as easy as breathing to dance with Ash.

      Hands everywhere, bodies pressed against each other, Kenzie let herself relax and enjoy the experience. Ash’s hands directed her, roaming over her body as he buried his face in her neck. Grinding against each other they were just another couple losing themselves to the music in a crowd of hundreds doing the same.

      Kenzie wrapped her fingers in Ash’s hair, breathing him in, feeling the way he surrounded her. It was so easy to fall in love with him over and over when she looked up into those blue eyes that had stayed the same through the enchantment.

      “Brad is definitely here,” Hunter muttered. “How do you plan to get into the VIP lounge?”

      Kenzie didn’t need to get invited.

      After all, being Trix was much better than being Kenzie here. And Selene liked when people assumed they weren’t protected. Kenzie had laid out a few guys in this club. Money made the world go round so they were always allowed back.

      More hands roamed over her ass and Kenzie would know those greedy paws anywhere. She turned around to dance with Finnick, Ash pressed up against her back. The music told her body what to do and sandwiched between the two of them was a hot reminder how many times they’d made love like this.

      But what she really wanted was just outside her grasp. Kenzie burned to have them all at once.

      It was a secret desire she’d kept to herself. But the more time that passed, the more she explored with Finnick and Ash – the more she wanted it.

      The song shifted and Kenzie pushed them away like they were just two random dudes that had danced with her only the once.

      Then she walked up the stairs to the VIP lounge and smiled at the bouncer.

      He eyed her up and down, gaze lingering on her curves. The latex hid nothing. Even her nipples showed. Hunter had known it would – the way he’d removed the underwear still had her burning.

      “Mind letting me through?” she asked, running one finger down the bouncer’s arm.

      He grinned at her. “Gotta pay the toll, sweetheart.”

      “Oh, Benjamin, you play a dangerous game,” she whispered. “Let me through and I won’t tell your wife you’re sleeping with that hot little waitress over there.” Kenzie pointed at the blonde walking through the crowd with neon-colored shots and the bouncer instantly paled.

      The black velvet rope was removed and he looked through her like she didn’t exist. Kenzie let her nails trail over his collarbone as she passed, swinging her hips in the dress that went all the way down to her knees.

      What she loved the most though was the baby pink heels that matched her hair perfectly and set off the dark pink lipstick she wore. Kenzie was a walking wet dream and every male eye turned to her as she leisurely made her way to the private VIP bar.

      “Never mind,” Hunter chuckled over the comms. “Seems like you’ve got things under control. Just remember, we’re right here even if you can’t see us.”

      Kenzie didn’t bother trying to look for them. They were sneaky foxes who could blend until they were nearly invisible.

      The bartender didn’t even ask her what she wanted. He just started making something Kenzie had no doubt would be fruity and delicious. No one ever asked her what she wanted to drink in the VIP lounge. Drinks were always just handed to her.

      And she almost never drank them.

      Kenzie waited one whole minute and then there was a hand on her shoulder. She turned around and smiled up at Brad. She’d known it was him. He was the only one who wore that vile cologne.

      “What are you drinking?” he asked, leaning against the bar.

      “Whatever the bartender is making me,” she told him, pitching her voice a bit lower, a bit softer. Brad smiled and asked for two.

      At least he hadn’t recognized her. A disguise worked on witches only if those witches were less powerful than the one who created the spell. No one except maybe Takahashi or Edith could even sense one of Selene’s spells.

      But Kenzie wouldn’t put it past Brad to have something up his sleeve.

      The male witch was attractive. She’d give her sister and all those poor victims that. He had an honest face and eyes that made you feel like you could see right into his soul. But Brad had always been good at pretending.

      Even Kenzie had bought it for a few years. Then she’d spent more time around him because of Selene as they grew up and…it had never been anything he’d done specifically. Not at first. He’d just always rubbed her the wrong way.

      That’s when Kenzie had started digging.

      But on the outside Brad was the picture perfect surfer boy who happened to make it through law school. The white smile he flashed at her always won him friends and let him get away with anything. He could even make those baby blues twinkle on command.

      It was disgusting.

      The drinks came and Kenzie reached for them before Brad could, releasing the truth serum in her ring over one of the glasses. No doubt he’d planned to roofie her if she didn’t take his advances well. A bit of his own medicine would do him some good.

      “I haven’t seen you here before,” Brad said with that winning smile of his.

      Kenzie smiled back and sipped her drink, angling her body so her cleavage was the most apparent thing about her. “It’s been a while. I just got out of a five year relationship. So I’m not looking for anything serious.”

      The rat bastard smiled even wider at that and Kenzie felt oily as he reached for her hand. Thank the Fates Selene had done this spell otherwise he would have seen the runes carved into her skin. Most spells couldn’t hide them. A simple makeup charm was useless.

      He rubbed his thumb over her knuckles and Kenzie let him, sipping at her drink again, hoping he would drink his in reflex.

      Suddenly she heard growling through the comms, not too loud, but distinctive. Kenzie cleared her throat to remind the foxes to calm the fuck down. “Do you like it?” she asked, holding up her own drink and sipping again. “It’s very good.”

      Finally he drank. Edith had taught Selene how to make her truth serums extra tasty too. They didn’t have their own flavor, but they enhanced the taste of whatever it was put into. Which made whoever was ingesting it crave more.

      So Brad looked down at the drink in surprise and delight and drained the whole thing. “Bartender, could we have two more?”

      At least the VIP lounge was a bit more muted than the main club. Kenzie didn’t have to yell.

      “So, I was wondering if you were over here because you want to bang me, or because you just really like my hair,” Kenzie said sweetly.

      She took his hand in hers and started tracing his knuckles with her thumb, much like he’d done to her – and waited for his answer.

      “I definitely want to fuck you,” Brad said into her ear.

      He pulled back and looked shocked at what he’d said. Kenzie gave him a predatory grin. “I like when guys are honest.”

      Brad still seemed confused but he nodded like he’d meant to say that. “I try.” Then he gave her a derpy shrug that made Kenzie want to claw his face off. “Are you here alone?” he asked.

      “I’m supposed to meet some friends here, but I’m the first one.” Kenzie smiled and leaned closer so he could get an eyeful. “Was Peter Hale working for you?”

      “Of course he was,” Brad said. Then his eyes narrowed and he tried to rip his hand out of hers. “What the fuck?”

      But she was stronger than him after years of studying martial arts. Kenzie was pretty sure she was the only witch who liked to work out. Her hand held his tightly and she smiled.

      “I wouldn’t do that if I were you, Bradley.” Pulling on his power she took just a taste.

      His face went completely white. “Kenzie,” he gritted out.

      “I don’t like when weasels get away with things,” she hissed. “Was Peter working for you?”

      “Yes.” Oh man he looked furious. Good. “Truth serum, huh? How desperate.”

      She ignored the taunt. “Anyone else in the coven working for you?”

      At first he tried to resist it, but the serum was strong as shit. Brad started listing off names and suddenly she was glad she was recording because, fuck. If she wasn’t already sitting down she would need to.

      Keep the questions to the coven and he shouldn’t suspect what else she was involved in. Kenzie had a million things she wanted to ask him as the list kept growing. Damn near half the coven was in his pocket.

      “Okay, we’ll get back to that later. Did you poison Selene with a potion that strips a witch of their powers?” Kenzie’s grip on his hand tightened as he struggled again.

      “Yes, I had her poisoned, but I didn’t make the potion myself or put it in her drink.” Brad glared and he was ugly in that moment. Truly disgusting. Not even his good looks could cover up this kind of shit. “It’s what she deserved after ending a ten year engagement.”

      Kenzie refused to rise to the bait. She only had so long until the serum wore off. Grinding her teeth together she asked him the next question. “Did you know it could kill her?”

      “Yes.” Then he smirked.

      Her grip didn’t tighten but Kenzie pulled more of Brad’s power, just enough to make it sting. “And what do you plan to do with the coven now that you’ve got all these people working for you?”

      “The coven will be mine,” he told her, getting in her face. Brad didn't move but Kenzie still felt like he was touching her with the way his breath fell across her lips. “Women ruling the coven for all eternity seems a little biased don't you think? Aren't we all striving for equality?”

      Kenzie practically snarled in his face. “Let's say you did have the opportunity – you would never rule, Brad. You aren't strong enough to lead your clan let alone the coven.”

      “Oh, but you can?” he gripped her hand then and it actually hurt. Kenzie folded it away like she'd been taught and slowly started draining Brad of his power. It felt volatile and tasted like anger.

      “Can you take enough power to rule the coven?” he asked. “Finally make them notice you? Poor little Kenzie, the powerless witch no one wants.”

      She took more and smiled when he gasped. “I could,” she told him. “I could take everyone's power including Selene's and still have room for more. But why would I want that? I know how to live in this world without magic. At least now I can protect myself from shitheads like you.”

      They glared at each other and Kenzie wondered if Brad would try to sound the alarm like the little fuckboy he was – or if he would take this loss. They were fighting a war after all. There would be more battles to come.

      “Anything else I can do for you Mackenzie Kavanagh, or are we through here?”

      Tilting her head, Kenzie wished she had the time to ask him more specific questions relating to the coven, but she had enough to work with – enough to damn him. “If you could hide anywhere in the world, where would you go?”

      Brad blinked in surprise but the serum was still holding strong. “Nowhere on this earth, Kenzie. Why would I hide where the Council could find me?”

      Son of a bitch. This would complicate things.

      “And how do you plan on getting there?” she asked, siphoning off a little more and folding it just like she did the pain, tucking it away for later.

      “There are many ways to open doors to other planes. I'm sure you know that since you're working on one,” he murmured, reaching out to touch a piece of her pink hair. “Too bad you had to be such a powerless, whiny bitch. You've always been absolutely gorgeous.”

      Kenzie shoved all his magic back into his body at once in disgust. Instantly Brad passed out, slumping to the floor in a heap. Then her alarm went off indicating the serum had worn off.

      “Could you call a doctor or something?” Kenzie asked the bartender, putting a hand to her chest in feigned shock. “I think he's sick.”

      Then she turned and left when the bartender's back was to her.

      Well, fuck.

      Looked like things were going to be a lot more complicated than she'd thought. And first things first – she needed to call Selene.

      “Everything okay?” Hunter asked, appearing out of nowhere to walk in step beside her.

      Kenzie glanced at him, realizing they were the same height in her heels. “Are your raccoon buddies still in town?”

      Hunter frowned. “Yes, they are. Why?”

      Ash and Finnick found their way to them through the crowd and Kenzie glanced back at the flock of people surrounding Brad. “We'll need to take the back way.”

      “Why do we need backup?” Ash asked. “We got the hard parts already taken care of.”

      Betty didn't look twice as Kenzie led her foxes through the back out into the alley.

      “Because,” she said, pushing through the door into the cold night. Fall had definitely arrived. Kenzie shivered and glared at all the fog. “Brad has a few get out of jail free cards and I think I have one of them. I wouldn’t put it past him to try and steal it from me.”

      She stopped just before the sidewalk and the main street. The fog did weird things to time and space. It made it all bendy and strange. The alley was quiet and secluded, but Kenzie knew if she took one more step out onto the main street it would suddenly get loud and the lights would be brighter. Time would speed up ever so slightly and things would go back to normal.

      But here in the alley, it was one of those strange places where the planes between worlds weren't quite so thick.

      “What is he going to steal, Kenzie?” Hunter asked.

      Turning back to face the three of them, Kenzie didn’t know what to say. She was never supposed to talk about what she and Selene worked on in secret – especially when it was probably illegal. No laws expressly forbade this particular kind of magic, but they also didn't know it existed either.

      But then how did Brad know about it?

      “It would be better if I showed you,” she finally said. “Take me back home.”

      All three of them stepped forward and once more Kenzie realized they'd instinctually formed a triangle around her.

      “Home,” Finnick agreed.
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      The last month had gone by in a blur.

      Despite dealing with his past and getting his memory back, none of them had really delved into their day to day lives before…everything.

      Before Kenzie had come into their lives.

      Every day since accepting the bond had been the best day of his life. Ash had indulged in their new mate bond, and he didn’t regret it. When they hadn’t been finishing up all the setup for Brad’s downfall, he’d been hanging out with Kenzie and Finnick – making love to her.

      Sometimes Finnick was there, sometimes not. It didn’t really matter to him because there was plenty of time and attention to go around. None of them really wanted to be together 24/7. No, they all had their own shit to deal with. But just having her nearby settled him in ways he’d never experienced before.

      Turns out that allowing himself to feel something—anything at all—hadn’t been the worst decision ever. Ash was still trying to wrap his head around that.

      But otherwise they’d taken it all one day at a time.

      They stood in her private office – the one connected to the boys’. Kenzie had a lot of things squirreled away in here now that it was properly warded by Selene. No witch other than Morgan and maybe Edith could break them, or at least that’s what Kenzie had told Ash.

      No one could get in without either Kenzie or Selene.

      Ash studied the closet that was ten times more difficult to get into than the office. Only a combination of DNA, the right set of words, and the key could unlock those wards.

      Kenzie put her hand on the door panel and muttered the password in some language he didn’t recognize – Finnish maybe? The runes started glowing a bright pink and purple. That was when she put the key in the hole and turned it in a specific pattern. The door clicked when all the runes started glowing and then it swung open.

      It was hard not to look too curious. He’d been waiting to find out what she’d stashed in there, but the time had never really been right. There had been so many other things they’d needed to get done and it wasn’t a priority.

      But now, here they were.

      The closet was lined with shelves and Kenzie reached for a strange looking piece of tech. It looked like something from the 1940s crossed with a boom box. No one said anything as she carefully placed it on the empty worktable.

      It looked normal enough other than some of the wiring. “What is it?” Ash asked. He didn’t dare try to touch it.

      There was a pulse coming off it that he didn’t like either.

      “When Selene and I were experimenting with vibration tech we, uh, accidentally opened a portal onto another plane,” Kenzie said, running her hands down her sides and over her hips nervously. “Thank the Fates Selene had the power to shut it down before the rip in the universe was noted by someone on the Council monitoring that kind of thing.”

      “And you think Brad is going to try and steal this?” Hunter asked, leaning forward to get a better look. He didn’t try to touch it either.

      Kenzie shrugged. “He implied he knew we had one. Which means someone somewhere found out about it and that worries me even more. No one knows about this.”

      “Does it even work?” Finnick asked, crossing his arms over his chest and frowning at the device.

      “Yeah, we stabilized it.” Kenzie reached out and Ash narrowed his eyes as the feeling of magic seemed to spike when she tapped in something and then twisted a knob. Suddenly a small door appeared on the wall and Kenzie went to open it.

      All three of them were frozen as that door revealed one of the hell planes.

      “Hell is easiest and requires the least amount of power,” Kenzie explained. “Since it’s one of the planes closest to ours. As this portal is fused with tech magic and technically not something that exists yet, the Council can’t track it now that it’s stable.” She slammed the door shut and locked it.

      Hunter tilted his head and narrowed his eyes as he studied the device. “You use vibration? Sound waves to tap into the frequency of other planes and worlds?”

      Kenzie nodded and flopped into one of the chairs. “The magic locates the frequency of the plane we’re looking for. The tech then matches that frequency, and with a splash of magic to hold the door open, you’ve got yourself a way onto any plane, any world, and any reality without the Council knowing about it.”

      Ash had to sit down. This was a lot to take in.

      He felt pride and fear that his mate could make something so incredibly amazing and simultaneously terrifying. How did anyone even know about this? How had they found out when she kept it all locked up and warded? Kenzie hadn’t even told them it existed. Which meant someone had been spying on her and Selene.

      Ash growled his displeasure. “We need to find the leak. I’ll call the raccoons and see if they’re up for some bodyguard duty.”

      “You aren’t the only one with a door,” Hunter said, sitting down across from Kenzie. “There are natural doors.”

      She nodded and Finnick leaned against the table, still frowning. None of them liked to remember that job they’d taken into hell.

      “No,” Ash agreed. “Demons can make doors. Brad could easily summon one.”

      “He doesn’t have the power to bind one properly,” Kenzie said, shaking her hair and making those pink curls bounce delightfully. “The demon would shred him to pieces. So I don’t think that would be one of his outs. The witch Morgan can make doors I think. She’s the one who answered a few of Selene’s questions about the math.”

      Fucking hell. Ash had known Kenzie and Selene did cutting edge shit with magic and technology, but he’d had no idea how intense it really was.

      Everyone had been so busy and his mate and her sister had been mostly working on security systems. Ash felt like an ass for not being more interested in all of it, but he’d figured she’d tell him when she was ready.

      “The fae can make doors,” Hunter murmured, eyeing the device like it might hold answers. “But Brad would have to make a deal with them. I think you’re right Kenzie. He’s going to try and steal this.”

      She gritted her teeth and stood. “Now how he found out about it…” Kenzie picked it up and carefully placed it back on the shelf with various other projects. Ash wondered what else was in there as the door closed and then sealed.

      He reached out and tugged her close, breathing in her scent. While the disguise was hot he wished her fire-red hair was back. Ash loved the freckles across her nose and the flashing blue eyes that warned everyone of her sass.

      “Starting tomorrow we’ll begin draining Brad’s offshore accounts,” Hunter said, drumming his fingers on the table as he thought. “Once those are about empty we’ll go live with the lawsuit and the online shenanigans. At that point he’ll know it was us and try to tap his resources.”

      Kenzie grinned. “I assume you got everything you needed while working there?”

      Ash felt a chill run down his spine as Hunter gave her a vulpine smile. “Yes. His company’s client lists and data will be put up on the internet for anyone to see. Just his company and clients, not any personal information from those who hired him. Though there seem to be a few murder cases he buried evidence on, payments to judges and juries…” Hunter trailed off.

      Then Finnick laughed and kissed Kenzie’s cheek. “This is going to be so much fun.”

      “Nothing more than he deserves,” Kenzie murmured. “But I doubt it will truly cripple him. To do that, we need the coven to strip him of his powers – at the very least.”

      They were all quiet for a moment and then Hunter took Kenzie’s hand and kissed her knuckles softly. Ash loved watching these two dance around each other. “If we can’t get the coven to do what needs to be done, then it will be up to you,” Hunter told her.

      Kenzie blinked and Ash tightened his grip on her. “If you want to,” Ash clarified. “It’s your decision.”

      “Obviously,” Hunter said, waving his hand dismissively. “Call your raccoons, Ash. I’m going to bed and no one fucking wake me up in the morning. I officially no longer have a day job.”

      Finnick sighed as Hunter left Kenzie’s office. “I’ve a line with a judge that will speed up the process. I should be able to get us into court with Brad in a few days. The decision will be made quickly. I don’t think we’ll win, but there’s a possibility we might. How are the new identities coming?”

      “It’s all done. Just waiting on the money from Brad’s offshore accounts so they’ll have a little something to start a new life with,” Kenzie said, quirking a smile at Finnick.

      Reaching out for the red-haired fox, Kenzie made sure not to release Ash as well – which was preferred.

      He felt lost at the moment. There was so much that could go wrong. So many new things were popping up and he was still feeling on edge about her new status as a void witch.

      It kept him up all hours of the night even after she went to sleep. Ash didn’t know when it would happen, but when it finally did – people and things would come looking for her. He refused to let anything happen until she could control her magic. Kenzie needed to be able to fight off multiple witches.

      Witches who could easily incapacitate three foxes.

      This kind of magic was beyond him and the chaos. As they’d so clearly seen with the fae.

      Ash hated feeling helpless. He hated feeling like he couldn’t do anything to help her. At least with more people around, Kenzie would have a better chance.

      The raccoons would do this for him.

      But it wouldn’t help the feeling that all of this would be ripped from him. Ash felt like this happiness would be taken away from him at any moment – and that’s what scared him the most. Life wasn’t fair and it wasn’t kind.

      What else would it try to throw at them?

      “Do you think any of this will actually work?” Kenzie asked, pressing her face into Finnick’s chest, arm still around Ash’s middle. “Or is it only going to make everything worse?”

      Ash wished he could instantly make everything better, but right now in this moment he could only do his best. “It’ll all work out,” he murmured, running his hand down her back. “We won’t let anything happen to you.”

      “Nope, you’re stuck with us babe,” Finnick agreed, grabbing her face and pulling her in for a kiss.

      Ash released his hold on her so she could step into Finnick’s arms. But he was desperate. He needed her – he needed the reminder that nothing would happen to those he loved. Ash stepped forward and put his hand on Finnick’s waist, his front pressed against Kenzie’s back.

      The other fox opened his eyes and met Ash’s gaze. He was more serious than Ash ever remembered seeing him. Finnick gave him a nod and reached out to pull Ash closer. Something about the other fox’s hand gripping the back of his neck was comforting and…arousing.

      Taking Kenzie’s waist, Ash lifted her and tossed her at Finnick. She screeched but the other fox caught her with a grin. “Shall we take this somewhere else?” he asked.

      “Your room is the cleanest and closest,” Finnick muttered, kissing her neck as he cradled her against his chest. “Lead the way Ash.”

      It took all of three seconds for them to get her into Ash’s room and lay her on the bed. The latex dress was something else, but Ash just wanted to cut it right off. He pulled out one of his favorite knives from under the bed and started at her knees.

      She watched him without blinking.

      “As much as I enjoy the pink hair, I want to fuck you,” Ash growled.

      “Aw man, you ruin everything,” Finnick said, removing his ring and thus the disguise charm.

      Kenzie sighed happily and reached out for the red-haired devil as Ash cut right through the latex between her breasts. The pieces fell to her sides, exposing how naked she was underneath.

      “Her downstairs is still red,” Finnick said, running his fingers up her thigh with that shit-eating grin. “Isn’t that enough?”

      She just laughed and took off her own ring at the same time Ash did his. “I get it. You’re much more attractive than your disguises are.”

      The two of them climbed on the bed in tandem, one on either side, and Ash kissed his way from her belly to her throat while Finnick went down her leg and then back up. When she gasped he knew the other fox tasted her without even looking.

      Ash wanted to help take her mind off the shitty parts of life for just a little while. His hands roamed over her body until she was squirming and begging for them to do something – anything other than torture her.

      A month of this and the desire hadn’t lessened at all. Ash still wanted her every minute of every day.

      He rolled her toward him and Kenzie practically mounted him then and there. Finnick laughed and kissed her back while Kenzie ripped off Ash’s shirt.

      It was like some kind of signal. Suddenly everyone was desperate to get out of their clothes until all three of them were panting. Hands were on his chest and Ash wasn’t sure which were Kenzie’s and which were Finnick’s as her hand wrapped around his dick.

      His eyes rolled up into the back of his head as she pulled him forward and suddenly he was lost in her scent, her touch, until Finnick’s hand wrapped around his dick too. His eyes went wide as he met Finnick’s gaze – intense and darker than normal.

      It wasn’t just him then. The other fox was worried about the future as well. And not just Kenzie – all of them would be in danger protecting her. Losing Finnick or Hunter…

      Ash reached out and grabbed the back of Finnick’s neck to pull him in for a kiss that was much gentler than their usual while making love and fucking Kenzie together.

      It wouldn’t be the same as losing Kenzie, but Ash couldn’t fathom living without the other two foxes either.

      Her sharp intake of breath was music to his ears.

      And just like that he slowly entered her while kissing Finnick who always managed to taste like Red Hots. Kenzie’s pussy clenched around his dick so hard he thought he was going to come then and there with Finnick’s tongue in his mouth.

      The other fox pulled back with a wicked grin and kissed Kenzie’s shoulder. “How do you feel about trying something new tonight?” he asked her. Ash thrust inside her harder when Finnick’s hand caressed her ass.

      She gasped and reached back to hold Finnick’s neck, pulling him down and kissing the ever loving shit out of him while Ash slid out slowly, pushing back in leisurely, picking up the pace a little at a time.

      “Yes, I want you both inside me at the same time,” Kenzie murmured against Finnick’s lips, fiery red hair everywhere.

      The noises she made, the way she met him stroke for stroke made him wild, but it wasn’t fast. It was just…intense. Sweaty and needy and it made his teeth ache. Ash wanted to claim her.

      The only reason he hadn’t yet was because he and Finnick had decided to wait until Hunter had officially claimed the mate bond. Something about it didn’t feel quite right without their alpha.

      Finnick grabbed the lube from the nightstand and poured some into his hand. It was fascinating enough to watch that Ash slowed down slightly. “Don’t worry, babe, I’ll be gentle,” he whispered as he worked it into Kenzie’s ass.

      It made Ash hard enough to hurt and he pressed deeply into her, losing himself when she grabbed him and kissed the fuck out of him. Kenzie’s mouth was hot and sweet and delicious. She slid her tongue in Ash’s mouth to play with his and he groaned.

      Kenzie pushed back against Finnick’s hand, moaning as he slowly slid in a pinky – lips parted as he watched Kenzie. Ash’s balls clenched and he had to hold still so he didn’t completely lose it.

      They broke apart and Ash bit down on Kenzie’s shoulder when Finnick slipped in another finger, slowly widening the entrance, getting her ready.

      Even though Ash wasn’t moving Kenzie wasn’t having it. She rode him hard while Finnick slipped in another finger until she was shaking and shuddering around him. Her orgasm took everything Ash had not to fuck the shit out of her until he came.

      Growling at Finnick to hurry the fuck up he took it, biting the inside of his mouth to hold on just a little bit longer.

      “Fates,” Kenzie muttered. “I’m sorry.”

      “Don’t ever be sorry for enjoying yourself with us,” Ash told her, breathing in the desire and love she exuded while Finnick set himself up.

      “Are you ready, babe?” Finnick asked, waiting to hear her answer.

      Kenzie nodded and looked up into Ash’s eyes. In that moment he would have done literally anything she’d asked of him and no doubt would every time those trusting eyes asked him something in the future.

      He would protect – body, soul, mind, and heart. No matter what came for them. No matter what happened. The future was murky, but at least in that he was sure.

      Slowly Finnick entered her and the sensation of his dick inside the woman they loved…Ash could feel Finnick under his own dick, moving and caressing that thin wall inside that was all that separated them from each other.

      Kenzie moaned, gripping Ash so tight her nails ripped through his skin and all it did was spur him on.

      Together the two of them thrust and filled her at the same time. Something about feeling the other fox…Ash gritted his teeth as they both started breathing heavily. Finnick held his gaze and for the first time since they’d started sharing women, Ash felt a connection to him.

      Things had always been rather clinical – even with Kenzie – until now. They would take their turns and love her simultaneously in different ways, but this time…this time Ash had to admit he felt something.

      Whether it was because of the bond tying them all together or the years they’d spent together or his own…shades of grey when it came to sexuality. It didn’t matter. Ash was turned on by both Kenzie and Finnick in that moment.

      Thrusting and growling they took her together, going deep and always aware of her pain levels. But there was none. Only pleasure. The second Ash felt her walls quivering around him again, clenching tight, he grabbed Finnick and kissed him – making sure the other fox knew it wasn’t just Kenzie he was fucking.

      Pleasure spiked for all three of them – he could feel it in his chest and suddenly he was roaring as he came so hard his vision went black for just a moment.

      Ash thrust again. It felt like every drop was milked from Finnick while Kenzie gasped and shuddered and held onto him like she might just drown if she let go.

      Then Finnick came, sending aftershocks through both Kenzie and Ash.

      Finally silence except for their harsh breathing and Ash felt that silence wrap around him like a warm blanket, making him sleepy. He kissed Kenzie’s forehead, her nose, and her cheeks. This feeling – Ash wished he could hold onto it forever.

      “We should definitely do that more often,” she murmured against his chest.

      Finnick laughed and slowly pulled out. He smacked her ass lightly and just held her close.

      The three of them shared breaths in the darkness and Ash saw Finnick’s eyes reflect the light from the street over Kenzie’s shoulder.

      Together like this, it didn’t feel like sharing. It felt like they were all parts of a whole that was only complete when together.

      Every day the mate bond seemed to be evolving. Ash had no idea what to expect next, but he had to say he was enjoying it.

      He wrapped his arm around Kenzie and then around Finnick behind her, pulling them both closer until his fox rumbled in approval. She sighed happily between them and Ash knew he would do anything to keep this.
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      Kenzie woke up smushed between Ash and Finnick. The two of them were heavy and warm in the cold fall morning. The fog would burn off soon and then it would get hot – because autumn liked to fuck with everyone like that.

      She stretched and pushed them off of her. A quick shower should wake her up and rinse off what they’d done last night, since it was still all over her and the bed. Fates, there just wasn’t enough space.

      Then Finnick smacked her ass. “Where do you think you’re going?” he asked.

      “Shower. Now move,” she said, trying to extricate herself from their arms.

      Ash groaned and pulled her closer. “Showers are overrated.”

      “We need a bigger bed,” Kenzie muttered, pushing against Ash for leverage.

      Finnick landed on the floor in a heap and finally she had the room to get down. Ash chuckled, eyes still closed as she stepped over Finnick. She might feel bad if he hadn’t shifted into a fox so he could nip at her heels.

      Squealing she ran into the bathroom and slammed the door in his face, nearly catching his snout in the process. “I told you I wanted a shower!” Then Kenzie locked the door, laughing at the ridiculousness.

      Those two didn’t always sleep in the same bed with her, but more often than not she would end up snuggled between them. It was weird after a lifetime of sleeping alone, but it was also the best sleep she’d ever had.

      For the first time in her life, Kenzie actually felt rested when she woke up. It didn’t feel like she might die until she had that fifth cup of coffee. Who would have thought waking up and feeling ready for the day was actually a thing?

      The hot water felt amazing and she could hear Finnick whining at the door.

      “Stop being pathetic,” Ash muttered through the door. Kenzie strained to hear them over the sound of running water. “At least get dressed. Jace and the others should be here in about an hour. And we have a lot of shit to get done today.”

      He must have shifted because Kenzie heard Finnick say, “I love those dudes. Should we make breakfast, or order it?”

      The domestic side of her foxes was secretly one of her favorite things about them. They were so weird she’d honestly thought they were hardly house-trained at first, let alone gourmet chefs when they wanted to be.

      She washed up quickly and then got out, wondering what the raccoons had been up to since they’d helped them last. Hunter had called them to help with the victim list after what had happened with the fae. They’d all been spread thin and still…raw.

      The extra help had saved more of the list than Kenzie had thought possible after losing so many of them in the beginning.

      Who Brad thought was saving them was still a mystery to her. All of three people knew the foxes had a merc contract. She’d covered her tracks well when pulling up all the data. Kenzie knew she’d triggered some alarms, but thankfully her skill was good enough they hadn’t been able to track her down.

      And Brad was shit at tech magic. He might have been able to locate her through the web if he’d had Selene’s help, but Kenzie knew her sister hated him almost as much as she did.

      It felt good to take leverage against him and save all those poor girls, and even a few guys, and help them start a new life with money stolen from Brad. The irony made her grin.

      By the time she was done with her hair and a tiny bit of makeup her room was empty. Kenzie loved her foxes but sometimes having them in her space all the fucking time was annoying. For their survival she was pretty sure they knew exactly when her patience was thinning because they always managed to make themselves scarce at exactly the right times.

      Checking the weather on her phone, Kenzie reached for her black jeans and motorcycle boots. It would be cold for most of the day with a few hours of heat right around lunch like she’d thought. So she grabbed a T-shirt and layered one of her favorite sweaters over it.

      Voices from downstairs told her the raccoons had arrived and Kenzie grinned. Those weirdos always had some wild story to tell her about when Ash had run with them or some crazy new thing they’d done.

      Kenzie ran down the stairs and walked in on four very attractive dudes chatting and laughing with Ash and Finnick in the kitchen. The one she would call ‘alpha’ in the glasses turned and smiled when he saw her.

      “Kenzie! I hear we’re going to be your new bodyguards now that you’ve leveled up.”

      “Good to see you too, Jace. Managed to stay out of trouble since I saw you last?” She gave him a quick hug and then turned to Aiden, the shortest one out of the four and hugged him tight too. “I’ll never get over the fact that you two wear glasses.”

      Aiden chuckled and handed her coffee in a to-go cup. “Raccoons are nearsighted,” he said with a little shrug. “We brought you coffee from your favorite café down the street.”

      “It’s from all of us,” Chance said, giving her that goofy playboy grin of his as he bent down to kiss her cheek. “I sure am looking forward to playing bodyguard for you.”

      “If you try to seduce my mate Chance, I’m going to have to remove your favorite toy,” Finnick said as if he were joking. But the ire flashing in his eyes and the irritation she could feel through the bond told her otherwise.

      “I’d like to see you try,” Chance said with a chuckle, kissing Finnick on the cheek as well. “You know I’m just playing. Kenzie would no doubt give me a new orifice if I tried anything too sassy.” The gorgeous man with blue eyes like the sky and close-cut blond hair gave her a wink before throwing his arm around Ben.

      Ben – the tallest, the quietest, the serious one. With his black waves that nearly touched his shoulders and the golden brown eyes that looked like honey in the light. Kenzie knew he was strange, but also somehow she felt like he would be the heartbreaker out of the lot.

      The psycho Jace, the bad boy Chance, the romantic Aiden, and then this one. She would never understand them, but she could see why Ash had gotten along with them so well.

      Even Chance had the same asshole qualities that Finnick had. They were warped reflections of each other whereas she could see Ash in Ben. She wondered if the tallest raccoon had any weird hobbies like Ash did.

      “Is there food?” she asked, giving Ben a big hug. That he even let her was a testament to his respect for the foxes. “And where’s Hunter?”

      “He’s still sleeping,” Ash said, setting out plates while Finnick went back to the oven. “Remember? He said not to wake him up. But if you’re feeling brave Kenzie I can think of a few ways you can wake him up that wouldn’t make him want to kill you.” Ash winked at her before turning back to the fridge.

      She sipped on her coffee and narrowed her eyes.

      Chance grinned. “I can’t wait to see Hunter act like a mated male. Shit’s got to be weird.”

      “He hasn’t officially accepted the mate bond,” Kenzie said when Ash and Finnick grew quiet. “But he will.”

      Finnick winked at her and then pulled out something from the oven that smelled delicious. “You get him girl. If anyone can, it’s you.”

      “So, aside from the court date, you need us around because Kenzie’s some kind of weird witch?” Aiden asked, helping Ash to set out plates. His curls were adorable and he always seemed to be smiling.

      “Void witch,” she corrected. “My power is that I don’t have power. I can take it.”

      Jace leaned against the kitchen counter and considered her with that creepy little smile that reminded her of Hunter. “From all magical beings or just witches?”

      She grinned, baring her teeth at him in recognition of the challenge. “Witches, fae, demons, maybe even gods. But not shifters. Don’t worry; even if I could I wouldn’t want your weirdo powers.”

      “Our weirdo powers are going to help save your ass,” Chance said, smacking her butt hard enough to sting.

      Ash growled but Kenzie whipped around so fast Chance could barely blink before she slapped him hard enough his teeth were covered in blood when he smiled. Chance held up his hands and grinned. “I’m sorry, it’s just a habit. I’ll keep my hands to myself.”

      “Or I’ll take them,” she said sweetly. “Because I don’t like people touching me and that was disgusting and sexist.”

      Jace’s eyes twinkled at that.

      “Nah,” Chance drawled. “I’m an equal opportunist prick.” Then he grabbed Ben’s ass hard enough the tall dark and handsome one glared, but didn’t say anything. “But I am disgusting, I’ll give you that.”

      “Look,” Ash snapped. “Let’s get one thing straight. Don’t be fucking dicks to my mate. I don’t give a shit about anyone else.”

      “Chance,” Jace warned. “They’re the closest thing we have to family other than each other. Behave.”

      The blond hottie took the food from Finnick with a little bow. “On my best behavior.” Then he set it on the table with the plates and coffee.

      It looked like Ash and Finnick had gotten to work right after they’d woken up. And the raccoons must have brought all the coffee. Kenzie sat down and drank more of her delicious, girly drink. A ‘white tiger white mocha’ made with white espresso. The irony of the name wasn’t lost on her. Didn’t make it any less tasty.

      Aiden sat down next to her and set the giant plate of bacon in the center of the table. “How are things as an official witch?”

      She shrugged and took a piece. It was the best bacon she’d ever had. Before the foxes’ den she’d never had bacon straight from the butcher. It was seasoned and had hints of maple. Kenzie closed her eyes in bliss as she chewed.

      “I’m technically still not an official witch. Being void means I don’t have power, but at least they’re all scared of me now.” Kenzie opened her eyes and looked up at Jace. “By the way, I wanted to thank you guys for helping us get as many survivors as we did. We couldn’t have done it without you.”

      Jace shrugged and pushed his glasses up on his nose. “We owed Ash a favor.”

      She smiled. These scavenger shifters had a strange code. But they looked out for each other more than most of the larger predators did. And the culture…Kenzie was fascinated by it all. A part of the paranormal that wasn’t seen very much.

      “And what are you getting out of it this time?” Kenzie asked.

      Ash and Finnick brought out the rest of the food including cinnamon rolls dripping in icing, eggs, toast, and a bowl of fresh fruit. Everyone sat down and Kenzie kept her gaze locked on Jace. She refused to look down or away. He may be some kind of alpha, but she wasn’t the submissive type.

      Jace smiled slightly then. “Hunter promised us a future favor – to be determined. Worth quite a lot if you ask me.”

      It was. Kenzie didn’t like owing the raccoons carte blanche. “We couldn’t have just paid you?” she asked, raising an eyebrow in question. Finnick passed her the eggs and she took some before handing the dish to Aiden.

      Chance laughed. “We don’t need money. A favor is much more valuable. Haven’t these foxes taught you anything?”

      Kenzie let Finnick fill her plate with whatever he felt like as she stared down the alpha raccoon. Then she turned her gaze to Ben and shrugged. She’d barely spent time with them, but her foxes trusted them. “My foxes have taught me the value of backup,” she said. “They’ve helped me see the risks of working alone. So, for that reason I accept the terms. But remember, if you fuck us over I’ll skin you alive with magic I steal from my demon godfather.”

      “Demon godfather?” Ben asked, frowning slightly as he cut into his cinnamon roll. “Didn’t know such a thing existed.”

      Grinning she bit into her own cinnamon roll. “Apparently. So are you guys ready for this shitstorm? Anyone want to volunteer to keep an eye on my sister and grandmother?”

      “It would make everyone’s lives easier if you were all in the same place,” Aiden said quietly. “Could they stay here until everything’s settled?”

      Finnick shrugged and poured some coffee. “Gram-Gram could have Ash’s room. Selene can have mine. We’ll buy a bigger bed.” He grinned at Kenzie. “I heard someone bitching about that today.”

      Rolling her eyes Kenzie smiled into her coffee. Buying a new bed with Ash and Finnick sounded so…mundane. And adorable. “Can we just order one?”

      “Whatever you want, babe,” Finnick said, ugly chewing his bacon. “You need to call your fam. Get them to agree to stay here until this shit is over. Selene will have to ward the place and make sure no one knows they’re here or our cover is blown and Brad will figure it all out.”

      “We’re posting the video today right?” she asked.

      “Yeah,” Ash agreed, sighing. “After we drain all his offshore accounts which is something you and Hunter have to do. Once that’s done I’ll post. I’m nearly done with the editing.”

      “Need any help?” Aiden asked, taking a small bite of his eggs. “I’m pretty good at the digital stuff.”

      “He can make shit you wouldn’t believe,” Chance told them, waving his fork around. “One time he made this girl believe her ex was actually cheating on her with a little bit of video editing. It was amazing.”

      “Sounds like a weird thing, but okay,” Kenzie said with a laugh. “Why did you want her to think that?”

      “So she would go to his house, duh,” Chance said, rolling his eyes. “Then we robbed her blind. Bitch embezzled money from charities and kept it in her personal safe in cash so it couldn’t be tracked.”

      “We gave it back,” Ben told her. “To the people who needed it.”

      Kenzie looked at each of the weirdos who had been Ash’s only family for years until Hunter had shown up. Somehow it didn’t surprise her they secretly had hearts of gold. Ash did after all. They were all just so…chaotic.

      “Of course you did,” she murmured. “For a price.”

      “Everyone’s got to eat,” Aiden said quietly. “Even thieves.”

      “And mercenaries,” Finnick agreed. “I’m going to need the four of you to help protect the witnesses when we go to court tomorrow. Can you do that?”

      Kenzie tuned them out as they started chatting about logistics and pulled out her phone to text Selene.

      Foxes and raccoons. How they’d managed not to kill each other long enough to get to the point where they’d kill for each other was beyond her. But she liked them. A lot. Way less boring than a bunch of stuffy witches.

      “How did you sleep?” Hunter asked from directly behind her.

      Kenzie jumped and dropped her phone. “How do you fucking do that?”

      The alpha fox grinned and picked up her phone for her as he kissed her cheek. “It’s a secret, but maybe I’ll teach it to you some day.” Then he slipped her phone into her hand.

      “Oh shit, the big bad fox is pussy whipped!” Chance yelled loud enough Kenzie actually blushed.

      “Say that again and I’ll rip out your tongue,” Hunter said. It was so calm and unbothered. Like he’d just told Chance the weather instead of threatening him.

      “That’s the old fox I remember,” Jace said, getting up to give Hunter a hug.

      “Thank you for coming.”

      “Of course, Hunter. It’s not like we had other shit going on at the moment,” Jace said, sitting back down. “Are you guys taking money from Brad too, or is it all going to the victims?”

      “We’re taking some,” Kenzie said with a shrug. “It’s a lot of money and since we’ve been slowly draining his main accounts into his offshore accounts and there is no legal recourse to us taking from those…” Her smile spread across her face as she finally felt like Brad was going to get exactly what he deserved.

      “I like her,” Ben said, taking a large bite of his cinnamon roll.

      “Me too,” Hunter agreed, looking at her like she was the only one in the room. “Ready to go do some hacking?”

      Was she ever. “Always.”

      Hunter offered her his hand and she laughed. Kenzie knew her relationship with him would never be like it was with Ash or Finnick, but as time went by she thought more and more that she preferred it that way.
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      Ash sighed and leaned back in his chair. “It’s officially gone viral.”

      “Damn, I had no idea you had millions of followers,” Aiden said, peering to see the new count on the video. “What are they saying?”

      “I don’t know,” Ash said, pushing back from the desk. “I don’t want to know. There’s a reason I never post anything as controversial as politics. I don’t like being in the middle of all the human shit.”

      “Paranormals are just as bad,” Kenzie told him as she tracked the video’s progress. Her other screen showed all the various accounts she’d set up under fake names. The IDs were being printed. The guy she knew who did passports would be dropping those off soon. Another guy did birth certificates.

      The dark web had given her a lot of really sketchy contacts, but with a bit of money through her alias they did exactly what she asked. So many of them thought she was a dude, which would help keep her identity a secret – but it irked the fuck out of her when she let herself think about it for more than five seconds.

      “They are,” Hunter agreed. “Where is the delivery being made? I’ll go meet them.”

      “It would be better if one of the raccoons did it,” Kenzie said, tapping out more code as she started building fake lives for these people. “They don’t live here and no one has seen them before.”

      “I can just wear a disguise,” Hunter said. “And I don’t want to put them in more danger than they’re already in for helping us.”

      Kenzie stopped what she was doing and inspected Hunter. She didn’t like the risk he was taking, but he did make a point. “Fine. I’ll get you a disguise, but don’t go alone.” Her desk had drawers full of backup charms.

      Rummaging around she found one and tossed it to Hunter. “You’ll look like a surfer boy with that. Not quite the same as last night.”

      He held it up and studied the blue charm. “How long will it last?”

      Ash came up and held out his hand. “I’ll go with him.”

      Both of them risking their necks made her sick to her stomach, but this had to be done. They had to finish the contract. So Kenzie grabbed another charm and handed it to him. “You have five hours or until you’re submerged in saltwater this time, so try not to cry or fall in the ocean.”

      Aiden gave a bark of surprised laughter at that and watched as Hunter and Ash popped the charms in their mouths.

      “I really enjoy the flavors your sister uses for the edible ones,” Hunter said as he chewed. And then suddenly he looked like a stoner surf boy in Hunter’s clothes.

      “I’m just glad it doesn’t taste like blueberries,” Ash muttered. “Ever since that memory charm I haven’t been able to stomach the taste.”

      Kenzie watched Ash turn into a different tall dark and handsome. “Understandable,” she said grabbing her phone so she could text them the info for the exchange. “Memory charms are fucked.”

      “You guys just have access to all this different magic?” Aiden asked, staring wide-eyed at Hunter and then Ash, and then back to Hunter again. “We’ve been scouring the black markets for years and don’t find much.”

      “Depending on what it is and how much you’re willing to pay I’m sure we could accommodate certain things,” Kenzie told him, smiling slightly. “Untraceable magic is expensive.”

      “But worth it,” Jace said as he entered the office. “I might take you up on that offer, Kenzie. What’s the plan now?”

      She shrugged and watched Ash and Hunter mutter over the details. “We get the packets and wait to go to court tomorrow. My grandmother and sister will be here for dinner. I’ll convince them to stay then. Also, it’s Sunday.”

      Jace frowned. “So?”

      Then Eisheth appeared with that ‘pop.’ “Means I’m here to train our little forest fire.”

      She rolled her eyes as Eisheth gave both Hunter and Ash kisses on each cheek in greeting. “I swear you listen in for the most dramatic entrance,” she muttered.

      “Of course I do,” Eisheth said with a little smile. “The universe is all about timing. Are you ready to go?”

      “We can’t train here?” she asked with a frown, glancing at the computer and the lives she’d created. Kenzie started logging out, but made sure the important ones like the offshore accounts kept going while she locked everything down.

      “We can train wherever you want, but a quiet space is ideal,” Eisheth said, eyeing Jace and Aiden with a curious eye. “What exactly are raccoons doing here, dear?”

      “Bodyguards,” Jace said, crossing his arms over his chest. “You got a problem with lesser shifters?”

      Eisheth actually laughed in his face like the alpha had just told the world’s funniest joke. “My dear boy, I love all of you. But raccoons don’t usually get along with, well…anyone. They’re much like coyotes and ravens that way,” Eisheth said, turning back to Kenzie. “Well, bodyguards aren’t a terrible idea. Let’s go outside, shall we? We only have a few hours of that glorious heat here today – not nearly as humid as hell.”

      Without giving her any warning, Eisheth grabbed her hand and popped her from the office to the porch. Kenzie stumbled when they landed and she pushed him away with a gasp.

      “How many times do I have to tell you not to do that,” she snapped.

      Eisheth inspected his fingernails. “You can’t trust those raccoons.”

      Crossing her arms over her chest, she glared. “What do you mean?”

      Kenzie never felt one hundred percent comfortable around Jace or Chance, but Ash trusted them, so Kenzie did too. It made her feel defensive of them for some reason.

      Shouts from inside caught her attention and she saw Finnick with Chance playing some kind of video game while Ben just sat with them on the couch, quietly drinking his coffee and watching.

      The demon sighed and turned so his back was facing the house. “Not like ‘don’t trust them ever’ but more…they are attracted to the shiny and interesting. Don’t let them see what you have in that closet. They might just ‘borrow’ it and forget to return it.”

      Kenzie stiffened in indignation. “No shit, they’re thieves. Hunter will gut them if they take something and don’t return it, or if they do something unforgiveable with my tech.”

      Then the demon smiled lazily at her. “Yes, I suppose that one keeps them all in check. He’s such a good little psycho. No doubt he would do anything for you Kenzie, and I do mean anything. Remember that. Now, take my power.”

      She stared at the perfectly manicured and moisturized hand he offered her. The skin was golden like he always tanned just the perfect amount. It really brought out the gold in his brown curls and for a second she thought she saw his eyes glow red.

      Then Kenzie blinked and took his hand. “How much power?”

      Eisheth shrugged, but didn’t look away from her. “As much as you can hold without exploding.”

      Instantly she released his hand. “No, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

      Who knew how much power she could hold, or what it would do to her? Or how long she could hold it?

      “That’s something I think I should work up to,” Kenzie said quietly, shaking out her hands to ease some of the nerves.

      The demon grinned as he slowly took off his suit jacket to reveal a matching vest underneath. He was always so fancy and handsome. No doubt he’d broken many hearts over the centuries. “Well, at least I don’t have to teach you to respect the power you hold. Seems you already understand the consequences of this gift to some degree.”

      Kenzie cracked her neck and sighed. “Kind of. Though isn’t it like having powers in general? Selene has more magic than most of the coven combined.”

      Looking up at the trees that provided shade and a bit of privacy to the backyard Eisheth stayed silent for a moment. When he looked down at her, Kenzie’s heart flip-flopped.

      “No darling, it’s not like that at all.” Eisheth sighed. “This part is always the hardest I think. Every time I train a new void, it’s difficult. Because you all think you’re just like everyone else. Although there was that one who knew he was different right from the get-go.” The demon shrugged at the memory. “I don’t regret training him despite the chaos and strife he caused in his day.”

      She began to pace so she could use up some of her nervous energy. Working out would be a necessity before dinner if she was going to manage to keep Edith from murdering all the raccoons, or fucking them. It was always hard to tell what Gram-Gram would do.

      “Voids are not the same as normal witches at all,” Eisheth continued, watching her pace with narrowed eyes. “You can take anyone’s power and that terrifies the rest of them. Because there has never been a threat like that to witches or demons – not often enough for them to remember your kind exists. They didn’t even know what you were.”

      “So because they’re no longer the top of the food chain they’re going to lash out?”

      “Yes,” Eisheth said, slipping his hands into his pockets and leaning against the patio table. “That’s exactly what they’re going to do.”

      “Fucking fantastic.” Like she needed more problems. “So every damn thing on the planet with power is going to come hunting me?”

      He nodded. “While you’re new and untrained, yes. So we need to get you trained and ready. Because when they come you will simply…take their power and give it back to the universe, or use it against them. Once it’s known you can handle yourself, they’ll leave you alone and start trying to bribe you.”

      Eisheth watched her pace. “There are…wards only you can do by the way. There’s a whole subset of magic based on your powers.”

      Instantly she stopped pacing and stared at Eisheth, feeling rather breathless. “Like what?”

      He grinned at her. “Like wards that will suck the power from the trespasser. You can have it sent anywhere you like – you, someone else, a battery, a second set of wards, nowhere at all…the universe will always take what you can give it.”

      Holy shit.

      That was a lot to take in. “Why aren’t there books on it?”

      A snap of his fingers and more books fell into a stack on the table behind him. “I did you the favor of collecting them from the Council of Paranormals’ vault as well as from my own collection. Do with them what you will. And utilize that one question a day favor I gave you. There’s shit in there that will blow you to pieces if you’re not careful.”

      Kenzie had to sit down. She slumped into the nearest chair and stared at the books and then Eisheth. “What do you need me for?”

      His eyes instantly shuttered, but Kenzie could see his look of resignation underneath. The demon had no plans to lie to her. “Voids usually are born during a time of great upheaval. I don’t actually know what your purpose is yet. Maybe just a reminder to keep those with power in check? I mean, they did just grant demigod powers to a human so who the hell knows.”

      Eisheth ran his fingers through his curls in exasperation.

      This little insight into how the larger powers in the universe worked wasn’t reassuring. Eisheth may be a demon who was as old as dirt, but he didn’t have the same power as gods or Samael, or Lucifer. It was all…confusing and a little bit terrifying.

      A fucking demigod.

      Kenzie didn’t want to know why that had been done. When was the last time the gods had granted someone those powers? Hercules, Achilles?

      And then everyone loved to talk about the weird hunter – Jessica. A demon witch. Who was a hunter. The universe had a sick sense of humor.

      “So you don’t want my skills for anything?” Kenzie asked, drumming her fingers on the arm of the chair.

      A wave of his fingers and the demon had a cigarette in his hand that smelled floral of all things. A snap of his finger and it was lit. He took a long drag and then blew out the smoke as he studied her.

      “Having a void witch for a friend and charge is never easy. And yes it can be useful, but I tend to lose the voids quicker than my other charges. I don’t want that to be the case with you, Kenzie. You’re my favorite void.” The demon grinned, but it wasn’t full of his usual sass and ‘devil-may-care’ attitude.

      Her stomach dropped as she took in what all that meant. “We die early because of the power or everyone trying to use or abuse us?”

      “A bit of both. Learning a void’s limits isn’t easy or safe. Which is why I’m glad you didn’t try to take everything I had right off the bat.” Eisheth tapped his forehead and took another drag. “Means you’re smarter than most. So thank Satan for that.”

      “Right.” Kenzie didn’t ask about his choice of devils and instead considered how to learn her limits without exploding.

      There wasn’t much she could do about everything in the universe hunting her down until she proved to them not to fuck with her. All she could do was train.

      “Can we up the amount of time you come to this plane?” she asked. “Maybe like two or three times a week instead of one?”

      Eisheth grinned. “Your time traveling the world was well spent. You learned skills most have to have beat or tortured into them. Yes, I can spend more time training you. But at least one has to be in hell. Time moves differently there – it’s safer. And I can’t spend too much time on earth or they say I’m ‘meddling.’ Judgy bitches.”

      It was hard not to laugh. Kenzie leaned back and looked up at the blue sky. The fog had finally burned off and it was going to be a nice day for at least a few hours. It was such a contrast to everything that was going on.

      “Just to be clear, you do meddle,” Kenzie muttered. “I’m going to need one of Selene’s speed reading enchantments to get through all this shit.”

      “Want to learn how to take power without touching someone?” Eisheth asked. He blew out some smoke rings and twisted his fingers. The rings turned into a dragon that breathed smoke. Then it flew over to Kenzie and wrapped around her arm like a cat.

      “I can do that?”

      “With enough practice.” Eisheth twisted his fingers and the dragon disappeared.

      Kenzie looked back into the house where Aiden had joined Finnick, Ben, and Jace. Something like this could change their lives. She wouldn’t be relying on them for their strength anymore. Kenzie could protect her foxes like they protected her.

      It was what had saved Finnick.

      But it could also put them in more danger. If someone came after her they would be collateral. And Kenzie would never be able to live with herself if they died because of her.

      “I can’t leave, can I?” she asked.

      After accepting two bonds, Kenzie didn’t think she could just disappear into another realm after this. She had a sneaking suspicion they would find her no matter where she was. Even if it was on another world.

      “No darling,” Eisheth told her, dropping his voice to nearly a whisper. “The future is murky for the first time in a century. But I do know that you and your foxes need to be together. If you’re separated, bad things will happen. Every variation where you leave, or they do, or never even meet, this plane collapses into the hell plane just below it.”

      She whipped her head to Eisheth and glared. “There is no way I’m that important.”

      He held his hands up in surrender. “Look, it may not have anything to do with you directly. There are too many tiny things – you would call it the Butterfly Effect.”

      Fucking universe and its bullshit. Kenzie crossed her arms over her chest and sighed in irritation. “Fine, whatever. Give me your hand. We can slowly, slowly, start testing my cap.”

      “Of course,” Eisheth said with a sad smile, incinerating the rest of the floral cigarette with a flick of his finger. Then he held out his hand for her. “Take what you can.”

      Kenzie grabbed it and concentrated. Because if Eisheth was right, her life and her foxes counted on her figuring this shit out.
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      Someone knocked on the door. He could hear it which meant so could everyone else. Lifting his nose he scented the air, filtering out everything familiar. A perfume he recognized told him exactly who it was.

      Only for her would he interrupt what he was doing.

      Hunter stood from his desk and leisurely made his way to the front door. Ash and Finnick were cooking with Aiden while everyone else set up the dining room. For raccoon thieves they sure knew how to throw a dinner party.

      He turned left and went down the stairs. Another knock, more impatient and demanding this time. It made him grin. Hunter opened the door to see Edith standing before him. “Good evening,” he said politely.

      Edith was important to Kenzie which meant she was important to him. And he had to be honest with himself; he really liked Edith regardless of Kenzie. The old woman had sass and grace and a mean streak that mirrored his own.

      “Good evening, Hunter,” Edith said rather stiffly. “I apologize for being late, but traffic was dreadful.”

      Stepping aside to give her room to pass, Hunter smiled as Edith came into his den. He took her coat and waved his hands up the stairs. “Kenzie is still getting ready, but there’s plenty to entertain you until she’s done. Her nap after training with the demon ran a bit longer than anticipated.”

      Edith eyed him and then nodded. “Thank you, Hunter. Selene has the host gift.”

      Then he turned to see Kenzie’s sister standing on the front porch. She blushed under his attention. Kenzie had said something about the level of his intensity once – called it ‘alpha bullshit.’

      “How are you doing?” Hunter asked, and he found it interesting that he actually cared. It made sense though. Selene had protected his chaos against the fae. That wasn’t something he was going to forget.

      “Oh you know, dealing with a lot of coven bullshit right now, but we can finally finish re-building our house so that’s been nice. We brought wine.” Selene smiled slightly and handed him three bottles of very expensive wine.

      Edith never skimped and he loved that about her.

      “We have other guests,” Hunter warned her. “But the food should be good.”

      Selene smiled at him and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. “You’re always so thoughtful Hunter. Thank you.”

      He stood there blinking as Selene took off her coat and handed it to him. Had anyone ever said that to him before?

      “Well, um, I’ll take care of this for you,” he said, still feeling a bit unbalanced. “Thank you for coming.”

      She smiled and those vibrant blue eyes twinkled at him. They reminded him so much of Kenzie. “You’re family now Hunter. It’s still weird, but we’re working on it.”

      The matriarch disappeared up the stairs, and he supposed she was working on it. This was already much improved since the last time she’d been in his den. And Edith had come.

      Hunter grinned. This dinner was going to be fun.

      Suddenly there was a ‘pop’ and Eisheth stood before him. Hunter growled before he registered who it was, and then stopped himself when the demon took the wine from him.

      “Kenzie invited me,” he told Hunter, giving him one of those obnoxious and flamboyant winks. “Plus I absolutely adore Edith. Cerberus couldn’t keep me away.”

      Hunter didn’t even bother responding. The demon popped out again and he started putting the coats away. With Eisheth and the raccoons and Kenzie’s family…this may not be ‘fun’ but it would definitely be interesting.

      The demon always set his teeth on edge and he honestly couldn’t say why.

      Perhaps it was the chaos he leaked from every pore.

      Pounding footsteps came from the third floor and Kenzie appeared on the landing looking harried. Hunter climbed up the entrance steps and raised an eyebrow at her in question.

      “You should have woken me up,” she hissed, shoving him when he reached the main floor. He didn’t budge.

      Hunter grinned down at her. “I did.”

      That didn’t calm her down at all. Red spots appeared on her cheeks and Kenzie practically fumed. “Don’t ever tickle my feet again or I’ll stab you.” She poked his chest hard enough he actually felt it and then whirled around to join the chaos gathering in the main level of his den.

      Kenzie always had an interesting way of showing her love and affection. But Hunter couldn't say he didn't like it. 

      Eisheth was chatting with Edith as he uncorked all three of the wine bottles. Selene and Kenzie had their heads together as they talked in hushed voices and Hunter watched as the raccoons made sure the dining room table was set and the food brought out. He supposed he should do introductions.

      "Edith, have you met our friends and colleagues?" Hunter asked. His voice cut through the chatter and instantly everyone went quiet.

      "Can't say that I have," she sniffed, eyeing Jace.

      She would eat him alive.

      "This is Jace. He's the unofficial leader of their little group," Hunter told her. "Then there's Ben, Chance, and Aiden. They're going to be helping us with our current contract. This is Edith, Kenzie's grandmother, and her sister Selene."

      Jace cut him a look and so did Edith. Hunter shrugged and he smiled. They would both be wondering, but neither could know for sure. He hadn't told Jace who had hired them or why, but watching Edith try to figure out what he knew would be entertaining.

      “What kind of shifters are you?” Edith asked, shaking their hands. At least she was being polite if a bit forward.

      “Raccoons,” Chance told her with that cocky, troublemaking grin. He held out a plate of appetizers. “Care for some Camembert?”

      "Fascinating," Edith muttered, taking a piece.

      Selene covered her smile and then Hunter turned to the demon. “And this is Kenzie's demon godfather, Eisheth. You may have seen him earlier but weren't officially introduced.”

      “A demon,” Ben said, speaking for the first time in hours. “It's not common to see one on this plane.”

      Eisheth reached out and cupped Ben's cheek. “No my dear boy, but this is a special case. You've got that classic beauty. How wonderful.”

      Ben blushed and stepped back, glancing at Chance who was still too busy flirting with Edith.

      Chaos.

      This whole night was going to be nothing but chaos. And Hunter couldn't wait to see what would happen.

      Kenzie grabbed his arm and pulled him closer. “I’m still worried about the device,” she whispered, standing up on her tiptoes to reach his ear.

      The last month had been nothing but constant moves and countermoves with her. And Hunter could see the endgame was near. He eyed her, considering her scent and words before he responded.

      “You’ve got it locked up?” he asked.

      “And Selene is going to redo the wards tonight, maybe add a few more. Eisheth said there’s some I could do, but I’m not ready yet.” She chewed her bottom lip and he reached out without thinking to pull it from between her teeth.

      “No one will take it while we’re here,” he promised. “This house is warded thanks to your sister and we have a top notch security system thanks to you. There is no safer place.”

      Those blue eyes pierced right into him and Hunter knew his patience was fraying. He wanted to take her, hold her down, and mark her with his scent. Resisting was getting harder and harder. But the taste of victory would be worth it.

      His favorite part of this game was how hard she tried to get him to give in first. Hunter had to say she’d almost succeeded a few times. Kenzie had the soul of a fox.

      “Do you like what I’m wearing?” she asked, running her hands down the blouse she had on.

      It was deceivingly simple. A white button down, but that button down showed the black lace bra she wore underneath. It was loose and only part of it was tucked into the leather pants that hugged every curve she possessed. The flats were practical and cute and the only pop of color she had on. Deep red to match her lipstick.

      And the red of her lips was so dark and deep and juicy he wanted to taste them. How did it not clash with her red hair?

      He traced the black velvet choker she wore with his thumb and all the other conversations fell away until it was just him and her standing there in the living room. Hunter wanted to tie her up and display her like the piece of art she was.

      “You look divine,” he finally said. “Delicious even.”

      She didn’t blush this time. “Well, I’m glad I could please your particular tastes.”

      No doubt she meant the dresses he had hanging in his closet. Hunter smiled a little and slipped his hands back into his pockets. “I already like what you wear, but there is something about seeing you in a piece I’ve chosen for you that pleases me,” he admitted. “I can look for more…mainstream items if you like.”

      There was that blush of color on her cheeks he was looking for.

      Kenzie cleared her throat and nodded. “Okay then.”

      Finnick came up and wrapped his arms around Kenzie, breaking the spell. Chatter filtered in, quiet ambient music, Ash calling for Aiden to help him with the timing of the dinner, and through it all was the demon.

      That sensation that felt like chewing on foil came over him again and Hunter held Eisheth’s gaze. It was a challenge and he refused to back down. Seconds ticked by and neither of them looked away. Then finally Eisheth smiled and gave him a nod before turning to Edith and answering her question.

      Odd, the demon had conceded to him. Why? It felt like a silent agreement between males in a female’s life. Possessive, but recognizing each had their place. Eisheth the father and Hunter the lover.

      Hunter tilted his head and narrowed his eyes as he watched him and Edith interact.

      Chance came over and handed him a glass of wine. “Want me to kill him?”

      “You can’t kill a demon. But I appreciate the offer.” Hunter wondered if Kenzie could though with enough power. It was something to think about. If she could turn a fae into nothing but ash he wouldn’t be surprised if she could kill a demon.

      “Is he gay or does he go both ways?” Chance asked, drinking a scotch by the smell of it.

      “Aren’t we all varying degrees of pansexual?” Then Hunter slid his gaze to the blond raccoon who was quite a bit taller than him, but not as tall as Ben. Hunter preferred Ben over this one, but they were a packaged deal. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

      Chance grinned. “Yeah, yeah, but Ben and I don’t fuck each other without a girl there. What about you?”

      He shrugged and watched Finnick sweet talk both the demon and Edith until they were all laughing at something he’d said. Finnick had always been good at the talking – at dealing with people. It was something that had always impressed and surprised Hunter considering how long that one had been feral for.

      Finnick was very attractive with his green eyes and muscles.

      And he was a decent kisser.

      Then there was Ash. Quiet, broody, ridiculous. He used to hide his depression behind the persona he put on in his videos, the man he was when out hunting for a girl to fuck. Those dark blue eyes were always easy to drown in.

      But Hunter never bothered because he preferred women and honestly he had no idea if they’d end up in a triad or not. Sleeping with his friends and coworkers had been a terrible idea. But now?

      There was so much the four of them could explore together once he’d won the game.

      “Why are you asking?” Hunter took another sip of the wine. It was very good. Edith had excellent taste.

      “Eisheth is said to be female in the Jewish religion,” Chance explained with a shrug. “Or so Aiden told me. Which means he’s married to Samael. Clearly he is not female. I just like to know everything I can about demons. Call it a hobby.”

      It didn’t sound like a very healthy hobby. “I’m sure if you had some deal you wanted to make he would for Kenzie’s sake,” Hunter murmured.

      Ash came out with the platter of steaks. It was time to actually socialize. Maybe it wouldn’t be as tedious as he suspected.

      Grinning, he drained the wine glass and poured more. Tedium would certainly be difficult with four raccoons, three foxes, a demon, a void witch, and two powerful witches – one a matriarch.

      All they needed was a hunter to complete this little bit of madness. “Eisheth, you should have invited Jessica,” Hunter said as he sat down. “I’ve been dying to meet her.”

      The demon gave him a vicious grin that told Hunter their silent agreement to keep the peace was solely for Kenzie’s sake.

      “Challenge accepted, Hunter.”
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      “What the fuck am I doing here?” Jessica asked looking around the room in angry confusion.

      “Fucking hell, Eisheth!” Kenzie exclaimed, jumping in her chair, nearly spilling everything everywhere. “Your invite didn’t come with a plus one.”

      The demon looked too pleased with himself. He inspected his nails and sipped at the scotch in his glass. “It also didn’t expressly state I couldn’t bring a date. Chance, could you get us another place setting?”

      Jessica fucking James was in her house—the foxes’ den. And she didn’t look happy about it.

      She crossed her arms over her chest and glared at Kenzie. Who glared right back.

      No one else moved.

      Then Kenzie sighed and rolled her eyes. “So I was wondering if I could see your enchanted spurs.” Might as well make the best of this.

      Jessica’s eyebrows nearly disappeared into her hairline then she glanced at Eisheth again. “I guess. But I still don’t know what the fuck is going on here.”

      “My sweet,” Eisheth said gently as he stood and took her hand in his. “It was suggested that we needed a hunter to complete this lovely little dinner party.”

      Kenzie eyed them both, feeling like this was some strange paranormal version of meeting the step-sister for the first time or something.

      “Kenzie is one of my newest charges,” Eisheth explained. “And I figured it was time for the two of you to get to know each other. Jess, I would like you to meet Kenzie and her…family.”

      The entire room paused at that, but…Eisheth wasn’t wrong.

      Jessica shook Kenzie’s hand and then sat down next to Eisheth. “At least it smells good.”

      “I hope I didn’t pull you out of anything important.” Eisheth didn’t even look a little apologetic as he made whiskey appear and just handed her the whole bottle.

      “Luke will be pissed, but he’ll get over it.” Jessica drank straight from the bottle and set it down like this was something the two of them did all of the time—crashing dinner parties.

      Kenzie looked at Ash who just shrugged. Finnick was grinning and Hunter’s eyes sparkled. How did a simple dinner to ask Edith and Selene to stay with her turn into an actual party?

      Finnick was already up and extending the dining room table. Aiden brought out the extra plate and silverware while Ash counted the steaks.

      “I’m glad we made extra of everything,” Ash said. “For some reason I just had a feeling we would need it.”

      Kenzie watched her grandmother and sister laugh and chat with the raccoons, the hunter, and the demon.

      This whole fucking dinner needed to go into a record book or something. No one was fighting or trying to kill each other even if there was a weird tension between Hunter and Eisheth. That didn’t make any damn sense because Eisheth wanted her to be with Hunter – he’d basically told her the world would end if they didn’t accept the mate bond.

      And why would he introduce her to Jessica now?

      Kenzie passed the serving dishes, taking a little of everything as it went by. There was salad, soup, green beans, brussel sprouts, and three different kinds of mashed potatoes. And then Ash’s steak. He was the best chef in the country. No one could change her damn mind about it either.

      “This is the most amazing meal I’ve had in decades,” Edith said, taking a bite of the parmesan and balsamic brussel sprouts. “And I’ve eaten at the best restaurants in the world. Have you had any formal training?”

      Ash actually blushed. It was so fucking adorable Kenzie couldn’t help but smile as she poured more wine and then handed the bottle to her sister. Edith and Selene were blood. But the rest were family too.

      They were still getting used to each other, and some were brand new, but she could feel it in her bones. These were her people.

      “So you wanted to see the spurs?” Jessica asked, leaning over the table with the sweet and sharp smell of whiskey on her breath.

      Kenzie grinned at the blonde and just knew – they were going to end up best bitches one day.

      “Yeah, I mean if you don’t mind. A fanboy told me about your ancestor being Jesse James and I may have gone snooping in the Council files.” Kenzie grinned and nudged Selene. “Remember?”

      Her sister smiled indulgently while Eisheth and Edith tried not to be obvious they were watching them.

      Jessica looked impressed. “You have access to their files? And which fanboy?”

      “Samuel Erickson,” Kenzie snickered. She tried the mashed potatoes with garlic and butter and closed her eyes in bliss. “And I wouldn’t say I legally have access to them. But yeah, I can see what’s on their computers with a little work.”

      Then Jessica glanced at Eisheth, and Kenzie knew she’d been brought here for more than just a meet and greet. “Maybe we can trade some skills? I heard you have…stuff going on. And I need access to what the Council has.”

      It was one of those things. Kenzie didn’t like not knowing exactly what she was agreeing to, but having a demon witch trained as a hunter on her side right now was probably a good idea.

      “Sure, we can set up a trade,” Kenzie said slowly. “But I can’t promise what you need will be there. I can only get you in.”

      Even though there was chatter Kenzie could tell her sister and grandmother were listening in. Especially Selene. Her sister may have freaked just a little bit after Kenzie told her what Brad had said about his exit plan.

      Having Jessica on their side would be a huge help, even if all she did was set up a few extra wards.

      “That’s fine. The information I’m looking for should be easy to find,” Jessica told her, sawing at her steak. “It’s not even dangerous information. I just managed to piss off the wrong fanboys. And Samuel Erickson, the tiger Alpha?” Jessica practically ripped the piece of meat off her fork with her teeth. Girl was straight vicious.

      Kenzie smiled as she remembered the way Samuel had looked as he’d told her about Jessica. “Yeah, he’s a Councilman too. So file that away for future information.”

      The demon witch snickered and then downed some whiskey. “Well, that’s helpful. He’s always been nice. And Eisheth here doesn’t know where all the seals to Hell are, but the Council should. You’d think they’d help me out but apparently that’s not information they give one person.” Jessica shrugged and wrinkled her nose at the brussel sprouts.

      The raccoons were muttering about the video game they’d been playing and how Finnick had wiped the floor with them. Ash smiled at her from across the table and Hunter just stared like he always did. He was always trying to figure her out.

      It was kind of flattering.

      “So, some shit’s about to go down,” Kenzie finally said, glancing at her sister sitting next to her. “We need you and Edith to stay here for a while where we can keep you safe.”

      Her grandmother pursed her lips as she sipped at her wine. Edith was not pleased. “What did you do now Kenzie?”

      “Nothing you didn’t ask me to do Gram-Gram.” She crossed her arms over her chest and glared at her grandmother. There was still so much she wanted to ask Edith, but now that they weren’t living in the same house she’d barely had time to talk to her outside the necessary bullshit.

      Edith narrowed her eyes at Kenzie. Clearly she didn’t appreciate getting called out. “Yes, well, you better deliver.”

      “This is our contract technically,” Ash said. “We hired Kenzie to help us, not the other way around.”

      He was trying to diffuse the situation, but he’d just made everything worse. Edith turned that glare on him. “I like you fox, but don’t test my patience.”

      “I was just saying,” Ash muttered, turning back to his food.

      Then there was Finnick with his shit-eating grin, just…smiling wide at Edith. “Taking down this particular witch is not going to be easy. He has a few things up his sleeve and we expect him to retaliate. I like you too much Gram-Gram to see you die. So stay in our fucking house so these bozos can protect you.”

      Selene and Edith looked at the raccoons. Then Edith sighed. “At least they’re attractive.”

      “Please don’t sleep with them,” Kenzie muttered as she rolled her eyes.

      “You ruin all my fun,” Edith snapped. “Fine, I’ll have our things brought over in the morning. But I’m not staying cooped up in this…den for more than a few days.”

      Jessica threw back more whiskey.

      “You are my favorite mortals,” Eisheth said, sipping on his scotch.

      “Glad we could entertain,” Jace said wryly. “Now that that’s settled, can we enjoy this dinner like regular people?”

      “We will never be normal,” Hunter said. “So we might as well enjoy being ourselves.”

      “Truer words were never spoken,” Eisheth said quietly, eyeing the alpha fox like he was seeing him for the first time. “The only way we can survive is to be ourselves.”

      Something about the words struck a strange chord deep in her chest. Kenzie considered the demon who was quickly becoming the dad she’d never really had – the kind of dad she’d always wanted.

      After what he’d said earlier regarding the ‘murky’ future she felt like there was more weight to his words than anyone suspected. To survive she had to be what she was.

      But what was that exactly?

      Was she the witch who was not a witch still? Kind of. But she was also a void witch and sister to the most powerful matriarch in San Francisco. She was a Kavanagh whether she liked it or not.

      She was a badass hacker who loved her sister – who had protected and raised her. Selene was kind but also strong.

      Kenzie was also mate to the only known triad of foxes.

      Charge of the notorious demon Eisheth.

      But none of these were her. Not really. Kenzie was more than a handful of labels and titles.

      Then she noticed Jessica watching her closely. The demon witch had more power than Selene and Morgan combined – or so she’d heard. There was a trick only she could do as a demon witch. They called the magic ‘hellfire.’

      Did Jessica have the same issues as Kenzie? After all the chick had twice as many labels as she did.

      Kenzie guessed she was all of those things just like Jessica was. Each aspect of her life had shaped her into who she was now. Tracing one of the runes on her wrist Kenzie wondered if she would be as strong as she was without the suffering she’d had to endure.

      Had Edith known, or had she simply had enough of watching them torture her?

      “Everything okay?” Selene whispered.

      Kenzie squeezed her sister’s hand and smiled. “Yeah, everything is perfect, S.”

      And at the moment, it was.
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      “What is this?” Jessica asked, frowning at the closet in Kenzie’s office. “It’s warded to high heaven.”

      The sounds of the dinner party still going strong downstairs filtered up, but no one was screaming or shouting so Kenzie blocked it out while she concentrated. Jessica had been easy to pull to the side after dinner. All she did was crack the occasional joke while drinking whiskey like it was water.

      Eisheth and Edith chatted and passed the time comparing notes on charms and enchantments. Selene was playing video games with Ben of all people while the rest of the raccoons and her foxes started comparing who had better…well, anything.

      “It’s a vault,” Kenzie explained, nervously chewing on her lip. Showing Jessica what she had in there was a risk, but this demon witch had different powers than normal witches did. She could access the power of hell and lace it into her spells.

      “No shit,” Jessica snorted. “Why am I staring at it?”

      Kenzie shook out her hands and grabbed the key from around her neck. It clicked on the chain against other charms she had on there. Quickly she opened the vault and explained in rushed, quiet words the situation with Brad and what she and Selene had created.

      “The Council doesn’t know about it, so uh, don’t tell on me.” Then she opened the door as the pink glow from the wards dissipated.

      Jessica tossed her long blonde hair over her shoulder and stepped forward. The motorcycle boots she wore were surprisingly quiet. She noticed Kenzie’s frown and grinned. “An enchantment. I’ll have to give it to you. Saved my ass a few times now.”

      Then the demon witch stepped into the closet. “This is some awesome shit,” she said. “You have tech magic that doesn’t even exist yet. And it works?”

      “Most of it,” Kenzie admitted. “Not all. So Brad wants this.” She tapped the portal and gritted her teeth.

      Maybe she should just destroy it. But without knowing more – without knowing how to safely disperse the power they could end up creating a magical black hole that sucked their entire reality into nothing and everything she knew and loved would cease to exist.

      “What do you want me to do?” Jessica asked. She eyed the device but didn’t touch it.

      “Can you, I don’t know, hide it in hell or something?” Kenzie peered over the hunter’s shoulder and shook her head. There was so much power coming off of it, but the crystal core combined with the titanium had stabilized it. The power didn’t fluctuate at all.

      “I guess,” Jessica muttered. “But you could ask Eisheth to do that. And who’s to say something worse wouldn’t find it?”

      Then she turned and studied Kenzie from head to toe. “I could add a special set of wards. But then only I would be able to unlock them. If you needed anything in here you would have to wait for me. Not even Eisheth can unlock those. It has to be a demon witch and I think there are only three of us right now.”

      “I don’t think we’ll need anything in here before that,” Kenzie said, but she wasn’t sure. Staring into the closet she huffed. “Why the fuck did we make this piece of shit?”

      “Because it’s fucking awesome,” Jessica told her with a laugh. “You can’t pop in and out like Eisheth can and so you made a way. That’s amazing magic. I don’t think there are any witches out there that have the kind of symbiotic relationship you have with your sister. Selene has nearly as much power as you can take. She’s just shy of demon or a fae. And you…well, I know fuck all about void witches but I think it’s a handy skill to have.”

      The hunter offered her hand to Kenzie. “If you ever need anything from me don’t hesitate to ask.”

      Considering the offer and the hand Kenzie felt her heart skip a beat. A demon witch as her friend who would help whenever she asked. Holy shit. “And if you ever need me to suck someone’s powers dry just call,” Kenzie said. “Who would have ever thought someone as famous as Jessica James would want to be friends with me?”

      The demon witch snickered and pulled her into a bear hug and then pushed her away. “My friends call me Jess. And thanks to Eisheth I think we’re weirdly related. I’m just gonna say cousins cause fuck it.”

      Kenzie couldn’t help but laugh. “Sure, we can be cousins but I prefer the term ‘best bitches.’”

      “Hell yeah.” Jess shoved her playfully and then shook out her hands in an oddly familiar tic. “Now I’m not going to ward this closet against everyone. But I’ll add some extra juice and make sure there’s a nasty surprise for anyone who isn’t you or Selene. If they touch the doorknob they’ll wake up in hell so tell your foxes to keep their grubby paws off.”

      “Apparently they’ve already been,” Kenzie muttered as she watched Jess sketch patterns in the air and then pull some moves she’d never seen Selene do. “They probably know a way out.”

      “You guys are super weird,” Jess said, locking the spell in place. “I’m glad Eisheth brought me even if Luke is probably next level pissed right now. I was supposed to meet a client but then got yanked away. Eisheth is lucky Luke has a crush on him.”

      Shaking her head Kenzie couldn’t help her smile as she watched the magic settle into place. So many people who were…not normal. After spending a lifetime among the most high society witches that ever existed her view of the world had been skewed.

      Kenzie had thought everyone was like her family and coven. But there were so many more weirdos than there were ‘normal’ and ‘accepted’ people. Sometimes it was just finding them that was difficult. Their personalities all seemed to be on the side of ‘leave me alone’ and ‘I don’t give a fuck.’

      Without Eisheth she never would have met Jessica.

      “Thanks again for doing this.” It made Kenzie feel marginally better. Brad couldn’t weasel his way into another reality with her and Selene’s project now.

      They’d locked down everything they could. Selene and Edith would be in the heavily warded den and the rest of her family could kick rocks.

      “Hey, could you ward the den?” Kenzie asked as it suddenly occurred to her how helpful that would be. “I’m supposed to add my own void wards, but a little hellfire magic would keep my sister and grandmother even safer.”

      Jessica shrugged. “Why not? I’ll do it after I leave so it’ll keep out demon witches too. Can’t have anyone trying to kill you before you’re trained.” The hunter winked but they both knew it wasn’t a joke.

      “Eisheth is a gossipy bitch,” Kenzie muttered, glaring out the window at the park across the street. It was already dark and it wasn’t even that late. Stupid daylight savings.

      Kenzie appreciated the help. She really did. But she also hated being vulnerable. Who in the heck would even want an untrained void? Well, she supposed it wasn’t that they wanted her, even though that was totally a possibility.

      It was that something somewhere didn’t want her to exist.

      “I won’t ever take your power,” Kenzie said.

      “Don’t say shit like that,” Jess told her, handing over the bottle of whiskey that seemed to magically be on her at all times. “You never know what will happen in the future. Maybe my demon side will suddenly take over one day and I’ll try to destroy the world. You might need to take my power from me and I would thank you for it.”

      Kenzie took a swig from the whiskey. Her nerves were shot after dinner. “So your dad was a demon?”

      Jessica nodded and took the bottle from her. “He’s out there somewhere, but I’ve never met him.”

      The universe was so fucked up.

      “Eisheth doesn’t try to destroy the world,” Kenzie told her. “You might not either.”

      “Not according to certain variations of the ‘murky’ future.” The hunter even used air quotes. “So if I go bad, please, take my powers.”

      Jessica took Kenzie’s hand – the first witch other than Selene to do so since finding out what she was. It meant something to her and Kenzie took a deep breath as she looked down at the scarred hand that was a warped reflection of hers.

      “As my best bitch, I hope you do,” Jess said with a shrug. “And then use that power to take down everything. They all deserve it.”

      It was hard not to grin. The world certainly did deserve it, the bastards.

      “Here, you can peruse whatever you want in the Council’s files,” Kenzie told her, giving the hunter’s hand a squeeze before releasing it. No power accidentally taken either.

      She pulled out her chair and waved at her setup. “I kept the backdoor open into their shit. It’s less likely to alert anyone if I keep a foot in rather than constantly coming and going.”

      Jess handed Kenzie the bottle of whiskey and sat down with a wicked grin. “Don’t mind if I do, cuz.”
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      She watched as Finnick adjusted his tie. Fuck he looked good in a suit. It was a side of him that Kenzie hadn’t ever seen before. Licking her lips she reached out and smoothed his tie down before carefully placing the pin.

      Finnick looked down at her with a twinkle in his eye. “Like what you see?”

      “You know I do, you ass.” Kenzie couldn’t hide her grin or keep from biting her bottom lip. “If you didn’t have to be somewhere on time with the fate of the world on your shoulders I’d get on my knees right now.”

      His grip on her tightened until it was almost painful and then Finnick kissed her. “Don’t say shit like that when I’m supposed to pretend I’m not a feral bastard.”

      He always tasted like lust and violence with that sweet taste of love. It was the most heady thing she’d ever experienced.

      “I don’t regret it,” she murmured against his lips. “Because I meant it.”

      Finnick’s growl was low and animalistic. “Are you sure there’s not enough time?”

      She was about to cave. Kenzie felt that need skyrocket, ready to explode.

      “No, there isn’t time,” Ash said as he walked in. “Even if I would love to see how quickly Kenzie could get you off. If you’re too addled to think straight I can take care of it in the car on the way there.”

      “What about me?” Kenzie pretended to pout, reaching out and gripping Ash’s shirt, pulling him closer so she could kiss him too.

      Ash and Finnick were fire and water. They complemented each other perfectly and it always made her entire body relax and tense at the same time.

      “Guess you’ll have to give in to Hunter then,” Ash said playfully, kissing her on the cheek before pulling away.

      Finnick gave her a wicked grin as he readjusted himself so his dick wasn’t sticking straight out. “Or you could do something guaranteed to win this little game between the two of you.”

      Crossing her arms over her chest she glared. It wasn’t fair how much her mates riled her up all the time. Kenzie needed them almost as much as she needed air. The rest of the time they spent together just hanging out took the edge off, but it wasn’t what the mate bond wanted.

      Maybe it would finally settle once the triad was complete.

      “What could possibly make me win today?” Kenzie asked.

      Her two foxes glanced at each other and shrugged.

      “No idea, babe,” Finnick said, obnoxiously ruffling her hair. “But if anyone could figure it out it would be you. We’ll see you in a few hours. Be good.”

      “I’ll be recording over the comms,” she told them. “Be safe.”

      “Always,” Ash promised.

      Then they went downstairs, disappearing from view.

      Kenzie could hear them talking. All the raccoons were going with them because of the number of witnesses they had. Thankfully Finnick had pulled some strings and got the human police to provide some protection as well through his judge friend.

      Selene, Edith, and Hunter could protect them here in the den. There were enough wards on the house that no one but a god could get in. Not after Jess had done hers and then Eisheth had added his own.

      The demon had given her the spell for the void wards, but it wasn’t easy magic. The runes had to be perfect, but she also needed the right ingredients and timing. She could do them at midnight. Hopefully she was ready by then.

      She heard the voices of the raccoons and her foxes trail off as they went out the back to where the new vehicles were. Hunter hadn’t been kidding when he’d told her they had money. A new jeep and van were parked in the back with Finnick’s motorcycle. Ash didn’t have a car of his own. He just drove whatever was free.

      “They’ll be okay,” Selene said from the doorway.

      Kenzie turned and watched her sister look around her new room. It was still weird to be separated after living in the same house together their entire lives.

      “Where’s the rest of our family staying?” Kenzie asked.

      It wasn’t that she cared, she was just curious.

      “I have them staying with various other clans. The hotel didn’t seem safe with the feud going on,” Selene said, stepping into the room tentatively. “This place suits you.”

      Kenzie shrugged and flopped on her bed. “I suppose it does. How did you get the clans to take them in?”

      Her sister shrugged and sat on the bench at the foot of the bed, leaning on the mattress and blankets with a small sigh. “It wasn’t easy. They all wanted something in exchange, so I made them all trade spells. Getting Martha to agree to anything is such a pain in the ass.”

      Shaking her head at the idea of that conversation, Kenzie was once again amazed at how mature and fucking awesome her sister was. “Only you, S. Thanks for staying here. It’s a huge weight off my mind.”

      “It was the smart thing to do without our ancestral house.” Selene rubbed her forehead like she had a migraine. “Getting all those spells back in place is going to be a nightmare. Not to mention we’ll need to ask the Irish clan to help us christen it. There’s a reason we all live in one place.”

      Kenzie tugged on her earrings. “Well maybe I’ll be able to help this time. Would it still be Kavanagh power if I stole it from some asshole, like Brad?”

      Selene spied the stack of books under the bed and leaned over to grab them. “Unless there’s a spell or incantation to turn the power into yours I don’t think so. When you killed that fae he burned.”

      “But was that Autumn Court power or Kavanagh fire?” Kenzie shrugged. “I’ve no fucking idea and it’s really annoying. Being a void is hard.” She flung herself backward on the bed and stared up at the ceiling.

      There was so little known about her kind. Eisheth’s books helped, but there had been so few throughout the centuries that they didn’t have the kind of research and experimentation thousands of normal witches had since the beginning of their race’s existence.

      “The fact that you can make wards without power is fascinating,” Selene murmured as she flipped through some of the pages. “Your blood has magic in it and the void properties are what make the spell pull power from the intruder. Isn’t that amazing? And it can go anywhere, even you.”

      She’d lost her sister. Selene loved magic and had always read everything she could on every field and subject. Selene may not have the affinity for herbology that some did, but she grew her own plants for spells. There had even been a poisonous greenhouse before Brad and Peter had cursed their shit.

      “Could you take someone’s power and then give it to another person?” Selene asked.

      “I don’t know.”

      “It would be handy to know something like that,” her sister murmured as she flipped through the pages of one of her books.

      “Are you trying to tell me you think you need more power?” Kenzie arched a brow in question. “You’re the strongest person I know. Other than a demon.”

      Selene sighed and set the book down, giving Kenzie her full attention. “I’m not trying to make you a pawn for me if that’s what you're saying. I just think if I knew someone who could help out in a pinch that it could be useful if someone is completely drained. Or what if you can use that power like a normal witch? You would be just like everyone else.”

      This conversation was making her uncomfortable. “Do you want me to be like everyone else?”

      Her sister's mouth dropped open in surprise. “That’s not what I meant at all. I just know it’s something you’ve wanted in the past.”

      Kenzie turned her gaze to the books lining her shelves and tried to sort out her feelings. Sometimes Selene said things she didn’t mean. It was one of those things. Everyone forgot she wasn’t a normal witch. Even this void condition didn’t fix her issues like how she healed as slowly as a human. Testing the speed of healing while holding power would have to go on the list.

      And they came from a family of experimenters – witches who liked to dabble in the unknown. There were many in her clan who had died for information, or an experiment.

      “I don’t think I can hold power like that,” Kenzie finally said. “I'm not a witch like you are. Being a void…my body isn't built for that. I could reject it. You could reject the power I give you from someone else because you're never meant to hold anything but your own – that kind of thing.”

      Selene’s eyes were bright and she looked excited, not terrified. “There have been successful transfers with talismans before, but you’re right. Most rejected the magic. It’s a lot like organ transplants actually. There was this witch in Colorado who did an entire thesis on it at the University of Morgana.”

      Irritated at the reminder she wasn’t allowed to attend that school or the private high school Selene had, Kenzie wondered what they would say to her now.

      “Well, I need help setting up these wards,” Kenzie told her, tapping the papers tucked into one of the books. “Once I get a handle on some of my abilities we can write our own thesis on voids. Because the books Eisheth gave me are all there is. Feel free to read whatever you want, as long as they stay here.”

      They sat there in quiet for a moment and Kenzie watched her sister. For the first time they weren’t the same exactly, but there was now something they had in common that had always been such a huge part of Selene’s life. Magic had always been something Kenzie wished she could enjoy with her sister, and now she could – kind of.

      Kenzie knew she wasn’t a normal witch, but there had to be spells they could do together. And if not – they could invent them.

      After all her sister was a genius when it came to magic. It wasn't that Selene could perform the spells and enchantments flawlessly every time. It was that she knew how to break down a spell, mix it with another, or create something completely new, and have it work.

      “Yes!” Selene exclaimed. “We should definitely start a thesis. You know, University of Morgana might have something about voids. We could check it out. Maybe they’ll have something for you. A degree from U of M is no small thing.” She started placing all the void books on the bed and pulled out her phone.

      Ugh, that place. Kenzie had read Harry Potter. She’d known what she was missing out on. So her first instinct was to say ‘go fuck yourself’ to the dean and then see if maybe there was a void curse she could perform.

      But she also knew that she couldn’t be a picky bitch about where her help came from. There was a place for her in this paranormal world now. Just like there was for the raccoons and the foxes. The universe, the Fates – whoever – wouldn’t have given them all unique gifts if there wasn’t a purpose for them.

      Like, why would they give ravens the ability to turn their emotions on and off? It was random and not necessarily ‘useful’ or ‘powerful’ at first glance. But then the ravens had taken that unique skill and made themselves the best assassins that existed in this, or any, world.

      Maybe that was what the Powers That Be meant for them to do. Or maybe not. But the ravens had used that unique skill to their benefit.

      Why couldn’t she?

      “There’s a door right?” Kenzie asked. She watched as Selene took pictures of all the books she had on voids.

      The journals Eisheth had given her were hidden away. For some reason she couldn’t say, Kenzie didn’t want to share those yet. Not before she had a chance to read them herself.

      “Yeah, there’s a door in every major city to the University of Morgana,” Selene said with a nod. “The University is in a hidden place and you have to have a student ID to get there. But I can take you.”

      Then her sister stacked the books and put all but one back under the bed. “But that’s something we can do later when we aren’t dealing with a feud. Take the void ward spell to Edith. She can help us with it. It’s not something I’ve ever seen before, even though the basic idea is familiar.”

      Kenzie took the spell and considered the steps. It wasn’t overly complicated other than she had to do it at a certain time. But this was new territory for everyone. “Okay, I’ll go find Edith. Could you get what ingredients you can?”

      “Sure thing.” Selene stood and held up the book she’d set aside. “I’m going to get the stuff and read this while you’re working. Is that all right?”

      It was weird to be loaning a book on magic to her sister, but it made Kenzie smile. “Yeah, that’s fine. Make notes? I want to see what you think of the content while I’m reading. Maybe it’ll speed things along. Oh! And do you have a speed reading spell?”

      Her sister smiled and licked her thumb. Without saying anything she rubbed her spit over Kenzie’s eyelids in a specific pattern and then muttered a few words in Sumerian. “There you go. Should last for a few weeks.”

      There was a slight tingle and then it disappeared. Why did some magic have to be so gross?

      “Uh, thanks I guess,” Kenzie said, wiping the spit from her eyes.

      Selene laughed. “Go find Edith while I get everything ready for tonight. Oh, and ask her about some of the rarer ingredients.”

      Her sister kissed her cheek and left Kenzie’s bedroom, practically skipping as she went. The last month had been hard without her sister, but having Selene here in this house felt a thousand times more right than it ever had in the Kavanagh mansion.

      Now with Edith and Selene it was cramped, but it felt like home.

      Hopefully her grandmother felt like helping with a new spell.

      Well, even if she didn’t Kenzie planned on talking her into it.

      Because even though she was a snarky bitch, Edith had been there for her every step of the way.

      Kenzie got up and went to go find her grandmother. It was time to finally ask her why.
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      Kenzie walked down the hall to Ash’s room and knocked. If she knew her grandmother at all, she would be working on more spells, maybe prepping to redo the house after it was built. Who knew what that old woman was ever thinking really?

      After all she’d added to the family fortune with such minimal work it should be a crime. A perfume that worked on literally everyone because it was a potion that used whatever would enhance the wearer’s scent.

      People paid thousands of dollars for her perfume. That’s how good it was.

      There was no answer so Kenzie knocked again.

      “What?” Edith snapped from the other side of the door.

      “Hi Gram-Gram, I wanted to ask you something.” Kenzie chewed on her bottom lip. Suddenly she was nervous.

      Her grandmother had always made her spells, charms, and enchantments whenever she asked, but this was different. She’d never had to ask her for help with a spell before. Or have Edith watch her attempt one she knew she could actually perform.

      What if she couldn’t do it?

      The door opened and Edith stood there glaring. “It’s bad enough I have to live in a place without a maid, but now I can’t even nap?”

      Kenzie tried to give Gram-Gram that sassy ‘I don’t give a fuck’ smile that was her signature, but it didn’t work this time. So she shrugged one shoulder and handed over the spell. “I was wondering if you could help me and Selene with this tonight?”

      Edith took the spell and then went back into the room, but she didn’t close the door so Kenzie followed her inside.

      “This is an interesting ward. I’ve never seen anything like it,” Edith admitted. She sat down in the armchair where Ash usually put his shoes on.

      It was weird to see the room even more bare than usual. Where his things had been, Edith’s were. Kenzie didn’t like it. But she did like having her sister and grandmother there. It was a weird conflict of emotions.

      “The runes need to be done with your blood. And yet I’ve never seen this spell in any blood magic book,” Edith said, reading through what the spell required.

      “Voids don’t have power,” Kenzie reminded her. “I assume a lot of what I will be able to do will be based on my blood and genetic makeup.” She shrugged and sat on the edge of Ash’s bed.

      It was hard not to think of all the times they’d had sex in this room. Kenzie tried to block it out while she watched her grandmother. No doubt clean freak Ash had washed everything before letting her sleep in here.

      “I suppose that’s true,” Edith said. “You and Selene should add ‘testing normal spells with someone else’s power’ to your list of experiments. I don’t think Selene’s power should be used. Not when you two are clearly two sides of the same coin and blood related. Someone else’s. Consent to use their magic would be left to you, but I think seeing what you could take without anyone noticing might be useful. Also, can you hold more than one person’s magic at one time? What about two different race’s magic at once?”

      Clearly her family had questionable morals when it came to finding answers to questions, but Kenzie couldn’t say she didn’t have all the same questions as Gram-Gram and her sister. Seriously, there was so little known about voids. Not only that, each normal witch had different affinities and sometimes abilities.

      Not everyone could do healing magic.

      So what one void could or couldn’t do might not apply to her.

      “Well, if you want to help me and Selene you’re welcome to,” Kenzie told her quietly.

      Edith stood and went to one of her bags. She tossed it on the bed next to Kenzie and handed her the spell back. “I’ll consider it. In the meantime I have a few of the rarer ingredients. And I believe I have the time to help you tonight. I was going to go out to this wonderful jazz club with whichever raccoon would accompany me, but this is more important. You’re lucky I love you darling.”

      Those words hit Kenzie deep in her chest. Had Edith ever said she loved her? Not out loud and not with the actual words. Kenzie was pretty sure about that.

      “Hey, Gram-Gram…why did you save me from the clan all those years ago?”

      Instantly Edith stopped rummaging through the ingredients carefully stored in her suitcase. She didn’t look at her, but Edith held completely still for a moment and Kenzie thought maybe she wouldn’t answer the question.

      “When you were born…I just knew you were special,” Edith finally said.

      Her grandmother looked at her then. And it was like looking in a time mirror.

      Kenzie was the spitting image of Edith. When she was her grandmother’s age she would probably look very similar. They had the same flame-red hair even at Edith’s age. Same blue eyes the color of the hottest fire. Kenzie assumed they would have the same smattering of freckles across their noses if her grandmother hadn’t magicked them off a long time ago.

      Most in the human world thought Edith was her mother if they ever saw her. And it had been easier to let them think that. And Kenzie had wished so many times that she was her actual mother.

      “Witches usually take a few years until their powers begin to show,” Edith murmured, pushing the suitcase to the side so she could sit down next to Kenzie. “It’s very common for a witch not to show anything until the age of three. Though there is a misconception that the earlier power is shown the stronger the witch will be.”

      Kenzie had known some of this to a degree, but never in such detail. She didn’t remember much before her fifth birthday except the memory of pain – but nothing specific.

      “Selene levitated all her toys a few days after her third birthday and she’s the strongest witch in San Francisco, maybe even on the west coast,” Edith told her. “So for the first three years of your life you had a pretty normal witch existence. Even though everyone expected you to present earlier based on our family’s legacy, but there wasn’t concern until you were about three and a half.”

      Edith started rotating one of the rings on her fingers and Kenzie knew the reason they’d never had this conversation before. Edith never fidgeted. Ever. There were two times Kenzie could remember it and both times her grandmother had been distressed emotionally.

      After her great-grandmother had finally passed. And when she’d taken Kenzie to the family doctor the last time her family had tortured her. That was it.

      “That was when everyone started to get concerned,” Edith confessed. “The entire witch community knows that once a child hits five years old the level of power is locked in. And if you don’t present earlier it can’t grow. We all thought you would be able to do nothing more than parlor tricks. And for my mother and yours that would tarnish our legacy.”

      Kenzie took her grandmother’s hand and squeezed. They both needed to hear this. But Edith needed to be reminded she wasn’t alone. And Kenzie didn’t hate her for what had happened.

      “I was shocked when we exhausted the normal power exposers and my mother went to Takahashi for advice.” Edith looked out the window at the foggy morning casting the room in that bluish light Kenzie actually preferred. “When pain and fear was suggested I thought everyone, but especially your mother—my daughter, would say no. I wish I’d had the backbone to go up against my mother sooner,” Edith whispered. “And I’m sorry I didn’t.”

      Kenzie wrapped her arms around her grandmother and held her tight. “Don’t be.”

      Gram-Gram took a shuddering breath and patted her arm.

      “No matter what I thought would happen I knew you didn’t deserve what they did to you. Not having any powers didn’t make you any less my grandchild,” Edith told her. “If I were to be honest with myself I had no idea you were a void witch. I think they were mentioned once or twice in the University, but that was it. The reason I thought you were special was because of the life inside your eyes. It was there from day one.”

      Edith rested her head against Kenzie’s for just a second while they both tried to come to terms with all the emotions swirling between them.

      “I knew you would do amazing things given the chance,” Edith whispered. “What they were, I had no idea. But I knew not having magic would never prevent you from conquering the world. I actually assumed you might become the first female president of the United States of America. That’s how astounding you were, even as a child.”

      “Why did they keep pushing me even after I turned five?” Kenzie asked.

      Her grandmother sighed and gave her a kiss on the cheek before extricating herself to stand. “No witch had ever been born without powers before – that there was any record of. I should have known then, but I was so distracted by the problem they insisted you had. It was all I could do to keep you alive. But they assumed they could make something manifest. At that point it was a point of pride for my mother and she would not listen to reason. I tried and tried to talk to her, but our culture…it’s taught to never question the matriarch. So it took me time. I’m sorry Mackenzie. I should have done better.”

      Tears pricked her eyes, but Kenzie refused to cry. Tears weren’t something she or her grandmother knew how to handle well. “Just so you know, Gram-Gram, I’ve always been incredibly grateful for everything you’ve ever done for me. All of it. You are the only one that stood up for me until Selene came along. I know…without you I don’t think I’d be here today. So thank you.”

      “Ack,” Edith said, fanning her face. “You deserved better, darling. But I’m glad I grew a backbone. I love you, girl.” Her grandmother pinched her cheek hard enough to sting.

      “And I love you,” Kenzie murmured, standing up and hugging Edith. “So you’ll help us tonight?”

      “Of course. Now leave me be so I can put myself together and gather all the ingredients. I’ll find your sister too, now go finish my contract. I want to taste that sweet revenge before it gets stale.” Edith practically pushed her out of Ash’s room.

      Kenzie smiled and headed to the offices.

      If she’d had to suffer for everything she had now…Kenzie decided it had been worth it.
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      Kenzie sat at her setup in the main office. Hunter had insisted she had a station in the boy’s office as well as her own. And Kenzie finally understood why as she sat next to Hunter while they monitored the hearing.

      She had never seen Finnick so…polished and in charge. It was kind of weird, but it was also really hot.

      The hearing was being recorded. But it was also getting a lot of media attention thanks to Ash sharing their video and it going viral. Kenzie was watching all the keywords she had plugged into her program. This hearing and the victims were all over the internet. A new hashtag had been made and it was trending.

      Millions were showing their solidarity.

      Hunter had sent evidence to the police that the Davis law firm had hidden incriminating evidence, impeded investigations, etc. The police raid on their firm was all over the news. This wasn’t going to end well. Not when high profile clients made online statements saying they’d had no idea and were now refusing to work with them.

      The business wouldn’t survive regardless of the outcome of the hearing. All the evidence was there and an investigation was already starting. Partners of Davis Attorneys at Law were being called in – the whole board.

      The current hearing was what would ruin Brad’s personal reputation. Now most rapists got off with minimal punishment so Kenzie didn’t expect him to get put away for life. And even if he did it wasn’t like his powers would magically vanish. He’d break out of the very human prison and disappear – maybe fake his own death.

      Which was why she’d tagged him at the club. It was one of her favorite charms that Selene had created. It melted into the skin and was active for thirty days. For those thirty days they would know exactly where he was, even if he left this reality for a different plane or planet or whatever.

      When he tried to grab his money and go, there would be nothing left.

      All that was left was magically crippling him – legally. Because if Kenzie cursed him like he’d cursed Selene that could be traced back to her, and she could be punished for that – if not for that spell, then for causing his death if he couldn’t find the potion to break the curse.

      So she had to convince Takahashi to strip his powers. His confession regarding his plans for the coven would do nicely.

      “Since we’re mostly alone I was wondering if we could have our date now,” Hunter said, breaking the silence.

      Kenzie jumped in surprise and glanced over at him, trying to figure out his motive.

      They’d been quietly working together for hours, gathering evidence to send to Takahashi, draining accounts, and watching the hearing.

      The last time he’d said anything had been about an hour ago when he asked if she thought ravens would testify at a coven meeting and if it would be worth anything. Hiring the ravens wasn’t a crime, but it would say something about his character that he was willing to expose them to humans just to kill them.

      Because if the cops dug too deep they’d see Brad’s ties to the rest of the San Francisco witch community.

      “You want to do the date right now, right now?” Kenzie asked.

      He smiled slightly but didn’t look away from Finnick through the camera on Ash’s tie. “Yes. Well, as soon as I finish cooking.”

      Such typical Hunter behavior to ask when she’d least expected it.

      “You don’t think it’ll interfere?” she asked, looking back at the email she was compiling for Takahashi.

      “It’ll only take a few hours. We can make sure alerts are set for anything abnormal. Are you having second thoughts about a date?” Hunter asked wryly.

      If she refused, Kenzie didn’t think he would mind. She eyed him. Their game was coming to a head. This dinner was his power play. Hunter never cooked. They barely spent free time alone together so he knew it would put her off balance.

      But the same could be said for him. When was the last time they’d been alone together without any work to do?

      “Okay,” Kenzie finally said. “When is this date going to happen?”

      He started tapping furiously even though his expression didn’t change from mild amusement. Kenzie could feel his spike of excitement. She didn’t know if she was slightly attuned to him because of pheromones, the small thread between them, or just…some cosmic insight. But she had always been aware of him like this.

      “I’m going to set up the alerts now, and then run to the market. So…two hours from now. And I want you to wear something I bought for you. I don’t care what.” Hunter’s golden brown eyes were nearly black with how dilated his pupils were.

      Was he nervous?

      Kenzie considered him, swirling her chair around so she could put her full attention on him. Yeah, he was a tiny bit nervous. But she couldn’t pinpoint why. Kenzie grinned. Maybe she did have a chance of winning after all.

      “Okay, will do. I’ll finish this up and then get ready.” Kenzie felt her stomach flutter.

      If she were honest with herself she was nervous too, but she couldn’t say why really. Hunter was an enigma, sure. But he wasn’t a bad guy. A little crazy. She liked him like that though.

      What if the date didn’t go well?

      Ugh, this was stupid. It would be fine.

      The real reason she was nervous was how he could win this game she supposed. What would he do to make her beg? Because if she knew Hunter – and she was one of three people who did – he wanted her to beg.

      Kenzie didn’t know what she wanted from him as a signal she’d won. Hm, maybe if she got him to lose his very careful control.

      She’d seen him lose it only once and that had been in anger. Could she get him to lose it out of desire, and have him ask to claim her before the dinner was over?

      Grinning she watched him finish up the alerts. Hunter only raised his eyebrow, but he didn’t say anything. He checked the time as he stood and then nodded like he was reassuring himself he had time.

      Kenzie’s grin widened even further. “I’ll see you in two hours, Hunter.”

      The wary look on his face was priceless.
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      She stared at herself. A floor-length mirror had been one of her very first purchases after she’d moved in. For someone who didn’t really like dressing up, Kenzie still knew how to look good and it was hard to see what her ass or legs looked like without a proper mirror.

      So here she was. Dressed in something Hunter had bought for her.

      When he’d had time to buy anything new she wasn’t sure, but there hadn’t been just the dresses in his closet this time.

      Kenzie had found supple leather pants so buttery soft she felt like she could easily sleep in them. The black didn’t look faded. And they fit perfectly. So perfect she wondered if he’d taken her measurements at some point while she’d been asleep.

      Or was Hunter really just that good?

      She’d paired the leather pants with a cute pair of flats in her signature pink. The shirt though, that was all Hunter as well.

      It was pure silk per the label. It looked and felt expensive, like something Edith might pick out for her. The fabric didn’t bother her sensitive skin and it hung nicely. What took it from workplace to nightclub was the deep V-neck. The curves of her breasts were on display as was her charm necklace.

      Kenzie slipped the necklace off and set it on her dresser. They were at home under a ton of very powerful wards. She didn’t need hundreds of charms. Then she took off her latest and greatest watch – this one was waterproof thanks to the fiasco with the previous version.

      Should she keep the bracelets?

      Taking off everything would throw Hunter. It would make her appear…unprotected. And Kenzie really wanted to win. What would Hunter do when she was practically defenseless against him? Would it set off his protective instincts, or his predatory ones?

      She honestly couldn’t say which ones she wanted.

      Her bracelets clacked together as she slid those off too.

      Then she considered her earrings – the last of her magic.

      Kenzie took off the one that gave her temporary bear shifter strength. Then she removed the scent charm. It was pointless as Hunter could still smell her, but it would signal how much she trusted him.

      The only ones she left on were the ones that heightened her senses. Kenzie wanted to be able to see and smell and sense everything.

      Why did it feel like she was about to step into battle?

      The smell wafting from downstairs was so good her mouth was already watering. Ash was a master chef, but apparently so was Hunter. He just cooked something very different. It was spicy and eye-watering.

      It reminded her of her time in Thailand.

      Had she ever told him about that? Kenzie didn’t think so.

      Which meant he’d overheard her at some point, or one of the boys had told him. Not that Kenzie really cared, but that was a hell of a thing to remember secondhand.

      Her hair was up in an elegant chignon Selene had done for her. Kenzie almost never had her hair up so it would send a message – what that was she wasn’t exactly sure, but Hunter’s reaction would tell her.

      Very little makeup and no lipstick. Just some gloss to make her lips pop a bit. And she was ready.

      Kenzie went downstairs, shoulders back and chin up. She was nervous as hell, but she didn’t want Hunter to see that even if he could smell it. Hopefully all the spices would distract him until she could find her footing.

      When she hit the main floor Kenzie had to stop and stare. Hunter was in the kitchen cooking and the flare of fire every once in a while made the space warm. All the lights were dimmed and there were candles on every surface.

      Romantic music was playing…old school jazz sung by throaty women that had men falling to their knees back in the day. And through the glass doors she could see that the patio had been completely rearranged and set up for a romantic dinner.

      No one else was around. They didn’t even make noises. Edith and Selene were somewhere in the house, but they were staying far away.

      Smart.

      Kenzie crossed the large living room, and not for the first time she admired the extremely spacious and open floor plan. Leaning against the kitchen wall she watched as Hunter expertly threw ingredients into the large pan.

      It smelled amazing. It smelled like her life in Chiang Mai.

      “I had no idea you could cook this particular curry,” Kenzie murmured. “It’s supposed to be a secret. I couldn’t even bribe her with magic.”

      Hunter didn’t turn around, but he smiled as he threw in more peppers. “I know. But when someone owes you their life, there are things they’ll do for you. I called Rune and told her I was trying to woo this fiery witch and that she’d spent time in Chiang Mai. She knew who you were immediately and gave me the recipe.” He glanced over his shoulder at her. “I hope I can do it justice.”

      “I’m sure it’ll be amazing.” Kenzie noticed a familiar bottle. Lao Kha? How in the hell? “Where did you find Thai whiskey?”

      Hunter shrugged one shoulder. “We’ve traveled a lot with the kind of work we do. I have an entire stash of alcohol we collect from each location. Usually we don’t drink it unless we want a meal from that place. So I save them for special occasions.” He smiled slightly at her then.

      And Kenzie remembered how he’d practically whispered in her ear that he never cooked – only on special occasions – when she’d first come to live in the foxes’ den.

      Had she known he would cook a Thai meal for her that was so delicious and spicy she would be drinking about a gallon of milk, she would have insisted on doing this sooner.

      “I can’t believe you’re making this dinner. It’s amazing,” she told him. Kenzie kissed his cheek and went around the counter so she could sit on the barstool and watch him cook. “Do you like what I’m wearing?”

      Hunter set the pan down on the stove and turned around, adjusting the apron over his button down shirt. He had the top undone so it showed more of his chest than normal, and the sleeves were rolled up to the elbows.

      He even wore nice slacks that were a bit tighter than she was used to on him, but it looked damn good with those black boots. Fuck, Hunter managed to look like a bad-boy billionaire on his day off without even trying.

      “I think you look exquisite,” he said. Then suddenly Hunter went completely still as he fully inspected her. Those golden brown eyes widened when he realized what was missing. “You’re not wearing any of your bracelets or necklaces.”

      Kenzie couldn’t help her grin. “Nope. I even took off my watch. It just wasn’t nice enough to wear with this outfit.”

      He took his apron off slowly and for some reason Kenzie’s breathing quickened.

      Hunter folded the apron carefully and then set it on the counter. He walked around and never once looked away from her – he never once blinked as he held her gaze. Her heart was pounding as she watched him. Kenzie had no idea what he had planned.

      Then he was standing in front of her and she was staring up at him, aware of how little space there was between them. The air around Hunter was electrified. He set every pore on her body tingling.

      Without a word Hunter reached out and touched her earrings, smiling slightly. Then that fingertip trailed down her neck, making a direct line between her breasts. “It’s strange to see you without necklaces or bracelets.”

      He wrapped that hand around her right wrist, where she normally wore her watch. The grip was tight and unrelenting. Kenzie wasn’t sure she could yank out of it if she wanted to. She licked her lips and waited.

      “We should make you a fancy version of that very useful watch,” Hunter said thoughtfully. “Why no magic?”

      He brought her wrist up to his nose and breathed in deep.

      Kenzie shuddered and pressed her thighs together.

      “I trust you,” she whispered.

      Hunter stopped what he was doing to stare at her. There was a strange flicker in his eyes. She could practically see the wheels turning as he rolled those words over and over in his head.

      “You trust me to do what?” he asked. The words were careful, almost wary of the answer.

      She placed her hand on his waist and angled her neck slightly to expose the soft skin to him. “I trust you to protect me in our home.”

      Was that a growl? It was so low it was nearly a purr. Kenzie felt it in her bones more than she actually heard it with her ears.

      “Can I kiss you?” Hunter asked.

      Fates help her. They were barely five minutes into this date and she was practically panting. Kenzie nodded, not trusting her voice at the moment.

      Hunter placed her arm over his shoulder and then traced a path from her wrist up her arm to her neck. He held her gently and pulled her just the tiniest bit closer. It made Kenzie slide down from the barstool to her feet. They pressed together and she honestly couldn’t remember if she’d ever felt the entire length of his body against hers.

      He was taller than her. And Kenzie always forgot how much she had to look up because they were rarely standing this close to each other.

      Her lips tingled as he looked down at her. What he was thinking, she had no idea. Kenzie wished she could read his mind just once to see what it was like.

      Then his lips were against hers and it was the gentlest, sweetest kiss she’d ever had. Even Ash hadn’t kissed her like this.

      It was what she imagined an adorable middle school dance kiss to be like and it melted her.

      Until he slid his tongue into her mouth, hot and demanding. Kenzie groaned at the sensation. Part of her couldn’t believe she was reacting like this to a kiss, but the rest of her knew the combination of his skill, the way he gripped her neck to hold her in place, the hand at the small of her back, pressing her into him so she could feel his hardness…

      Hunter knew exactly how to give her what she wanted—what she needed.

      Fuck, he was going to win. Kenzie knew it as she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back. She tasted every bit of him that he allowed her to until she was biting his bottom lip hard and—

      Hunter yanked back and gave her a wild look before heading back to the stove.

      She blinked in confusion. Had she imagined that look?

      Clearing his throat, Hunter slipped the apron back on and went back to finishing up the curry. “Should be ready in a few minutes. Is there anything else I can get you until then?”

      “No, I can wait,” she murmured.

      This date was definitely going to be interesting.

      Kenzie licked her lips and smiled.
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      He wasn’t sure what he’d expected for this date, but this certainly wasn’t it. Hunter hadn’t anticipated being as…affected by Kenzie, as he was.

      She’d worn the clothes he’d bought her while out gathering the passports – and he’d secretly hoped she’d wear those instead of one of the dresses.

      The reason he’d wanted her to wear something he’d chosen wasn’t because he wanted to mark his territory, although it was a side benefit. It was that they’d been hanging in his closet with his own clothes so his scent was all over her and it was a fucking delicious combination.

      Then she’d removed all her jewelry except her earrings – completely vulnerable. To him, to whoever came after her…to anything. Kenzie’s only power was to take others’. But she had to get close enough to do that.

      It put him on edge to know how much danger she could potentially be in.

      And he’d been right about the food.

      It had taken very little legwork to look into her life abroad after Finnick had told him about it. There was a paper trail that was easily traceable. Then he’d called a few places. It was insanely easy to find out where she’d been when Kenzie had been one of the top Muay Thai fighters in Thailand.

      That kind of thing may not make it around to the U.S. very easily, but it was certainly all over the place if one knew where to look.

      Her reaction to his thoughtfulness had made Hunter feel something like…pride. He’d preened at the attention – which was something he wasn’t sure he liked. She might just win this little game they were playing after all.

      Normally he didn’t doubt his ability to win – at anything. But Kenzie was the only person in the world who could make him lose his rigid control. Like when she’d kissed him a few minutes ago. His fox had nearly slipped the leash and claimed her right then and there.

      And Hunter never burned food – so how close he’d come to saying ‘fuck it’ and letting it burn to a char just so he could have her was a bit worrying. But he was secretly pleased at how well she was playing with him.

      If she wasn’t good then this would all be boring. And it definitely wasn’t that.

      As he cooked the food he realized they were probably supposed to be talking and getting to know each other. That’s what he saw on TV and such anyway. Hunter glanced over his shoulder at Kenzie who was watching him with a little smile on her face.

      That smile was what made him feel…nervous? It was like a tingling in his stomach and he wasn’t sure what to expect. Hunter couldn’t remember ever feeling nervous or anxious about anything before in his whole life.

      “Ask me anything.” Hunter needed to regain control of this date.

      “So,” Kenzie drawled. “Why did your leash almost execute you? You’re the only one who grew up in a pack of foxes – in fox society. Finnick was a teenager and Ash was a child.”

      This was a question he’d been expecting at least. Hunter tossed the food one last time and then turned off the stove. “Foxes aren’t like wolves or cats.”

      “Well, I only really know the cats,” Kenzie said with a shrug. “So I don’t have much to compare you guys to.”

      Hunter arranged the rice and curry just so. He’d even made egg rolls with that sweet sauce he liked so much. Thailand was always one of his favorite places to go because of the food. It had so much flavor.

      “Wolves and cats are very human in their behavior other than their dominance and hierarchy. Well, foxes have the same instincts. We’re just…different.” Hunter shrugged and grabbed both plates and carried them around the counter to the table he’d set up outside on the patio.

      Kenzie came up behind him with the egg rolls and alcohol. She handed those to him once he’d set the plates down just right. “I’ve gathered that you’re different,” she teased. “But how? I haven’t been able to find much in the witch archives on foxes, or any of the lesser shifters really. There was one book on ravens, but it only mentioned the structure of the flocks.”

      It was hard not to be intrigued and impressed with her curiosity. Most witches didn’t bother to look too deeply despite supposedly being the Keepers of Lore.

      Taking off his apron he folded it just so and then set it on the grill. Hunter pulled out Kenzie’s chair first and smiled when she looked surprised and flattered. Despite his lack of basic human decency, his mother had taught him to be chivalrous – to be a gentleman.

      It was one of his greatest weapons.

      Then Hunter sat down and poured the rice whiskey as he considered how to explain something to her that he’d never had to explain before.

      “There purposefully isn’t anything in the witch archives,” he finally said, handing her the cup of alcohol. Then he poured her a glass of water from the pitcher he’d set out earlier. “As foxes were originally the lore keepers we made sure to keep our books. That witches assumed we didn’t have thousands of copies of everything was stupid of them. But we have everything that the witches do, plus many books they don’t have. Not even the Council possesses what foxes secretly hoard.”

      Hunter took a sip of the whiskey and was pleased it wasn’t as awful as he’d anticipated.

      Kenzie’s eyes were wide as she took that in. Then she picked up the jade chopsticks he’d bought the last time he was in Thailand. His mate wielded them like a pro. “What’s the point of that if no one else can know what you do? What do you gain from that? At least if the world knew how much knowledge you possessed they would see you as important – not lesser.”

      He narrowed his eyes and tilted his head. “Ironically that’s what I had insisted to my leash. Pushing that point was my downfall. I tried to share our knowledge and was arrested for treason.” Then he took a bite of the duck curry and savored the spice that nearly burned his mouth off.

      Kenzie took a bite as well. Then her eyes closed in bliss. Hunter smirked. He’d definitely done well with the choice of meal. Point in his favor – though with the way she’d kissed him he’d say they were probably more even than he cared to admit.

      “You know, I don’t think I would have ever guessed that was the reason they would execute you.” Then she sipped at the whiskey and smiled at him – so happy and blinding he was struck dumb for a moment. “This is really the best food I’ve had in a long time and it brings up some of my best memories. Thank you for this, Hunter.”

      “Did you assume I had some kind of addiction like Finnick?” he asked, picking up the fried egg roll and swirling it in the sauce in lazy circles.

      The sharp look she gave him indicated she hadn’t and now she was offended for some reason. “No,” Kenzie said stiffly. “I thought you’d killed someone or something.”

      Hunter smiled at her. “That’s not illegal in fox society.”

      She blinked a few times and then took another bite. “I don’t know why I’m surprised. So where do you guys live? The ravens don’t even live in human cities. They have weird territories that don’t exist on maps.”

      This was definitely taking an interesting turn. Hunter had anticipated her trying to get to know him, but this wasn’t quite what he had expected. Was she circling him so that when she finally asked the real questions he wouldn’t even realize, and then he would answer without realizing?

      “We share some of the ravens’ territories as they live in eyries and we dwell on the ground. But not all of them. Others live in the middle of nowhere where no wolves or cats claim hunting rights. And others…well we were Keepers of Lore for a long time. There are places that have been forgotten. We live in many of those.”

      It was strange to be talking about something he’d vowed never to think of again – not directly. Talking about foxes in general was one thing, but telling Kenzie about his past, about where he’d grown up…

      Hunter knew he had to do it, but he didn’t like it.

      It was her only request though. Kenzie hadn’t asked him to love her. She had only asked to know him. And despite the promise he’d made to himself – Hunter had to give her what he could or lose her forever.

      Looking up at the sky he studied the pinks and purples of the sunset. The others wouldn’t be home for a few more hours. Would he manage to win before then? Or would she?

      “I haven’t talked about it since I left when I was eighteen,” Hunter said quietly. “I promised myself I wouldn’t ever think about my family or my leash again. Because when I did I became angry and would do things…I normally wouldn’t do without at least thinking it through first.”

      Then Kenzie took his hand in hers and all thoughts went right out of his head.

      She was comforting him. And he didn’t hate it.

      “I appreciate you telling me at all,” she murmured. “Maybe a bit of liquid courage will help?”

      He looked at the glass of whiskey she held up and decided he could do this conversation once. There was minimal risk. Nothing should set off his rage tonight. There would be very little damage. Only one thing worried him and it was small.

      There was always the possibility that Kenzie didn’t like what she heard. Even if she’d practically scoffed at the reason they’d tried to execute him. That wasn’t the hard part of the story.

      Hunter sighed and picked up his own glass of whiskey and tapped it to hers, enjoying the sound of glass clinking. They both downed the alcohol and she coughed, slamming the glass down – all without releasing his hand.

      Hunter smiled slightly and poured more. Kenzie trusted them. All of them.

      She trusted him.

      It was still a mind fuck to know that for a fact. No one ever felt safe around Hunter except for Finnick and Ash. He knew it was that sharp edge he’d never been able to dull.

      “What do you want to know exactly?” Hunter asked. “There’s a lot of shit, and I’m not sure where to start.”

      Kenzie cocked her head to the side. “Where did you grow up?”

      He watched her eat and considered how to answer that question.

      “Not anywhere you would know of,” he finally admitted. “I’m not even supposed to tell anyone. It’s against the rules. But when was the last time I followed the rules?” Hunter grinned.

      Kenzie grinned right back and popped the rest of her egg roll in her mouth.

      “It’s this strange pocket that exists right outside Portland,” Hunter told her. “A fox from my leash made a deal with a demon a long time ago and that demon granted us a home. You can only get there if you know exactly where it is. But it’s just like any other small American town I suppose. One school, one market. That kind of thing.” Hunter focused on his food as memories started to rear their ugly heads.

      Almost fifteen years ago now, and it still bothered him.

      “My mother loved me,” Hunter told Kenzie. “I had brothers and sisters. My father was decent – but he was a lot like me. Neither of us are exactly normal.”

      “They’re all still alive?” she asked warily, food dropping from her chopsticks as she paused mid-bite.

      He shrugged. “All but my mother the last time I saw them. I was labeled a traitor. If it wasn’t for Lavi stepping in and claiming me as part of her pride I would have been hunted to the end of my days.”

      She visibly shuddered at that. “So you grew up rather normal, and then you had to run or die. And your family? They did nothing?”

      Hunter snarled at the reminder. “No. My mother helped me escape. Which she was executed for. The rest would have tried but I’d asked them not to. Only my mother wouldn’t listen.”

      Her mouth popped open in shock and horror. “I don’t even know what to say to that. Hunter, I’m so sorry.”

      He gave her a sharp grin. “Don’t worry, I made them suffer once I’d found my place in the world.”

      She paused at that and Hunter knew this was it. This was where she would decide for or against him and it would affect their entire future. Would she be able to love a murderer?

      “What did you do to them?”

      The food was spicy enough he actually needed some water to wash it down so he took a sip, considering both paths that lay before him right at the very moment. It was a hard pill to swallow to realize how much he didn’t want a future without her as his mate.

      “I killed those who sentenced her to death for helping her son. Then I tortured the ones who executed her themselves. After I’d decided they’d suffered enough I executed them.” Hunter would never forget the fear in their eyes and how sweet it tasted on the air.

      All for a few books – for the desire to share their knowledge and gain a little more respect in the paranormal community.

      Then he narrowed his eyes at Kenzie. “I told you. I’m a monster.”

      And he’d done so much more of the very same throughout the years, finding those who preyed on the weak and innocent and making them suffer for it. Hunter exacted a very precise and brutal justice that all the red tape got in the way of.

      “I never said you weren’t a monster,” Kenzie told him, one eyebrow raised. She took another bite of curry. “But it sounds like they deserved it. Now, would I torture and then kill? Probably not. But I’d definitely find a way for them to no longer exist.”

      “My father helped me,” Hunter admitted.

      She chewed and then took another bite, staring right at him – right through him. “Good. If I had a family like yours? I would have done the same. It sounds like they loved you. And I’m sorry you can’t see them anymore.”

      It wasn’t the response he was expecting. “That’s not a deal breaker?” he asked.

      Kenzie shook her head. “I’ve killed people too.”

      Right. Hunter had nearly forgotten about that. Even he had been shocked at how gruesome some of those deaths were. The bleeding through pores was something he hadn’t seen before – and he never thought he’d get to say that.

      “So, if my deepest darkest secrets aren’t enough to deter you from this terrible choice, does that mean you want to be my mate?” Hunter asked, pouring more whiskey with a little smile.

      Honesty. That’s what would win Kenzie over if it hadn’t already. Not flowers or traditional love.

      Dedication and loyalty. He sensed those would be winners too and Hunter was more than dedicated.

      He was obsessed.

      Kenzie was made for him in ways he hadn’t thought possible. His darkest side didn’t frighten her and he had thought maybe it would a little – that they would have to work through that. But apparently not.

      She grinned at him and took another sip of whiskey. “Does your question imply you want me to be?”

      Crafty witch.

      Hunter’s smile widened. “Perhaps.”

      She ran her finger around the edge of her glass. “Are you attracted to me?”

      Direct. He appreciated that. “Very.”

      It wasn’t just her curves or the red hair. It was so much more than her looks. Kenzie accepted him for exactly who he was and never asked him to change, or to do something that just wasn’t possible for him.

      Hunter could feel it inside though – he was changing.

      Kenzie was changing him, and he didn’t know what that meant for the future or what kind of person he would end up as. He also didn’t care. She was worth the risk.

      But he refused to lose his edge. That was the one thing he absolutely would not do. And Hunter got the feeling she would never ask him to give that up.

      And despite the arousal he could smell on the air, he asked anyway. “Are you attracted to me, Kenzie Kavanagh?” Hunter wanted to hear her say the words.

      He wanted to taste the truth on the air – and then maybe he could get her to say what he’d been hoping she’d say for the last month.
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      For some reason this date wasn’t going in the direction she’d thought it would go. Hunter was nothing like Ash or Finnick though so she’d expected some strangeness. All she’d really wanted out of it was to get to know him better.

      His deep dark secret didn’t really explain everything she’d thought it would, but it did tell her why he was on his own with no family and yet still so knowledgeable about the fox world. Kenzie couldn’t believe he actually had a family out there.

      Part of her wondered what had happened after he and his father had slaughtered those who’d murdered his mother.

      All for a few books.

      What would the world be like if the foxes actually came out of hiding? Would there be a witchy fox alliance? Maybe that was something they could work on as the first witch-fox triad ever recorded.

      But…that would mean Kenzie would have to identify as a witch – she’d have to claim that heritage and she’d built her entire life around the acceptance that she would never be a real witch no matter how hard she tried.

      Jessica called herself a witch though. Granted she could do real magic. But it wasn’t the only thing she saw herself as. Jessica was a demon witch and a hunter. And she claimed it all proudly, relishing in what made her different – what made her special.

      She could do that too. First void witch in centuries and definitely the first in her family. It was different and weird and terrifying – but she wasn’t nothing anymore. She was no longer barely more than human.

      Kenzie traced the lip of the glass again. Wondering how to respond to Hunter’s question – wondering the best route to take to get what she wanted out of this.

      What did she want?

      Studying his golden-brown eyes that always seemed to glow a little, she tilted her head. Those lips that were slightly fuller than she expected every time she looked at them. His sharp jaw and cheekbones. The way his deep red hair always seemed kind of messy, but on purpose. Like he spent at least twenty minutes getting it to fall across his eyes in just the perfect way.

      Kenzie then followed the column of his throat down to those shoulders. They weren’t broad like Ash’s, but they had muscles that no one could ignore. He was cut and strong and it went right into his arms, the muscles obvious even through his shirt that was just a bit tighter than normal.

      Hunter was displaying himself for her tonight and Kenzie’s lips twitched. She was more than attracted to him. She’d been fighting the urge to jump his bones at every opportunity. Dragging this out certainly had been fun, but she was ready for the game to be over.

      “I’m very attracted to you, Hunter. To the point that I’ve had to avoid you in the gym the last week. Or when I knew you weren’t wearing a shirt. That tattoo on your shoulder certainly draws the eye doesn’t it?” Kenzie drained her glass of whiskey, hoping it would give her a bit of extra courage.

      Because that look on Hunter’s face was intense. And no matter how this night went, she knew it would make her into a new person.

      “It’s a spell actually,” he told her, gold eyes actually glowing now. “A witch did it for me a few years back.”

      Now that he’d told her she could see the tiny runes in the larger design. “What does it do?”

      “If I tell you, will you keep it a secret?”

      His playful grin had her entire body melting. “Sure.” Kenzie cleared her throat and drank some of the water before her head got too fuzzy.

      “It makes me invisible with a simple word.” He sipped the whiskey and watched her like he was waiting for her to…

      “Holy shit!”

      Hunter’s grin widened.

      “That’s how you guys fucking disappeared in Samuel’s building!” Kenzie slapped the table hard enough all the dishes clinked and rattled. “But all of you did. Where are Finnick and Ash’s tattoos?”

      “They both like to be secretive,” Hunter explained. “As they’re naked with more people than I am. So they shaved their heads at one point, had it done, and then let the hair grow back.”

      Her mouth popped open. “No one told me!”

      Hunter shrugged. “You didn’t ask.”

      No. She guessed she hadn’t. There had been so many other fucking things going on. And now here she was…

      “I want one,” Kenzie demanded. “Where in the seven hells did you find a witch to tattoo you?”

      There weren’t many of them and it was an uncommon skill. The ink alone was a pain in the ass to make.

      “She’s in Canada,” Hunter told her. “I’ll call and ask if she can do another for my chaos.”

      “Why didn’t you hide it under your hair too?” she asked. “It wouldn’t be seen when you shift.”

      “Kenzie, do you really care?” he asked, leaning forward so his golden eyes were all she focused on. “Or do you want to do something about our predicament?”

      Her heart started pounding harder than necessary as she tried to figure out what he meant by that. “What predicament exactly?”

      “That we both are attracted to each other, but neither of us are sure about the mate bond.”

      He was lying. She could see the tick in his jaw. Usually it meant he was trying not to murder someone, but right now he was still smiling. What an interesting tell.

      “You are sure,” she whispered. Kenzie knew she’d wanted it, but she’d always had a prickle of doubt about Hunter. “You do want the mate bond.”

      Hunter actually blinked in surprise, the smile falling from his face. “How do you know that?”

      Interesting. He wasn’t even trying to deny it. That was how shocked he was.

      “I can tell when you lie,” she murmured, reaching out to trace the muscle that had betrayed him. “It’s subtle, but after spending the last month and a half with you I know what to look for.”

      He moved so fast he blurred and suddenly his fingers were wrapped gently around her wrist, but he didn’t yank her hand away from his face. “You can tell when I lie? For how long?”

      “For a while now.” Food forgotten, Kenzie felt oddly mesmerized by Hunter’s inner turmoil. This all mattered so much to him. And now that she’d called him out… “The same way I can tell you’re panicking right now,” she whispered. “But why are you afraid?”

      Then his grip tightened, but not hard enough to hurt. Kenzie was surprised how disappointed she was when he released her. Hunter slumped back in his chair, eyes narrowed at her but no less gold than before.

      “Well, that makes playing this game rather pointless wouldn’t you say?”

      She grinned at that. “It’s still fun. Did you have something else in mind?”

      Hunter stood so quickly his chair fell backward and she gasped when he was suddenly next to her and pulling her out of her chair. “Yes, I do have something else in mind. But only if it’s something you want as well.”

      Meaning it was something he wanted.

      Kenzie’s breathing quickened. “Tell me what it is.”

      His arm went around her waist and his lips brushed her hair as he pulled Kenzie in closer. “I concede to you.”

      Holy fucking shit. Hunter was essentially knocking over his king.

      “Why?”

      Then his other hand was in her hair, running through it like he was just as mesmerized by her as she was him. “Because, you are the first person in my life who can tell I’m lying. Congratulations, Ms. Kavanagh. You’re the only person in the world who truly knows me.”

      And all she’d had to do was prove it for Hunter to concede to her.

      She’d won the game.

      “I want to hear you say it,” she whispered, looking up at his lips and then his gold eyes, wrapping her arms around his neck. “If I win, then I want you to say the words.”

      Hunter smiled down at her and even though he’d told her a million times he was a monster, even though she knew he was no soft-hearted normal…Kenzie saw the tenderness in his eyes. She saw the…love? It may not be love, but it was something close. Dedication maybe.

      A surrendering.

      His soul, his heart – they were hers and Kenzie honestly thought that was better than love.

      Love could be shallow. It could be conditional. It could even be suffocating.

      But Hunter was hers without boundaries, without any ifs, ands, or buts.

      “Kenzie, I want you as my mate,” Hunter murmured, pressing his hands into her lower back so they were flush against each other. It made her squirm to feel him like that. “I want to accept the mate bond. And I want to claim you. Please.”

      It might be the only time she ever heard him say those words in her life, but it was enough. Hunter was a man of action, not necessarily words, and Kenzie preferred it that way.

      “I’ve wanted you as my mate for a long time,” she confessed, feeling it was only fair to tell him since she’d won the game. “I’ve wanted you in my pants for even longer.”

      And wasn’t that the fucking truth.

      If Kenzie were to be brutally honest with herself, she’d wanted him the moment he’d held her throat in the forest during Samuel’s 4th of July barbecue.

      His grip tightened on her hair and Hunter pulled back just slightly so her neck arched and her lips were presented to him. He considered her for only a moment as the gold seemed to flash with liquid lightning.

      And then he kissed her.

      She gasped, stealing his breath from him.

      The taste of his lips, the feel of his tongue, the feel of him hard against her…Kenzie was fucking lost.

      To some degree she’d known it would be like this. Their kisses up to this point had been rather tame. But now Hunter wasn’t holding back. He was devouring her mind, body, and soul.

      Clutching onto his shoulders, she kissed him, flicking her tongue against his, biting his lip like she had earlier, pressing harder against him and then she heard it – Hunter growled into her mouth. The sound was nearly a groan.

      His hands gripped her waist hard and then he pulled back with a snarl. “I can’t control myself anymore.”

      Kenzie didn’t let him pull any further away. Instead she jumped, wrapping her legs around his waist and forcing him to catch her. Hunter was strong enough he didn’t stumble backward. He didn’t budge at all. Nope, he simply caught her, looking up at her as she smiled down at him.

      “Then don’t hold back. Because that’s the opposite of what I want right now. Claim me already for fuck’s sake.”

      The whole world could hear his growl of approval and she didn’t give one single shit.

      Kenzie kissed him again, slower this time. She enjoyed the spicy taste of him with a hint of rice whiskey on his breath. She was so lost in him she hadn’t even realized they were moving until he was walking up the stairs.

      Yes, she’d wanted this for so long.

      A flutter in her belly made her pull back and study him. Hunter let her, holding her gaze as he navigated the house from memory alone.

      Despite how much she wanted him she was still nervous as hell. What was this going to be like? Was their connection going to make this easier, or was it going to be awkward before it was going to be good?

      Then they were in his room and he closed the door behind them with a kick.

      “I accept the mate bond, Kenzie Kavanagh.” The words were quiet but strong. Hunter was sure.

      And it settled into place like a heavy jacket in the biting cold. Welcome and warm and exactly what she needed. Kenzie sighed as it wrapped around her.

      “I accept the mate bond, Hunter Wilson,” she whispered.

      His grip on her tightened and she knew he could feel it too.

      For a moment they just stared at each other as they adjusted to this new reality.

      Even though she’d understood Hunter for the most part before, this bond opened him up to her completely. Kenzie sensed that she could hop right into his head if she wanted. What would she see there?

      Then he laid her on his bed and she kicked off her flats, feeling nervous again.

      “Don’t worry,” Hunter murmured, slipping out of his boots. “We’ll take things slow. It’s been a while for me.”

      For some reason that made Kenzie feel better. And he could sense her emotions. So she focused on his while he slipped off his socks.

      He wasn’t nervous exactly. Hunter wasn’t even apprehensive. She could feel he was all in and that settled some of her own nerves. But her emotions seemed to be making him uncomfortable. Hunter wouldn’t stop staring at her.

      “Is everything okay?” she asked, reaching for him.

      Taking her hand he tilted his head and considered her words. Kenzie tugged him forward and then reached for his belt. Hunter’s eyes widened but he didn’t stop her.

      “Everything is good,” he told her. “It’s simply an adjustment. I’ve never felt so much at one time before. Not like this. I usually compartmentalize, but I don’t want to do that with you.”

      “You will eventually,” she told him, unzipping his pants. “It becomes instinct. I don’t feel Finnick and Ash right now, but they’re there in the back of my mind. If I wanted to I could check in on them and see how they’re doing. The only time I don’t have control over what I sense is when the emotion is strong. Like fear, or…intense desire.”

      Saying it out loud made her blush, but Kenzie didn’t stop. She’d wanted Hunter for a while now and she was going to take her prize. Sliding his pants down she looked up at him, extremely aware of how his hard dick was pointed right at her.

      “Right now, Kenzie, I refuse to give up what I can sense from you.” Hunter gripped her chin and Kenzie squeezed her thighs together as his touch washed through her in a tingling wave. “Now…I want you in your underwear. Strip for me.”

      The demand made her wet and Kenzie wanted nothing more than to take him in her mouth, but it made sense to take off her clothes first. Because when she did make him lose control it would be one less step.

      So she unbuttoned the blouse, leaving it on but open to show that she wasn’t wearing a bra. The pants were next. The black lace piece of nothing and whatever Hunter could scent made his pupils dilate and she could feel his desire spike hard.

      It was enough she nearly laid back and begged him to take her. But that could wait.

      Kenzie yanked down his boxer-briefs and wrapped her hand around the base of his dick. Then she wrapped her lips around him, taking Hunter as deep as she could before sucking.

      The way he groaned and thrust into her mouth gently had her closing her eyes in pleasure and triumph. Kenzie worked him, taking in his length and girth as she did so.

      What would it be like when he finally took her?

      She sucked harder, taking him deep. Kenzie wanted him inside her now, but she wanted him to beg her first.

      “Stop,” he growled, gripping her hair and yanking back.

      Kenzie did, but only for a moment so she could smile up at him. “Why do you want me to stop?” She pulled him into her mouth again, licking and sucking, fingers working his base and then…

      This growl was less dominating. There was a tinge of pain to it as he pushed her away. Her back hit the mattress and Hunter ripped off his shirt, eyes blazing gold. “I want you to stop that,” he panted. “Because I want to make you scream first.”

      Her entire body shuddered at the dark promise in his words. Yes, she wanted whatever he had in mind and more.

      “You don’t need this,” he told her, ripping the panties away with barely a thought. That was when Kenzie noticed the tips of his fingers were claws.

      He was on the brink of losing control.

      She smiled and lifted a shoulder so the silk shirt fell off, exposing her breast. “What about this?”

      His fingers wrapped around her thighs and Hunter’s grip was hard enough to bruise. “I like that shirt too much to rip it off,” he said, voice guttural and deep. It was barely human. “If you want to remove it that’s up to you.”

      Hunter bent down and shoved her knees apart to make room, taking her exposed nipple into his mouth at the same time.

      Kenzie gasped, arching up into him – every part of her wanted to be touching him.

      She wasn’t expecting the sharp canines but the sensation made her desperate. Her hands gripped him, nails digging into his skin, trying to force him closer.

      Then he bit her.

      It was the most intense combination of pain and pleasure she’d ever experienced. Kenzie could even smell her blood on the air as she let out a little shriek. She was so wet she was dripping.

      “Hunter, enough,” she growled, rubbing against him.

      Her slickness made him slide right over her folds and her clit. Kenzie groaned as he licked the aggressive love bite leisurely. She angled her hips so the head of his cock was right against her entrance.

      A little wiggle and he’d slide right in. But she wanted him to take her.

      Hunter looked up, staring deep into her eyes as he leaned forward and licked her lips. “Enough? But I was just getting started.”

      Her hips bucked and he slid in just an inch. Kenzie couldn’t help it, not when her mind was racing with everything he could possibly mean by that. “Maybe next time.” Even though he was barely inside she was already pulsing around him – so fucking worked up thanks to weeks of teasing and taunting.

      He didn’t look away, or even blink as he nodded in agreement. Hunter slid in gently, slowly, taking his sweet fucking time.

      It felt like forever before his hips finally met hers.

      And he was so fucking gentle about it. Kenzie could hardly believe this was how Hunter was in bed, but then the skin right above her nipple stung in reminder. Well, he wasn’t exactly gentle all the time.

      Never knowing what to expect from him had been what had sucked her into his charm in the first place and it seemed like that was what still turned her on. Hunter lay nestled between her legs, hilt deep as he stared into her eyes.

      “Kenzie,” he sighed, brushing her hair back. He studied her in the moonlit room; neither of them had even bothered with lights. It didn’t matter when they could see in the dark – when he looked so mysterious and gorgeous in the silver glow of the moon.

      Like Artemis herself had blessed him.

      “Yes?”

      “I claim you,” he whispered, kissing her softly.

      Then he started moving inside her, sliding out slowly only to press back in, even slower.

      It didn’t matter how hard she dug her nails into his ass, or that she pressed up against him. Hunter was a thousand times stronger than her and he was taking this at the pace he wanted to take it.

      And he obviously wanted to torture her.

      “Hunter,” she finally begged, writhing beneath him. “Please.”

      “Please what?” he asked with that wicked smile that reminded her so much of Finnick.

      “I need you,” she whispered, moving her hands to his face. It was so easy to hold his gaze, to run her thumb across his cheekbone. Being this close to him wasn’t as weird as she’d worried it would be. No, it was perfect – more right than anything else they’d done together.

      “I want you to scream,” he growled, but he picked up his pace.

      She was right on the edge. Her grip tightened and Kenzie gasped at the feeling of him stretching her, forcing her to make room for him. She couldn’t look away from his golden eyes as he took her hard – exactly like she wanted.

      He thrust inside her; Hunter ground against her clit, sending her right over the edge so hard she saw stars.

      Kenzie’s head flew back and she screamed for him as the sensation ripped through her.

      Somehow, even though she’d won, Kenzie felt like Hunter had still gotten exactly what he wanted and then some.
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      Kenzie heard the shower start and she blinked a few times, trying to get the sleep out of her eyes. She must have fallen asleep at some point. And Hunter was a snuggler after sex. Who fucking knew?

      She’d laid with her head on his chest and his arm around her after, just absorbing everything and taking it all in. Hunter had said nothing of course. He’d simply run his fingers over her arm again and again.

      It had made her drowsy and content. Kenzie had drifted off thanks to the orgasm, the whiskey, and the way she just felt safe with Hunter.

      But now she was alone in the bed, and Hunter had to be showering. Kenzie reached for her phone and then realized she didn’t have it with her. Hunter’s phone was still on his nightstand though. She rolled over and snatched it to see what time it was.

      Wow. It was barely nine in the evening. How bizarre. And where was everyone else?

      Kenzie glanced at the texts on his home screen. It was locked and the messages didn’t display anything but the names. A few from Finnick, one from Ash, and one from Jace. Or so she assumed. There wasn’t a name on that one, but it had a raccoon emoji with #1 next to it.

      She couldn’t help but smile as she looked at the way he’d individualized his contacts. Finnick had a bomb next to the letter ‘F’ and Ash had a male mermaid. Kenzie didn’t even bother trying to decipher that one.

      Tossing his phone back on the nightstand, she decided if they could text then they were still alive.

      So she sat up and stretched, rolling her head from side to side.

      Kenzie wanted to join Hunter.

      She grinned and threw back the blanket. Three long strides and she was in the bathroom. Part of her had thought he might lock the door, but he hadn’t. Somehow even though they’d just had sex she still felt…shy with him.

      There was really no other word she could think of. It was different being physically close with Hunter. Kenzie would definitely say they were friends, but this was that weird, awkward middle part where they had to relearn who they were, together.

      “Can I join?” Kenzie asked, admiring the silhouette of Hunter through the glass.

      “If you think it’s worth the risk,” he told her, sliding open the door. “After all, this is a boy’s bathroom.”

      Her jaw dropped. “Are you teasing me about last time?”

      Hunter gave her that panty-dropping half smile of his. “Maybe. Are you going to get in or not? Your indecision is letting all the cold air in.”

      She snorted and stepped into the shower. Hunter closed the door behind her and suddenly it was just the two of them in a world of steam and water and black tile. Then Kenzie saw there was something that didn’t quite fit in with his ‘bad boy billionaire’ décor.

      “Are those my soaps?” she asked, bending down to pick up the body wash you could only get at one store in San Francisco. “Did you take them from my bathroom when I wasn’t looking?”

      “No.” Hunter grabbed her shampoo, giving her a delicious eyeful. “That would be rude. I bought duplicates so we could have them in both bathrooms since you were insistent on your own the last time I invited you into my shower. Remember, you always have a choice, Kenzie.”

      Why did that make her want to squeal like a fifteen-year-old girl? Kenzie smiled when he turned her around and began washing her hair. “You’re such a stalker.”

      She could hear the amusement in his voice when he said, “Some find it endearing. Isn’t it called ‘paying attention’?”

      Kenzie groaned when he started massaging her scalp, lathering the soap in her hair like a pro. “You know, I thought you would be bad at this kind of stuff,” she confessed.

      “But not the sex?”

      It was hard not to laugh. “Definitely not the sex,” she told him. “I meant the normal stuff.”

      Hunter pulled her into the water and started washing the soap out of her hair. “I’m glad I’m not bad at the sex,” he said – completely serious. “I haven’t had any complaints, but I also haven’t cared this much before.”

      She turned and wrapped her arms around his neck, appreciating the smallest concessions he made for her. Hunter talked to her, he was there for her whenever she needed him, and she knew without a shadow of a doubt that he would do anything to keep her safe – to protect her.

      Some small part of Kenzie was terrified at what he would do to make sure of that, but the other part knew Hunter wasn’t stupid. It would be very hard to kill him.

      “Hey, are you two fucking?” Finnick asked, barging into the bathroom.

      Hunter just sighed, but he didn’t release her either. “Some of us bathe, you heathen.”

      The shower door slid open to reveal Finnick’s cocky grin and bright red hair. “You accepted the bond,” he said in a sing song voice. Then he saw the bite mark on her breast. “Hey! You didn’t claim her did you?”

      The alpha fox just gave Finnick a lazy grin and Kenzie hid her smile in Hunter’s shoulder. “You and Ash got to be first at everything else,” Hunter stated. “So I took this one thing. You have a problem with that?”

      Finnick grumbled but didn’t say anything else on the matter. “So—”

      “You’re letting all the cold air in, get in or get out,” Hunter interrupted. Then he reached for Kenzie’s conditioner.

      Oh Fates, if Finnick took him up on this offer…was she finally going to get what she wanted?

      Then Finnick’s smile widened and Kenzie felt that predator side of him focus – razor sharp. “Well, since you invited me in.” He went to go close the bathroom door and Kenzie’s eyes widened when Ash’s hand stopped the door from closing completely.

      “Does that offer extend to all parties?” Ash asked, looking from Finnick to Hunter, and then Kenzie. She drowned in his hungry gaze.

      “Foxes only,” Hunter said with a nod. Then he started working the conditioner into her hair.

      Kenzie had never felt more exposed in her entire life than she did in this moment – naked in the shower with Hunter, and then Ash and Finnick practically begging to join. Did she feel like this because of how nonchalant Hunter was about it?

      Maybe, but it was hard to tell when she was also vibrating with need.

      “I’m not a fox,” she finally managed as she watched Ash close the door behind him.

      Finnick kicked off his nice leather shoes that she’d never guessed he’d own – but he also owned a suit to die for.

      Hunter’s fingers on her scalp were relaxing and she leaned into his touch, not caring what he could sense from her anymore. “And I never will be,” she murmured. “Even with the claiming mark. Purebred witches can’t become shifters.”

      Finnick sat on the toilet and pulled off his socks. “You don’t have to be able to turn into an actual fox to be one, Kenzie.”

      “Agreed.” Ash pulled off his shirt in one smooth motion and then tossed it into the corner of the bathroom. “You’re crafty, sly, and full of trouble.”

      “Definitely,” Hunter murmured, tilting her head back so he could wash out the conditioner. “After all, you were the one stealing from the Alpha of the West Coast Pride when we first met. We were just stealing from you.”

      That made her laugh. Kenzie couldn’t argue with him there.

      “So how did the hearing go?” Kenzie asked, unable to rip her eyes off of Finnick and Ash efficiently stripping down to nothing but their skin. The feel of Hunter behind her and his hardening dick poking her ass made her wet as hell all over again.

      Finnick grinned and stood to unbuckle his pants. “Well, we didn’t put Brad away for life. But we certainly proved without a shadow of a doubt that he’d paid off the victims for something. The court couldn’t decide on what exactly since the testimonies were years old. But what Hunter found out about hiding evidence for clients? Brad managed to pawn that off onto lawyers underneath him – claiming he knew nothing.”

      “But clients are already leaving,” Ash added. “The firm is being liquidated as we speak and the victims are getting paid off. Some chose to live their lives under their true names. The rest were sent off with the raccoons to get started on their new identities.”

      Then they were both naked and coming into the shower.

      Kenzie felt like she could barely breathe.

      Finnick didn’t immediately reach for her like she thought he would. Instead he reached down and grabbed her soap. Slowly he lathered it in his hands before finally putting them on her.

      Ash…Ash was doing the same for Hunter.

      Her legs turned to liquid and it felt like her entire body was on fire as she watched Hunter sigh with relief, letting his head fall back against Ash’s chest.

      She’d been living here for over a month now and Kenzie had never seen them so familiar with each other. Well, not Hunter. Finnick and Ash weren’t gay, but they definitely weren’t straight either. She had given them carte blanche to do whatever they wanted with each other weeks ago after watching Ash suck Finnick off for the first time.

      They’d both enjoyed it so much, why deny them?

      Part of her also hoped to walk in on them doing it one day. Especially considering how many times she’d been walked in on – and then suddenly it was a fucking party.

      Literally.

      “Have you guys ever done this before?” Kenzie asked, unable to look away from Ash’s face.

      Ash looked just as awed as she felt. Hunter wasn’t the touching, cuddling type. But…he also wasn’t against touch.

      Well. Looked like they all were going to learn how different things would be now.

      “Done what?” Ash asked. “Take down an asshole, or have sex together?”

      Why did that question make her blush? Kenzie wanted to cover her face and reconsider her life choices. One at a time was familiar. Ash and Finnick together felt natural. But somehow adding Hunter into the mix was throwing her for a loop.

      Maybe it was because they were still learning each other on their own. The ‘Hunter and Kenzie’ pairing was brand new. She was still figuring that out, but…

      She also wanted them all. Ever since Hunter had kissed Finnick like it was no big deal.

      Hunter hadn’t done it again and that had only made her want it more.

      “I guess both,” she finally said, enjoying the gentle touch of Finnick’s hands as he rubbed her clean, fingers brushing over every erogenous zone she had just to rile her up. That he kept the touch fleeting made her a thousand times more needy than if he’d started rubbing between her legs.

      “The three of us have never shared a sexual partner together at the same time,” Hunter told her, finger-combing her hair gently under the spray.

      Thankfully he had one of those fancy showerheads that covered almost the entire shower ceiling so no one was ever out in the cold. The bathroom was filled with steam again now that the door was properly closed and the glass fogged up so it felt like they were in a completely different world.

      “Oh yeah, you did sleep with Jenny after we did,” Finnick exclaimed. “I totally forgot about that.”

      Ash chuckled and started working on Hunter’s scalp. Hunter’s eyes went half-mast and Kenzie admired the way his golden eyes glowed in the steamy shower. “I’ve wanted to do this for a long time,” Ash murmured.

      Her heart started beating harder as Hunter actually smiled that sly, crafty smile that always made her question whether he was thinking about murder or pineapple on pizza. “I’ve never been particularly interested in any of the women you two have shared together,” Hunter confessed, reaching out for Kenzie. “But this one, she’s perfection.”

      Hunter’s hand went around her throat just like it had when he’d held her in the forest outside Samuel’s house. The reminder made her shudder. There was so much Kenzie wanted right then that she felt like she couldn’t say anything at all with it jumbled inside her head, overwhelming her senses.

      The three of them knew she was overwhelmed. None of them asked what she wanted. Ash held her gaze and leaned down to kiss Hunter’s throat while Finnick wrapped his arms around her, pulling Kenzie against him.

      The water made everything slick and Finnick’s hard cock slid through her legs, teasing her as it rubbed against her swollen pussy. His hand slid down her stomach as Ash bared his teeth and gave Hunter a love bite. Then Ash’s hand mirrored Finnick’s, sliding down Hunter’s abdomen to wrap around Hunter’s hard length.

      Kenzie gasped when Finnick’s fingers started gently rubbing her clit exactly as she liked. She pressed her ass against him, squeezing her thighs. Finnick groaned and bit down on her neck – a mirror to Ash.

      “I claim you, Kenzie.”

      The scent of blood filled the space and suddenly Ash’s eyes were glowing gold, and even though she couldn’t see Finnick’s she knew his were as well. Hunter’s…well, his had never stopped glowing.

      Hunter smiled and pulled her closer, bringing Finnick along since he refused to release her.

      When he pressed her up against him, Kenzie thought he was going to kiss her when he leaned forward, but Hunter went to Finnick.

      And kissed the blood from his lips.

      Kenzie was practically panting with the three of them surrounding her.

      Ash didn’t waste the opportunity. He reached out and held her face tenderly, leaning over Hunter’s shoulder to kiss her. When Ash’s lips met hers Kenzie breathed him in, relaxing under the spray, in the steam, surrounded by the three of them.

      Then Ash bit her bottom lip hard, sharp canines breaking the skin. “I claim you, Kenzie,” Ash growled against her mouth.

      And even though it hurt she groaned, bucking against Finnick’s hand that had never stopped, pressing against Hunter’s dick where Ash’s other hand was.

      Her reaction set off a chain reaction. All three of them made guttural sounds that sounded like a cross between a growl and a purr. Then she suddenly had three mouths on her and Kenzie clutched onto them – not even sure which one at this point.

      Watching the three of them together, knowing they were enjoying each other as much as they were enjoying her, feeling all three of them around her…Kenzie was lost in a world of sensation, lust and love.

      And now all three of them had accepted the bond. All three of them had claimed her.

      Kenzie was open to all three bonds and all three different sets of emotions and desires in that moment.

      Finnick’s groan as Hunter slipped his tongue into his mouth was almost more than she could handle. She needed someone inside of her, she needed to watch, she needed to touch and hold.

      It was more than she thought she could handle, but just as she felt like she was floundering, Hunter refocused on her. He kissed her hard and he tasted like Finnick. Kenzie moaned as Ash started stroking Hunter’s cock. She could feel the movement every time his knuckles purposely brushed against her, adding to the small circles Finnick was rubbing into her clit.

      She was so lost in all the touching sensation and want that Kenzie didn’t think she would be able to come like this – not when it felt like she was already post-orgasm. Other than the ache begging to be filled she felt…satisfied—complete.

      All three sides of the triangle had finally come together, surrounding her in its perfect construction.

      Then Hunter pulled Ash’s hand away and fell to his knees. Kenzie couldn’t move as she watched him throw one of her legs over his shoulder. When his tongue penetrated her she practically shrieked, nearly collapsing. But Finnick and Ash helped her stand.

      Ash kissed her first and then he reached for Finnick. Finnick wrapped his hand around Ash and slowly started stroking, making the other fox groan.

      There was so much and still somehow not enough. Even as Hunter slid two fingers inside her, making her ride his face like the desperate, starving creature she was. Kenzie still needed more, but she didn’t even know what it was exactly.

      But they must have sensed it through the bond, because all three of them stopped at exactly the same time.

      Kenzie was left panting with her legs shaking as Hunter turned off the water. Finnick pushed her towards Ash who caught her, sweeping her into his arms like she weighed nothing, cradling her against his chest.

      “Don’t worry, Kenzie,” Hunter said gently. “We’ll take care of you.”

      Three pairs of glowing eyes ate her up and Kenzie had no doubt in her mind they would do exactly that.
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      The smell of Kenzie’s blood and her desire had stripped Finnick of any shred of his humanity. All that was left was the feral fox that demanded he take what was his. And this time, all three of them were his.

      Even Hunter.

      After the way Hunter had kissed him Finnick wanted to take the rest of him – Kenzie watching the entire time.

      There was nothing more he wanted in the world right at that moment.

      With Kenzie in Ash’s more than capable, deliciously strong arms he pushed Hunter the second they were anywhere near the bed. The smaller fox’s eyes flashed a molten gold in challenge as he landed on the bed.

      Finnick dared him with a grin. “You look good on your back, Hunter.”

      All three of them had taken him over an edge Finnick was normally so careful to stay away from. Hunter’s possessive kiss had shoved him over the precipice when he was already so close to falling with the taste of Kenzie’s blood still in his mouth.

      It crackled with a strange power he’d never come across before.

      Delicious on his tongue.

      “What’s the game, Finnick?” Hunter asked, watching as Ash carefully placed Kenzie on the bed, the gentlest out of the three foxes. “Tease Kenzie?”

      Finnick tilted his head as he studied Hunter – still on his back, just waiting for Finnick to direct him.

      His fingertips tingled at the prospect of taking Hunter. An alpha in everything but the bedroom it seemed. Finnick didn’t say a word as he placed one knee on the bed and then straddled Hunter with the other.

      It took nothing to flip him over.

      But Hunter wasn’t a sub – he was a lot like Finnick in that way. He was a power bottom – able to take control from a submissive position. So Hunter climbing up on all fours wasn’t necessarily a surprise, but him pressing his ass back into Finnick’s hard as a rock dick was.

      “Kenzie, I want you here,” Hunter said, tapping the space underneath him. “Ash’s dick in your ass. Then Finnick can have what he wants.”

      When Hunter sat up, pressed against Finnick’s chest – he nearly lost it.

      He was feral after all – barely more than an animal. Pretending to be human was his biggest game and he excelled at it most of the time. But right now, he wanted to fuck the shit out of all three of the people he loved.

      All three of them.

      He could be patient though. They had all the time in the world to explore each other and the new dynamics of their relationships.

      Finnick ran his hand down Hunter’s chest, grabbing his neck with one hand to hold him in place and the other held Hunter’s dick, squeezing the hard, massive length of him. Fuck, Finnick had never realized until just now how badly he wanted this.

      He and Hunter both watched as Ash looked to Kenzie for permission for what had been suggested.

      This way no one would be left wanting.

      But it was up to their mate and she looked lost as she glanced between them, breathing heavily with her skin flushed a nice rosy color. The bite marks were still there and Finnick felt a thrill of pleasure and satisfaction knowing they would be for a while.

      She was theirs.

      “Come on, gorgeous,” Finnick murmured, working Hunter slowly as he kissed the alpha fox’s neck. “We’ll be careful.”

      Kenzie licked her lips, unable to look away from Finnick’s hand stroking Hunter. “I’ve wanted this for a long time,” she confessed.

      That confession nearly ruined him and Finnick bit down on Hunter’s neck with a growl, pressing up against his ass. Fuck he needed this. He needed them to ground him in this world and remind him of what he was.

      Not just a feral bastard – but a person who could be more than just a fox.

      Finnick couldn’t do it without them though. Each anchored him in this reality in different ways.

      When Hunter gasped at the feel of sharp teeth, Finnick could have sworn Kenzie’s blue eyes glowed just as brightly as theirs.

      Kenzie grabbed Ash in one of her holds and flipped him over her. Ash’s surprised look when he landed on his back was something Finnick would cherish for the rest of his life. He grinned as Kenzie put herself between Ash and Hunter.

      This was going to be the new best night of his life. Finnick could feel it.

      He and Hunter both watched their mate turn and give Ash a kiss full of so much love it was poured into the bond and overflowed to the rest of them. Finnick knew Hunter could feel it as well by the way the alpha fox stiffened in his grip.

      They were going to remake this lovely, beautiful psycho into a brand new kind of crazy.

      And Finnick couldn’t wait.

      When Kenzie turned back around to Hunter, Ash wasted no time positioning himself against her ass.

      “Kiss him here,” Finnick whispered, caressing the column of Hunter’s throat. “Then I want you to bite him as hard as he bit you.”

      Those words made Hunter press back into him and Finnick nearly bent him over right then and there. But he didn’t just want the alpha fox; he wanted Kenzie to take everything she could too.

      His mate leaned forward and Ash watched, mesmerized, as she first kissed their alpha and then gave him a little lick. Kenzie’s grin when Hunter quivered underneath her touch was a reflection of his own – and that right there was how Finnick knew his mate was a fox in witch’s clothing.

      Kenzie bit down hard and fast – a sharp contrast to the kiss she’d just given him.

      Finnick felt Hunter’s dick harden and he released him, sensing how close that pain made him. This was pain they would all be able to read – and it would be full of pleasure instead of suffering when they looked.

      It would be more delicious than all the other pain in the world combined.

      Ash had used the time to slick lube over his dick. When he pressed into Kenzie, she gasped and Finnick couldn’t wait until it was his turn.

      Time seemed to slow as Ash wrapped an arm around her chest; hand splayed over her neck, and then pulled her down to lay on top of him. The throne of pillows propped them both up and Finnick pushed Hunter forward, licking his lips in anticipation.

      Slowly Ash slid in and out, letting Kenzie adjust as Hunter used his fingers to spread her slickness all over her and then all over his dick. Finnick reached over and did the same, using Kenzie’s desire as lube.

      Penetrating Hunter with his mate’s essence was somehow so perfect.

      They were all strange pieces who somehow managed to fit together perfectly. And Finnick was done waiting.

      His hands gripped Hunter’s hips, feeling the moment he filled Kenzie completely, but Finnick could see it in her eyes as well. They were glazed over and full of desperation and desire.

      The three of them would make sure their mate was properly taken care of – for the rest of their lives.

      Finnick had never felt more human and somehow more feral than he did in that moment – as he slid inside Hunter and all four of them were connected by flesh, the mate bonds, and their need.

      It took a bit to find the right rhythm as Hunter whispered quiet words of encouragement, murmuring how well she was doing, how she should stay still, to take what they gave her so no one would get hurt, but especially her.

      The level of care and emotion he could see in Hunter right then was more than he thought the alpha capable of…until they had met Kenzie. Something about seeing it though made him lose whatever small shred of control he had left.

      Finnick took Hunter hard, losing himself in the sensation and the tightness, knowing he didn’t have it in him to hold back. “Fuck,” he muttered. “I’m going to come.”

      The others’ reaction to those words shocked him. Suddenly it was a frenzy, and the desperate movements amid the loving touches had him falling right over the edge. He cursed as he came, pressing hard into Hunter.

      Every sensation had him trembling, holding onto the other fox while he took Kenzie. Ash came next, gripping her hard and pressing deep – no doubt the sensation of Hunter sliding across his dick deep inside their mate…

      Finnick thrust again as the orgasm seemed to go on forever, milking him dry until Hunter roared, taking Kenzie’s mouth as she screamed – devouring that sound like it gave him sustenance.

      Kenzie’s pleasure permeated Finnick’s entire being as she came. They could feel it through the bond and all three of them groaned as that pleasure of hers seemed to suck the energy right from their very souls.

      It took all he had not to collapse on top of Hunter and Kenzie. Finnick rolled to the side, not giving a shit about the mess he was making. One of the other two could get the washrags for cleanup this time.

      No one moved though, not even Hunter. Their alpha simply lay between Finnick and Kenzie on his back, completely calm and satisfied for the first time in his life that Finnick had seen. Kenzie rested her head on Hunter’s chest.

      Finnick smiled and ducked under the alpha’s arm, doing the same on the other side as Ash wrapped his arm around all of them. Kenzie blinked and smiled back before giving him a kiss.

      As he watched her fall asleep, Finnick suddenly realized he didn’t feel the need to hide behind his sarcasm and humor anymore. He didn’t have to joke to disguise how empty and different he was – how unhuman.

      No one else in the world mattered besides Kenzie – besides Hunter and Ash. And those three had always seen right through him.

      He no longer felt pressured to hide.

      Finnick closed his eyes and smacked Ash’s ass. Definitely the best night of his life.
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      Here they were again – standing before Takahashi with the entire coven present.

      After sending the video, before her date with Hunter, to the High Priestess with everything Kenzie had on Brad, including his recorded confession to poisoning Selene…well, let’s just say Takahashi couldn’t refuse this hearing.

      Two hunters had been sent to bring Brad in when he’d tried to run after the humans had set him free with a few slaps on the wrist.

      Kenzie held Takahashi’s gaze as they all waited. The High Priestess couldn’t deny Kenzie’s usefulness now.

      Brad was drug through the large, heavy doors and you could hear a pin drop despite how many people were currently sitting in that large room. Kenzie watched with a smirk as the hunters threw him before the High Priestess.

      This nasty piece of gum under her shoe was finally going to get what he deserved. And Kenzie had to admit, Edith had been right. This was far better and more satisfying than just killing him. She glanced over her shoulder at her grandmother, and Edith gave her a wink like she knew exactly what she was thinking.

      Eisheth’s smile nearly broke his face in half.

      Kenzie then looked at Selene sitting next to Edith with her foxes on either side of them. Now that they were all bonded they could attend this meeting as her partners and/or spouses. But the raccoons had to stay outside.

      Jace hadn’t been too happy with that. No doubt he wanted to steal something one could only find in a coven building.

      But now, it was time to ruin this motherfucker.

      Kenzie didn’t wait for Takahashi to begin the hearing with some nonsense. She just tapped the face of her watch and gave Brad a sweet smile when the sound of his voice started playing loud enough for everyone to hear.

      The entire conversation she’d had with him at the club had been recorded and sent to Takahashi the day before. When it got to the part where he’d started listing off those in the coven working for him, more hunters poured into the meeting room, yanking people out of their chairs and dragging them before the High Priestess.

      This was why the emergency meeting had been mandatory. Everyone registered to the coven had been required to show or lose their status in the Bay Coven. As one of the oldest covens in America, that was a hefty loss.

      So they had all showed. Every last one of those rat bastards who’d thought Brad would be a better leader than Takahashi or Selene.

      When the recording finished naming his co-conspirators, Kenzie tapped her watch to pause it. “Anyone else you feel like naming while we’re here?” she asked, walking around the line of assholes now kneeling before Takahashi.

      Kenzie couldn’t help but smile down at Brad. She’d been waiting for this moment for a very long time.

      What she didn’t expect was for Brad to smile right back.

      “Oh, there’s a few more,” he drawled, studying his nails. Somehow he still looked like he’d planned to be kneeling here on the floor, hands bound before him with a rope that cut him off from his magic. “Would you like for me to name them, High Priestess?”

      Brad didn’t even look at Kenzie, ignoring her like he always had. It had been his subtle way of snubbing her, telling her she didn’t belong, and he’d been doing it all her life. Kenzie ground her teeth together but waited for Takahashi to respond.

      This had to be done right or Brad wouldn’t pay for all his crimes.

      “By all means, Mr. Davis. But I want this confession done under truth serum. Matriarch Kavanagh?” Takahashi was furious if the muscle tick right above her left eye was any indication, but she looked rather composed as she waved her hand for Selene to take the floor.

      More aides came out of random doors and placed the ingredients on Takahashi’s table. A natural precaution so that everyone could see Selene hadn’t tampered with anything considering her and Brad’s history.

      Kenzie stepped aside so she could see her parents with her aunt and uncle, and Martha – all sitting behind Edith. Ugh, she did not miss living with her cousin at all. None of them looked nervous. They wouldn’t meet her gaze but that wasn’t really surprising. None of them knew how to deal with her new status so they all watched Selene like they always did.

      “I usually add licorice root to enhance the flavor of what they’re ingesting,” Selene said softly. “I carve a rune onto it and then grind it up. Should I leave that out this time?”

      Takahashi narrowed her eyes at Selene. Without a word Kenzie stepped closer, not liking the way the High Priestess was looking at her sister.

      Finally the High Priestess was seeing Selene as a viable heir. And as long as things between them were fine, Selene would wait for Takahashi to retire. If not…

      Selene had promised Kenzie a witch challenge after all.

      “Just do a basic truth serum, nothing fancy,” Takahashi said. “And do it quickly.”

      Selene nodded and managed to get it done in only a minute. Murmurs rose as Takahashi inspected the potion.

      “Well done, Matriarch. Now, Kenzie, if you don’t mind. Please give this to Brad.”

      Kenzie smiled and snatched the vial from the High Priestess. Takahashi had finally come to the same conclusion other covens in the past had. Why they’d coveted void witches.

      Kenzie was the only one who could safely handle a criminal witch.

      If anyone stepped out of line or managed to get out of their bonds…well, all she had to do was take their power.

      She stepped up to Brad and he playfully opened his mouth.

      It might have been her imagination, but she could have sworn she heard Hunter growl from across the huge room. The stone floor did strange things to sound.

      Pouring the serum into his mouth was one thing, but he had to swallow it for it to work. So just to be sure she slapped her hand over his mouth, grabbed his hair with the other hand and yanked back just enough he couldn’t spit it out. Then she massaged his throat until the sound of him swallowing practically echoed in the space.

      Kenzie released him then, but not without taking more than a few of his hairs with her. Brad hissed.

      “Whoops, sorry,” she told him, giving a shrug. Eisheth’s snort of laughter could be heard from every corner of the coven’s meeting room.

      “Let’s get this over with already,” Takahashi said with a sigh. No doubt the High Priestess wasn’t pleased with the zoo Kenzie always seemed to bring with her.

      “Why were these people working for you?” Takahashi asked Brad.

      The hunters tightened their grip on their prisoners; rope slung around each one’s shoulders for now.

      Brad smiled and it was honestly the creepiest thing Kenzie had ever seen. “Because I don’t think it’s right that only a female is allowed to rule a clan. That only a female is allowed to rule a coven. So we were going to overthrow you, and then I was going to take over as the first High Priest of the Bay Coven.”

      How boring. Someone like Brad would try to do something so unimaginative. It sounded even stupider the second time too.

      “You are not powerful enough to lead the coven,” the High Priestess said simply, as if the blatant misogyny and sexism didn’t bother her. “Were you going to murder everyone who was stronger than you?”

      That lazy smile on his stupid face widened. “Obviously,” Brad said, giving Selene a wink.

      “And this is why males are not allowed to rule,” Takahashi said with a wave of her hand, dismissing his so-called plan like it was nothing more than a child’s game. “It was done once and the number of murders of powerful female witches spiked. It wasn’t until the Council stepped in that we could regather our power and our senses. Men will always try to take it from us. Selene knows she’s more powerful than everyone here so she doesn’t bother. She will wait until the trials.”

      Takahashi studied Brad like he was something disgusting she’d found at the bottom of her purse. “If you actually had the power I’d consider it,” she told him. “But the most powerful male here is only as strong as a mediocre witch. Perhaps the Fates keep it that way on purpose – to protect their daughters.”

      Kenzie had often wondered the same.

      In one of Selene’s books there was a theory that Artemis had granted human females part of her power. So they could protect themselves from all the terrible men in the world.

      That was probably her favorite theory, but no one really knew and somehow the Fates had become something like gods to witches over the centuries. But Kenzie still left tokens to Artemis whenever she passed Selene’s shrine.

      Takahashi opened her mouth to ask another question but Brad interrupted her. “There is one last person I forgot to name as co-conspirator,” Brad practically cooed. Then he finally looked at Kenzie and her stomach twisted into a knot. “Martha Kavanagh.”

      Of course. That bitch must have been the leak too. Somehow she’d gotten into their projects and figured out some of what they were up to.

      Fuck. How had she not seen that one coming?

      Kenzie took another step closer to Selene who had turned as white as a sheet. Her sister must have realized the same thing Kenzie had. Martha was how he’d found out about their portal.

      Two hunters ripped their cousin from her seat while Kenzie’s aunt and uncle begged and pleaded.

      “This is going to turn into an investigation into our clan,” Selene whispered.

      “What are they going to investigate?” Kenzie hissed. “They have no rights to my den and the Kavanagh mansion is nothing but dust. Let them investigate.”

      Selene’s face was grim, but her sister knew she was right. They had nothing to hide and even if some of their projects and work weren’t exactly legal, Kenzie had done her job well. There was nothing to trace computer-wise. All their work was hidden and mislabeled. At least for the witch world.

      Because what they were doing wasn’t against any human laws. And paranormal law didn’t cover most of what they were doing. But they were supposed to register something like a portal. And if Martha knew about it…

      Kenzie knew no one but a god could break into the den right now after Edith and Selene helped her add her own wards the night before. The coven could get a warrant, but all evidence would be gone by then. There was another option though. Kenzie smiled and nudged her sister.

      “Don’t worry, I’ve got it under control. I promised a long time ago I would protect you.”

      And Kenzie would do exactly that for the rest of her life in varying degrees and in whatever ways her sister needed. They were two sides of a coin, nearly two halves of a whole and she’d always known that.

      There was no way she would ever let anything happen to her sister.

      Or her foxes.

      Takahashi waited for Martha to be placed in the line before continuing the interrogation. “Is that all of your accomplices from this coven?”

      “Yes.”

      Brad’s smile made her want to kick his teeth in and Kenzie didn’t like how oddly specific that question had sounded. Did Takahashi know about other accomplices and didn’t want to bring them into question? And if so, why?

      Kenzie looked over at her foxes and all three of them were frowning. Ash leaned over and whispered into the demon’s ear. Eisheth frowned and then nodded before he disappeared into nothing.

      And he didn’t ‘pop’ which meant he either made that noise on purpose because he was an attention whore or he didn’t bother to silence it for the same reason.

      What a drama queen.

      “Anything else to confess?” Takahashi asked. “Any lies to come clean about?”

      Brad’s smile finally wavered and he gritted his teeth against the strength of the truth serum. “Yes.”

      Then the High Priestess smiled, but it wasn’t pleasant. It was the smile of the cat who ate the canary and got away with it. “Tell me.”

      Brad resisted again and it made him turn a really impressive shade of purple. He was choking on the words. “I cursed the Kavanagh mansion with Martha and Peter’s help. I poisoned Selene to strip her of her powers knowing it would kill her. I also killed all those humans that were listed in court yesterday. The rest were raped or abused by me. Only my father knew.”

      Kenzie actually felt bad for his mother, but she had always been weak and shy – very submissive. She felt bad that the Davis clan would pair such a sensitive witch with someone like Brad’s father. It was disgusting.

      But the way Mr. Davis’s knees slammed into the stone floor was extremely satisfying.

      Takahashi had certainly prepared for this. All these hunters must have cost a fortune.

      “Well then,” Takahashi said, tapping her nails on the table. “I’m not sad to do this. You are stripped of your magic for the rest of your life. You are cast out of this coven and excommunicated from witch society. All of this will be made official and logged with the Council in a few hours, but I’ll strip you of your powers right here.”

      Whatever Brad had been expecting it hadn’t been that. “For life?” he demanded. “You need Council approval to strip me of magic for life.”

      Kenzie grinned when Samuel, Alpha of the West Coast Pride and Councilman, stepped into the coven meeting room, hands in the pockets of his very expensive Armani suit. “I signed off on it before this meeting even occurred,” Samuel stated. Then he gave Kenzie a nod.

      Samuel had come through for her when she’d needed it. It had cost her the favor he owed her, but there was nothing else Kenzie wanted anyway except for his silence, and support for her work with Selene.

      But Samuel was far too invested in them and anything they could produce to ever mess with that. All it had taken was the promise that she would sell at least one third of whatever they made, but never listed, to him.

      They could decide what to keep a secret.

      The Alpha was a cool dude when all was said and done.

      Brad started screaming obscenities as all the matriarchs not listed as Brad’s co-conspirators came together and started the extremely complicated spell that would strip him of the power he’d been born with, tie off the connection to the universe so he wouldn’t slowly gain it back or die from the lack of magic, and then give that power back to the universe.

      She walked towards her family. They didn’t need her for this part. Sentences would be doled out, matriarchs stripped of titles, and there would be a whole new generation of witches leading them into a better future.

      Hopefully.

      Kenzie didn’t want to think too hard about why women would take Brad’s side. The psychology behind that was too messed up, even for her.

      “Job done, Gram-Gram,” Kenzie whispered, just loud enough for her parents to hear. The gasp of shock from her mother was worth the glower on Edith’s face. “Justice has been served.”

      “The rest of the money will be in the account we used before,” Edith sniffed. “Eisheth is checking into Brad’s contacts. He says he still plans to see you on Wednesday for training. Now, run off and make sure those beautiful raccoons are taken care of. It’s a shame they couldn’t attend the meeting. Jace would have loved this.”

      Finnick snickered and stood with Ash. Hunter gave Edith a kiss on the cheek and Kenzie ignored all the stares. No one in the coven except her grandmother and sister mattered to her anyway.

      “You didn’t sleep with any of them, did you?” Kenzie asked, trying to keep her voice down.

      “No, of course not dear. They’re like foster sons to me though. Or grandsons? Either way, they’re family. Now get out of here before that priestess figures out you could have stripped him in seconds.”

      He probably would have died if she took everything. Kenzie smiled and shrugged. “The outcome of that would have been messy. I’d rather he live a long life.”

      Brad would now have to live like she had – as a human among paranormals.

      At least she’d never been a criminal. Well, not that anyone knew she was a criminal.

      Hunter placed his hand on the small of her back and she let him lead her out of the large meeting room.

      Kenzie grinned at Finnick and Ash.

      Or a merc.

      “I’m tired. Let’s get some ice cream, go home, and snuggle,” she teased, bumping Hunter with her elbow.

      “Only for you, Kenzie,” he muttered. But Kenzie had always recognized that twinkle in his eyes and now that she could feel him through the bond – Hunter was secretly pleased.

      “And me!” Finnick said, shoving between them.

      Kenzie laughed as they stepped outside into the crisp fall air.

      Revenge made the world taste sweeter.
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      Something was wrong.

      Whatever it was woke Ash from a dead sleep. He sat straight up and looked around Hunter’s room. It was pitch black. Then he realized someone’s phone was vibrating. But that wasn’t what worried him.

      “Where’s Kenzie?” he asked, slapping Finnick’s ass hard enough the sound cracked through the room like a whip. Finnick’s answering growl woke up Hunter who then reached for his buzzing phone.

      “What the hell is wrong with you dude?” Finnick asked, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

      “Where is Kenzie?” Ash asked again.

      Then he felt it – what had woken him from a dead sleep.

      Terror. And it wasn’t his.

      “Who is this?” Hunter growled into the phone.

      “She’s gone,” Finnick whispered. And then Ash knew he felt it too.

      They both looked to Hunter who was glaring at the wall, phone pressed to his ear. It was easy as pie to listen in.

      “If you ever want Kenzie back alive you’ll give me the portal,” an unfamiliar voice said through the phone. “If you don’t bring it to me, I’ll throw her from the top of the tallest building in San Francisco.”

      Instantly Ash was ready to tear anyone and anything apart. He ripped the covers off and went to the pile of stuff he’d brought into Hunter’s room. Based on the look Hunter currently had on his face they were going to be busy.

      Torturing hopefully.

      “We don’t have access to the closet,” Hunter told whoever it was. “How did you get Kenzie out of this house? It’s been warded by a demon witch and a demon, as well as a void.”

      Ash stilled and glanced over his shoulder at Hunter. He wasn’t surprised to see Finnick in his fox form. Stress and real fear always made Finnick escape into the form he was most familiar with – most comfortable in.

      Black pants, black boots, and a long-sleeve black shirt. Then he went back to the bed and knelt down, pulling out the cases hidden under there with the body armor and weapons. Ash pulled out enough for everyone, keeping an eye on Finnick as they all waited for the dead man on the other end of the line to respond.

      “It was easy to get a certain spell from the Autumn Court after she murdered one of their fae,” the man said in his oily voice. It wasn’t Brad. So who the fuck was it? And how did they know someone in the Autumn Court who would sell them a fae spell? It had to be someone with power.

      “They sold you a lure?” Hunter asked. “They never sell lures.”

      “Well, of course they did little fox. After all, everyone wants a favor from someone in my position.”

      Fuck. That was old magic. The songs the fae had been using for millennia to lure humans to their capture or death. And somehow this asshole got one and tuned it to Kenzie. So when she heard it she would get up and walk right out of the heavily warded house without a fight – not even aware of what she was doing.

      Ash had only seen it done once before and the person targeted had basically been sleepwalking. Their Kenzie hadn’t been mentally present to do anything like grab her phone or give them some kind of warning. How were they going to be able to find her?

      The mate bond could only do so much.

      Finnick whined, covering his snout with his paws. Ash didn’t blame him. The word ‘favor’ was too specific and for a fae to want it? It had to be someone high up in the paranormal world – like a god. Or something like a god. Maybe someone on the Council since that position gave a boost of power to any race.

      Ash scratched behind Finnick’s ears and then started putting on his body armor.

      They were going to hunt this fucker down and tear him apart – slowly – and get Kenzie back in one god damn piece if he had anything to say about it.

      “Go wake up Edith or Selene,” Ash whispered to Finnick. “Maybe one of them can do a locator spell.”

      The fox jumped off the bed and slunk into the hallway without his usual sass. That more than anything worried Ash. Finnick was feeling guilty no doubt – just as he was. How had they not woken up when she got up and walked right out?

      Kenzie had been right in the middle of all three of them for fuck’s sake.

      What the hell was going on?

      “How does this asshole even know about the portal?” Ash hissed.

      Hunter opened his mouth but the man cut him off. “You have until dawn fox-boy.”

      Then the line went dead.

      Ash watched his alpha carefully. On the outside he seemed calm and collected. His face was blank – staring off into nothing.

      And then he crushed his phone in his hand. The glass cut into his palm and it shattered into a million pieces. Ash gritted his teeth knowing it wouldn’t make a difference if he said anything or not. Hunter was now in a place no one could touch – except maybe Kenzie.

      “Lucifer?” Ash finally asked.

      “No.” Hunter didn’t bother with the blood running down his hand. He just shook off the glass, picking out the one large piece stuck in his palm. Then he got up and started getting dressed for a job.

      “Then who?” Ash asked, grabbing the second case under the bed full of all their toys. And not the sex kind.

      “It doesn’t matter,” Hunter finally said, strapping his boots on tight enough to make Ash wince. “We’ll find him and skin him alive – Lucifer or not. I’d even bet Brad has something to do with this after yesterday. A cockroach like him usually has his strings pulled.”

      Ash had known this would be dangerous. He’d known things would go sideways as it all got more and more complex. A contract to take down someone without killing them? There was a reason he’d refused the contract to begin with.

      But Hunter had insisted this would be fine. That everything would be great. It would just be a fun game – finally something challenging.

      No one had anticipated on the wrench thrown into their plans.

      How could they have possibly known the thief they tracked for one job would be tied to their second job? And that she was their mate?

      The universe was a piece of trash and Ash really hoped he got to meet those who ran things one day so he could kick them in the crotch over and over.

      Hunter was still bleeding but it was slowing down, already healing thanks to his shifter blood.

      Ash didn’t know what to do or say. They had no idea where Kenzie was or where they were supposed to bring the portal even if they did manage to get it out of that fucking closet.

      And now Hunter’s mask of polite humanity was completely gone – the real man under the psycho that Kenzie had revealed was just…gone.

      There had been a few times he’d seen Hunter get close to that howling void, but he’d always made it back.

      But this was Kenzie. And Hunter loved her – in his way.

      If Hunter was prepared to destroy the world for a few laughs, what would he do when motivated?

      Then Edith and Selene burst into the room with Finnick on their heels, still in fox form. He was basically a large dog in size and seeing him sit down like a ‘good boy’ next to Hunter was weird with those pointy ears, but also heartbreaking.

      Kenzie’s disappearance shattered any illusion that Finnick was a normal dude. They all forgot how feral he was – even Ash. Finnick always did such a good job of pretending, just like Hunter did.

      Ash would have to hold it together for all of them. Kenzie was scared, but she was alive and that gave him hope.

      “You just let her walk right out of here?” Selene demanded.

      The rage Ash could feel permeating the room surprised him. Selene was normally so calm and quiet and reserved. This was what she hid underneath. A rage so cold it burned – the opposite of Kenzie’s but not any less consuming.

      “We didn’t let her do anything,” Hunter snarled, strapping on his armor. “She walked right out in a trance. There were no thoughts or feelings for us to pick up on. There wasn’t a struggle. You expect me to wake up every time she gets up to take a piss?”

      It was hard to argue with logic and common sense.

      Selene fumed and crossed her arms over her chest. “And where is she now?”

      “Some guy has her. Wants the portal in exchange for her life,” Ash explained. “We have until dawn.” Which was only a few hours away.

      “Where are the raccoons?” Edith asked. “Weren’t they supposed to be our bodyguards?”

      All the questions were trying his very thin patience. Only respect for Kenzie kept Ash from snapping at her grandmother. “They were. Guarding you. So, if there aren’t any other questions can we please figure out how to get her back right now?”

      “I’ll go unlock the closet,” Selene murmured, watching how Ash and Hunter selected their guns and knives and tucked them away.

      They’d done this kind of thing a lot and they were very familiar with a sharp blade, an assault rifle, or a pistol. Grenades were fun sometimes too.

      Finnick wasn’t going to shift back to human. Ash knew that without a doubt. Not when he was barely more than an animal at the moment. Those teeth would be more than enough. Ash gave a whistle and held up the vest they’d made based on the one for military canines.

      In his fox form Finnick was slinky and stealthy. More than Ash or even Hunter. All those years spent in his animal form gave him an edge. Finnick was vicious with his teeth and just as deadly as Ash was with his guns.

      “Are we actually going to give them the portal?” Ash asked, securing the vest around Finnick. It was bulletproof at least. He shoved his worry about the other fox down deep. They couldn’t afford for him to be distracted about Finnick and Kenzie right now.

      Not when they were about to do something very stupid.

      But Kenzie was their mate. There was nothing they wouldn’t do for her. Ash didn’t even have to ask the others to know that. He just knew it deep in his soul. Each of them would die for her if that was what they needed to do.

      Ash accepted that he could die tonight. That Finnick or Hunter could. They didn’t know what they were going up against. Was this guy a witch, or a demon? Or even worse, some kind of demigod?

      For Kenzie though, they would do anything. Didn’t matter how stupid or dangerous.

      Selene walked in with that device in her hand; the other clutched her robe closed.

      “No, I’m not going to give that man a portal,” Hunter said, taking it from Selene with a nod of thanks. “But it’ll get us in.”

      “Do you need us to do a locator spell?” Edith asked.

      Ash studied her closely, noting how pale she was. Edith was scared for Kenzie. He’d doubted a few times whether her grandmother actually cared, but now he knew. He could smell it on her. Edith loved Kenzie more than she would ever admit.

      “Yes.” Hunter grabbed Kenzie’s phone from the nightstand – a shitty reminder of her obvious absence – and started texting, dried blood on his hand with no cut to show for it anymore. “I want to know exactly where she is and if she’s even at the drop. I texted the number that called for the location. The non-specifics of this trade make me doubt our kidnapper’s honesty.”

      Then Hunter grabbed the grenade launcher from the case on his bed and inspected it. “I’ve also texted Eisheth and Jessica, but we don’t have time to wait for them. Dawn is only a few hours away and we don’t know where we’re going yet.”

      Ash was stuffing magazines for his various guns into his pack and froze. Would this creep kidnap her for the portal and then kill her anyway once they delivered? And then probably kill them too.

      “We’re going to need the raccoons,” Ash muttered, stuffing more ammo in the pack, cataloguing what else they might need. “And the deadliest charms you’ve got.”

      Edith and Selene nodded.

      “I’ll get the charms from Kenzie’s stashes first,” Selene said. Then she turned and walked out of the room with renewed vigor. Ash was relieved they had witches on their side.

      “I’ll get started on the locator spell,” Edith said, eyeing the weapons on the bed. “Do you need a witch to come with you?”

      Ash doubted Kenzie would ever forgive them for bringing her grandmother or sister with them. He shook his head at the suggestion. “Kenzie wouldn’t like it.”

      “Kenzie’s not here,” Edith snapped, rubbing her temples like she had a headache and it was his fault. “Selene is too important to risk. I can go with you.”

      The offer made his heart ache. Ash missed the family he had as a boy, but at the same time…he knew Edith would do the same for him.

      Selene came back with a box full of charms of various different colors. “You’re not leaving me here either. This is my only sister we’re talking about – the one who’s been protecting me all my life. She’s in this predicament because of me.”

      That was true in a way. Kenzie wouldn’t be a part of this operation in the first place if she hadn’t been bargaining for the potion to save Selene’s life. But Ash assumed Kenzie would have tried to bring Brad down regardless.

      He looked to Hunter and shrugged, one hand on Finnick’s shoulders. The fox was pressed up against his leg, just listening. Ash wished they had some of Finnick’s stupid jokes right then. It would help keep them all from spiraling out of control.

      But Finnick was already spiraling. The faster they got Kenzie back the better.

      “We could definitely use two powerful witches.” Ash didn’t look away from Hunter. He wasn’t going to back down on this one.

      Hunter looked at Edith and then Selene, considering with that deadly calm of his. “If you die she’ll never forgive us. I can’t have that.”

      Selene took a step forward and glared. “We won’t die. And you can’t order me around, fox. I’ll go whether you take us or not.”

      This was already spiraling into madness. Kenzie was somehow their center. For all of them. Without her presence to anchor them…his wild mate was somehow an anchor – even for Edith and Selene.

      And Kenzie thought she wasn’t important – that she was nobody. Ash shook his head. She was about to find out otherwise.

      “I’ll go get the raccoons ready.” Ash gave Hunter a nod, reminding himself she was still alive, they still had time – over and over again. “Let them come. Gear them up. They know how to shield. We’ll do the rest. Because if Kenzie’s locked behind magic you’re going to need someone to open the door. And two witches are always better than one.”

      Hunter waved his hand dismissively. “Fine. Get it done. Find her.” Then he loaded a grenade into the launcher. “I want to find out why they want this portal so badly. I’ll make sure to take my time asking them.”

      Ash grinned and went to go inform Jace of the situation. Finnick followed closely, still pressed against his leg like they’d trained to do.

      This man had assumed Kenzie would be an easy mark – that they would roll over and give him what he wanted because they were just foxes with only raccoons for friends. This man had no idea what kind of damage they could do.

      Or the pain they could inflict even though they were ‘just’ foxes.

      After all. Foxes fed on chaos and pain. And Ash was starving.
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      She woke up with her head pounding. Her mouth was dry and tasted funny too, like pennies. Kenzie groaned and rolled over, feeling something extremely hard beneath her. Like she’d fallen off the bed and slept on the ground for hours.

      Opening her eyes was more painful than she’d anticipated. Gunk had practically welded them shut. But when she did finally get them open, Kenzie felt like she was losing her mind because she couldn’t see anything. There was only the pitch black.

      Her hand brushed against a wall and Kenzie used it to try and anchor herself. So far this wasn’t any worse than some of the training she’d done with the Shaolin monks. But this wasn’t training, and she knew she was in danger.

      The fact that her watch was gone, and her wrists had metal bands around them, meant she was a prisoner. Chains linked the cuffs to the wall.

      She’d been trained for this situation to some degree. Step one was use your senses. If one was missing, use the others.

      The air was dry and cold even though she could hear the sound of water dripping somewhere. She couldn’t pinpoint where exactly as the sound echoed in the space. The floor was clean, but hard. It felt like cement. Her hand on the wall told her it was rough, but also cement.

      She was probably in some kind of basement. It didn’t smell, so not sewers. There were no other sounds so she couldn’t figure out where she might be. The basement was soundproofed which was not a good sign.

      Serial killers and rapists soundproofed their basements.

      Her heart pounded and Kenzie tried to tell herself this was fine. She could definitely get out of this. It would just take some doing. Her foxes would notice she was gone at some point and come find her if she wasn’t out of here before then.

      Make it a game. Don’t panic. Play with me – is what Hunter would say.

      Kenzie shoved down the panic and bet herself she could get out of this place before the foxes showed up. Easy peasy, right? She tried not to think about how in the hell they would even find her. Kenzie couldn’t afford to doubt they’d come for her – not when she still needed hope.

      The cuffs around her wrists were tight, thick metal. Even if she broke her hands the cuffs wouldn’t come off. She would have to shatter every bone to pull them over her hands – that was how tight they were.

      But that was fine. There were other options.

      Kenzie fumbled in the dark for where the chain was connected to the cuffs. The links of metal were thick. She yanked, testing them. Definitely needed a bolt cutter or bear shifter strength to get out of them.

      Okay, so what about where they were anchored into the wall?

      Kenzie ran her hands over the wall that felt strangely damp, but it was probably just the cold. Finally she found the anchors and pulled on those. A bit of dust rained down on her. They were up high which would be more difficult, but she could do it.

      Still, she’d need a boost of strength to get those out. They were probably anchored into the cement.

      Now time to do inventory on her body. Kenzie had been avoiding this part. She didn’t want to know what her captors had done to her while she’d been knocked out. Sometimes ignorance really was bliss.

      The chains were long enough she could run her hands over her legs, all the way down to her feet – which were bare. That was going to be problematic, but she’d figure it out. There was no pain at the bottom of her feet so she wasn’t cut or hurt.

      Kenzie was in clothes at least. It had been cold enough she’d pulled on sweats and a long sleeve shirt before falling asleep. The basement was cold too. Her muscles were tight and her bones ached. She must have been shivering when she’d been unconscious.

      Well, fuck. This wasn’t good.

      But she could do it. She would find her way out.

      Then she remembered her earrings. Her necklace and bracelets were still on the nightstand where she put them every night, but…her shaking fingers reached for her ears and she found the earrings still there. All of them. Her hair had been covering them and people – even witches – never thought twice about earrings.

      It wasn’t always easy to enchant metal.

      There was the charm for her hearing, the one for her eyesight. Ah, there was the night vision one. Kenzie pressed the nearly invisible trigger and instantly she could see everything in strange shades of green.

      She still had her strength charm too, but she was going to save that for when she was ready. If she couldn’t get the chains out of the wall she’d use it.

      What else did she have?

      Kenzie traced the one that enhanced her speed. If she used both in the same hour her heart could fail. The charms used up too much of her energy to have both. It was frustrating to say the least.

      That was all she had with her. Any of the dangerous charms she usually favored were worn on bracelets and necklaces so she could take them off while sleeping. The last thing she needed to do was accidentally activate one in her sleep.

      All right, now that she could see Kenzie studied the space they were holding her in.

      It looked like a basement so at least she’d gotten that right. There were two doors – one that looked like a closet and one that was probably to some stairs. She looked up at the ceiling, inspecting each corner.

      Cameras were watching her. Well, that meant once she yanked free of the wall she had to move because they’d be on her hard. Kenzie needed to get to the top of the stairs before anyone came after her. Otherwise she’d be trapped and it would be almost impossible to escape again.

      Kenzie looked deep inside herself and tried to find Ash, Finnick, and Hunter. The bonds were still there. The marks from their teeth were still sore from the other night. Glancing down at her hand, Kenzie studied the tiny runes on her palm – silvery scars from when she’d pulled Ash out of that memory charm.

      They would be looking for her.

      She didn’t want to think about how these kidnappers had gotten her out of the heavily warded den without her mates putting up a fight. All she knew was they were still alive.

      And that was all that mattered to her right now.

      The real question was – why had she been kidnapped? Kenzie tried to think of who she’d pissed off recently, other than the entire Bay Coven. Maybe a clan was trying to get back at her?

      It didn’t really matter. Kenzie was going to get out and fuck them up.

      She grabbed one of the chains and looked up at the wall where they were anchored. Iron if she was right. Didn’t do anything against her, but there were runes carved into the cuffs. If she’d been a normal witch she’d be cut off from her magic right now.

      These assholes weren’t fucking around whoever they were.

      For a brief moment she wondered if she could still take magic with these on. Guess she’d have to find out, but she’d keep that potential situation in mind just in case.

      Kenzie had been living her whole life as barely more than a human though. She didn’t need her new void skill to get out of this shit. Nope, she could do it on her own just like she’d always done. Kenzie would handle it.

      Yanking again, more dust came down. But it wasn’t from the anchor. She looked up at the ceiling and saw the floorboards through a break in the plaster. These anchors weren’t coming out without help then.

      Before she could activate the strength charm there was a flash of light and she cursed at the sudden brightness, covering her eyes against the glare. Kenzie fumbled to deactivate the charm as footsteps sounded down the stairs.

      “Did you have some magic squirreled away that my brutes somehow missed?” a male voice asked her. The oily feeling it left on the air reminded her of Brad, but it definitely wasn’t someone she’d ever heard before.

      She blinked, readjusting to the lack of night vision and then her gaze found the source of that voice.

      He smiled at her in a suit that was tailored to perfection. Black on black on black. It was gorgeous and striking on this man who looked vaguely familiar, but Kenzie knew without a shadow of a doubt she’d never met him before in her life.

      “Who are you?” she asked, wrapping the chain around her hand again. Her other was free to activate the strength charm the second she knew she was ready.

      But things had just gotten more complicated. She had to figure out what this guy was. If he had any kind of power she had to take it from him. Could she do that without touching him, like she’d been practicing?

      Eisheth had been insistent she mastered it since touch was so limiting. He knew she could too. After all she’d done it to the fae. Her entire body had just sucked up that magic like a sponge – completely harmless. But it also had been directed at her – she didn’t pull it.

      The man adjusted his cufflinks and she saw the gold crescent moon over a pentagram – the symbol of the Council of Paranormals.

      A councilman?

      What the fuck?

      “My name is Phineas Roth. And you’re here for a few reasons,” he explained with that smirk that made her teeth grind together. “I had my eye on you since your new status was logged. I thought perhaps one day you’d join my coven. But then you went and fucked up all my hard work.”

      She blinked, trying to figure out what the hell he was even talking about.

      Then more footsteps came down the stairs and Kenzie gripped the chain tight, waiting to see who would show – who was the reason she was even here.

      The last person in the world she expected to see was Bradley fucking Davis.

      Looking from him to the Councilman…Kenzie suddenly realized Brad hadn’t been the mastermind. This asshole was. Which should have been fucking obvious. Brad wasn’t that bright and he wasn’t that motivated. He was a lazy rich boy who’d taken everything life had handed him without looking further. Never once had he tried to do something more.

      But this guy…

      “Are you a witch?” she asked. It would make sense if this Phineas dude had the same goals as Brad, or maybe he’d groomed Brad? Who really knew? Either way they had kidnapped her for a reason and she needed to find out why.

      “The most powerful male witch on the east coast,” Phineas said, smiling slightly.

      Kenzie flashed him a grin. “That’s like saying you’re the most mediocre witch in America. Good for you.”

      Instantly his smile disappeared and she could see that same hatred in his eyes. The one Brad had when he talked about how unfair it was that he couldn’t rule the coven. Like he even had that kind of power.

      “I see why Bradley dislikes you so much.”

      “Kenzie has always been a bitch,” Brad said with that smirk of his. “But it’s just because she’s jealous.” Then Brad snapped his fingers and a small flame floated above his fingers. He pulled out a cigarette and lit it while she just gaped.

      “How the fuck do you have powers?”

      Phineas stepped forward. “I’m a Councilman. There is a lot I can do. After all, I control three covens. It was nothing to repair the damage Takahashi did.”

      “What, so you’re looking to expand and wanted to start with the Bay Coven?” Kenzie scoffed. “What makes you think you’d take one of the strongest covens in America?”

      Phineas said nothing, but Kenzie didn’t really care. She already knew what she needed to know. He was an asshole and nothing more than a witch. She’d have to be careful, but it wasn’t anything she couldn’t handle.

      The final question she needed answered before she made a run for it was – did these cuffs somehow prevent her from taking their power? Not much was known about voids other than the basics and there had been so few of them. Had someone really managed to find a way to cut off her abilities from her?

      Or did the cuffs work the same as they did for all witches? Kenzie had never thought to look into how or why these kinds of cuffs worked and now she was kicking herself for it.

      If they cut her off from the universe – that was one thing. Kenzie didn’t need the universe to take power. Only her body. But if the cuffs managed to cut her off from what made her a witch…

      Well, then she was truly fucked.

      “What do you plan to do with me?” Kenzie asked. “Why am I even here?”

      Phineas smiled again and it sent a shiver down her spine. “We want your portal. Unsupervised travel between planes? Imagine what I could do with that – the covens I could take, like candy from a baby.”

      Kenzie knew then that he’d called her mates. He had to have if he expected to receive it. “They’ll never give it to you.”

      “Oh, I think they will,” Brad told her. “I saw the way they look at you.” He walked toward her with a swagger that begged for someone to just put him out of his misery already. Brad was within reaching distance now. He blew a ring of smoke right into her face.

      Kenzie’s free hand shot out so fast Brad never had time to get away. She gripped his shirt and yanked him forward. Once he was off balance she wrapped her hand around his throat and pulled.

      The cigarette dropped from his hand as all his power poured into her. Kenzie took every last drop from him – all he’d done, and every victim murdered…watching his skin turn white and then grey as she took everything from him in just a breath.

      How dare they involve her mates.

      A second was all it took and she was suddenly the one with power. She dropped Brad to the floor – nothing more than a husk now. Then she turned her gaze to Phineas.

      The councilman had the good sense to look nervous, but the way he eyed her cuffs…Kenzie had a feeling she wouldn’t be able to use the magic she’d taken. So she folded it and tucked it away.

      “Do you wanna play a game with me?” she asked, wrapping more of the chain around her wrist. Her fingertips tingled with the power in her veins. There wasn’t all that much of it and it wasn’t as potent as Eisheth’s. But it was still magic.

      Phineas swallowed but he didn’t back down, eyes still on the cuffs. “What did you have in mind?”

      She grinned, understanding the foxes on a level she never had before. Everything was a game – even life. But winning, that was the real prize. All she had to do was play.

      “Can you recapture me before I escape?”

      Phineas chuckled, slipping his hands into his pockets. “That’s hell-forged iron. Good luck getting out of it.”

      Kenzie hesitated for just a split second. She didn’t know shit about hell-forged iron. But she knew a demon. Too bad she couldn’t call him and ask.

      Could a bear shifter rip through it though?

      “All right then. It should be easy enough for you to win, shouldn’t it?” She tilted her head and her grin widened.

      Fuck it, she was going to do it or rip her arm off trying.

      Kenzie activated the strength charm and the second she felt that familiar tingle she yanked on the chains with all her magic-given strength. The anchors ripped from the wall in a cloud of dust and debris.

      It was just enough distraction that Phineas didn’t see the chains coming when she whipped them around. They wrapped around his ankles and she yanked again. Phineas landed flat on his back with a loud ‘oof.’

      She had her foot on his throat before he could even blink. “Looks like I’m winning,” she taunted. “And I can’t even use the magic I stole. I guess you really are the most mediocre witch in America.”

      Phineas laughed then, loud and long. It was the first time since meeting him that she truly felt scared. “Oh Mackenzie, you’re exactly what I was hoping you’d be.”

      He grabbed her ankle so fast he blurred and then suddenly she was on her back with Phineas baring his teeth at her.

      “Did you really think I was just a witch?” His eyes seemed to change. They glowed with something silvery and white. “Would you like to play a game with me, Mackenzie Kavanagh?”

      Kenzie was too shocked to respond. What the hell had she gotten herself into? Just as she was about to ask what the hell was he…

      Something exploded above them.
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      Jace signaled the number of guards and that he and his passel of raccoons would go right, circling around. Hunter nodded and looked up at the cameras mounted on the estate’s walls, one hand on his rifle, the other buried in the fur at the nape of Finnick’s neck.

      Thank fuck they had witches on their side otherwise they never would have found Kenzie. Because she was definitely not being held at the drop which meant the fucker had never planned to release her.

      If he didn’t have to get his mate out alive, he would just burn the entire place to the ground.

      “Cameras will be put on a loop in ten seconds,” Ash whispered, his voice echoing through the comms. “Wait for our signal.”

      Because as he’d told Kenzie, they could make themselves invisible.

      Hunter just thought the words and suddenly he couldn’t even see himself. It had been disconcerting the first few times until he’d gotten used to it. Finnick was gone a moment later even though he could still feel him under his hand. Ash was next.

      The three of them moved as one toward the fancy house on the outskirts of San Francisco. It was no doubt very expensive with its gorgeous view of the ocean, even at night.

      It was nothing for them to make their way across the grounds, avoiding the obvious guards, and scale the wall to the first camera. Hunter pulled out his tech and went to work. He had five more seconds before Jace and the others would start taking down guards on the other side.

      There. “Cameras are looped,” he muttered. “Give me a second to see what’s inside if I can.”

      This cold, deadly place inside of him was what Hunter was used to. Not the swirling void of emotions, screaming at him to do something – to kill every last person inside this building for taking his mate.

      Hunter owed someone a lot of pain though, and he wanted to do this right. Because the only thing keeping him from going completely ballistic was that thick, heavy bond between him and the fiery witch who was not a witch.

      She was everything to him and it had taken a long time for Hunter to finally admit that to himself.

      Kenzie was everything and he would be nothing without her. She made him feel…whole. She made the emptiness inside go away so it no longer whispered at him to do things – anything – to fill it.

      Hunter was a problem solver. And this problem would be handled – in the way he preferred best.

      “Inside has twice as many guards. Jace, I want you and your team to go straight to the second floor and work your way upwards. We’ll do main floor down. Edith and Selene – keep to the back and wait for us to clear the guards outside.”

      Nothing could happen to them or Kenzie would never talk to him again. That prospect might have been something he’d wanted before – silence…but not anymore.

      A few tweaks and the front gate swung open silently. Hunter could see the raccoons were already at work, dropping bodies like they did it every day. He admired Ben’s work for a moment before jumping back to the ground.

      Every guard he found still alive was dead in seconds and Hunter felt that sick satisfaction. They’d taken his mate. They deserved this. They deserved to suffer and die if kidnapping someone wasn’t abnormal to them.

      Hunter bared his teeth, fighting the urge to rip out throats with them instead of using the knife in his hand to hit the major arteries. The guards bled out silently in seconds. Hunter moved on before each one hit the ground.

      “You got them all?” he asked Jace when they reached the other side.

      “Fuck dude, I hate when you do that,” Jace muttered. “Yeah outside is clear. You got a plan for clean up? This is a lot of dead bodies.”

      Chance tried to pinpoint where he was, but then shrugged and worked his way back around to the front where Selene and Edith waited with Aiden.

      “We’re going to burn this place to the ground once we get what we came for,” Hunter told him. “There won’t be any bodies left to identify.”

      Jace’s eyes widened. “Just make sure everyone’s out before then. I know how you can get when provoked.”

      The snarl ripped through him before he could stop it. “Then don’t fucking provoke me, Jace. Just get the job done and get paid. Take whatever you want. I don’t care. Just help me get my mate out alive.”

      Finnick pressed against his leg and Hunter took a deep breath. He pulled up his rifle and sighted as he ran toward the front, reminding himself they still had time. He could still feel Kenzie through the bond. She was still alive.

      She was still alive.

      She was still alive.

      She was still alive.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Ash

      

      

      Ash waited for Hunter to go through the door first. Years of practicing while invisible was the only reason he hadn’t shot his own alpha. Finnick brushed against his leg as he passed and they all moved as one.

      Edith and Selene followed close behind with Aiden to guard them from physical attacks.

      There were so many guards – or thugs. He didn’t really know, and he didn’t really care. They were dressed like private military and that’s all Ash needed to know. Whoever was in charge did shady shit and these people didn’t care as long as they were paid.

      Ash pulled out his pistol with the silencer, taking out the guards too far away while Hunter slit the throats of any that were hidden. Finnick guarded their backs, hamstringing any that tried to find them and got too close. Sometimes their throats would be ripped out and it was a gruesome thing to see.

      But when one couldn’t see what was doing the ripping?

      Panic ensued – and real terror.

      The screams and shouts and pounding feet were music to his ears. So many of them they would each get a decent amount of payback.

      “Silver bullets,” Jace gritted out over the comms. “Be careful. They hit Chance, but he’ll live.”

      “Get him back to the van,” Hunter ordered. “Then rejoin us. Aiden, go join Ben. We’ll take care of Edith and Selene.”

      A shimmer of blue magic sprung up before a space of nothing – stopping bullets from shredding through Hunter. “We can take care of ourselves,” Selene snapped. “Lucky for you I can see the magic on you. Or you’d be dead right now.”

      Hunter didn’t respond. Ash knew his alpha well. He didn’t give a shit about dying as long as they got Kenzie.

      The invisibility flickered. “Shit we’re out of time.” Ash checked his and suddenly he could see his whole arm. “Our fifteen minutes is up.”

      Then suddenly he could see Hunter right as he stepped up to one of the guys trying to sniper them out of existence. The crack as he broke his neck was deafening even in all the chaos.

      Ash wasted no time sweeping through the main floor of the house, one eye scanning every single fucking thing and the other watching out for Edith and Selene. Though Edith simply burned a path through the house with a fire so hot it was nearly invisible, but flickered blue when you squinted just right.

      Very effective.

      Motion in the corner of his eye. He turned and threw a knife with all his considerable strength before the asshole could shoot Finnick – who was busy ripping into another guard. Old memories surfaced and Ash shoved them down.

      He pressed his back against the wall and took a moment to catch his breath in the gorgeous house now covered in blood. Glancing down at his right hand he knew that even though he couldn’t see the scarred runes on his palm through the glove, they were there. And Kenzie had a set just like it somewhere in this place.

      The gun came up and Ash shot three assholes on the second floor as Ben and Aiden moved up the stairs, taking out more guys.

      Whoever had stolen Kenzie from them had a whole fucking army bought and paid for. That asshole had anticipated this. He’d known they would come for her and had prepared. This guy knew what they were capable of as he watched Edith and Selene nod at each other, splitting up against orders.

      Edith went upstairs with the raccoons and Selene stayed near Finnick, never once falling behind.

      He didn’t bother telling them they were being stupid. Hunter was too busy basking in the bloodlust to notice. His alpha had gotten to the stage where he was now using his bare hands to snap their necks – his strength going unchecked. Which meant heads came right off and blood went everywhere.

      Hunter didn’t even notice. He simply kept moving, kept searching each room for Kenzie or any sign of her. And he trusted Finnick and Ash to handle the rest.

      Gritting his teeth, Ash checked the bodies that weren’t missing a head to make sure they were actually dead and wouldn’t wake up to fuck with them later.

      Finnick was lost to them as well, but at least he had the sense to stick by Selene. The witch broke through a hundred wards, something new in each room, like it was nothing. If she wasn’t already the Matriarch of the Kavanagh clan, Ash would ask her to join their team on future jobs.

      She was definitely more than capable.

      Heat sliced through his arm and Ash snarled, cursing himself for not paying attention – focusing too hard on the others. They needed him to be alert, not worrying about everyone like a damn mother hen.

      Ash turned and shot the guard twice in the skull, pushing him off as they went deeper into the house. Shots from above could be heard as the raccoons cleared the upstairs.

      Where the fuck was she? The locator spell said she was here.

      So where was his mate?

      Ash snarled, grabbed another guard, and snapped his neck. He felt himself getting lost in the blood and pain and chaos – spiraling out of his careful control the longer they fought without finding her.

      Where was she, where was she, where was she?
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Finnick

      

      

      The taste of blood in his mouth was satisfying and distracted him from the relentless chant in his head that kept telling him he was a terrible mate – that he wasn’t good enough for Kenzie – that everything up to this point had been a sham and a lie…

      That he’d fucked up like he’d known he would.

      How had he not noticed his mate leave the fucking house?

      He didn’t deserve her.

      The only thing keeping him from running into the forest to live out the rest of his days was that bond. It held him together – kept him just sane enough to follow orders, to kill the men in the paramilitary uniforms.

      Ash started to lose control as the pain permeated the air like a gas. It was delicious and strong like a good wine. Finnick sniffed and hated that he couldn’t smell his mate anywhere. Growling he nudged Selene, wishing she could read his damn mind and do witchy shit to find her.

      The longer this fight went on without discovering Kenzie’s location – the more danger they put her in.

      Whoever was holding her hadn’t made an appearance which meant they were probably with Kenzie.

      Which was not good.

      Because someone who had the money and power for a proper paramilitary on an estate like this? Was powerful enough to get away with anything.

      “The spell says she’s here,” Selene said. “I don’t know why we can’t find her. Can you smell her?”

      Finnick shook his head and Selene grimaced. A few words and a flourish and suddenly there were a million more scents – the salt of the ocean, the plants, the cleaners used on the house, the fabric of the uniforms, one for each person walking through this house, and magic…

      Someone had wiped clean all the scents and they’d all been too distracted to notice.

      Hunter and Ash snapped their gaze to him – eyes glowing gold and they both snarled, canines out and their faces barely more than human. The bloodlust and pain was affecting all of them – the panic as each second ticked by was what made them barely more than the animals inside them.

      Under all the trash in the air…Finnick smelled it. He could smell the burnt candy and cinnamon that was his Kenzie. She’d been here. Finnick followed that scent and let the others handle any remaining guards.

      He didn’t bother with listening as Jace reported in, or how Hunter was asking about explosives. All Finnick needed at that moment was to find her.

      The trail brought him to a door that looked like a closet, but her scent was stronger here – and another that made him curl back his lip. He glanced at Hunter over his shoulder, silently asking if he recognized it too.

      “Brad,” Hunter spat. “And our kidnapper.”

      “Yes, and he’s…a dragon – smells like the ocean,” Ash stated.

      Fuck. They were in trouble.

      “Eisheth still hasn’t responded to our texts.” Ash reloaded his gun. “Neither has Jessica.”

      “Looks like it’s up to us,” Hunter muttered. His alpha didn’t even bother pulling up his rifle. Not when Finnick knew he needed to feel the death with his bare hands right now.

      Not when he needed her.

      “The door is locked,” Selene said, testing the doorknob. “Move.”

      They all took a few steps back as her fingers moved in a complicated pattern. A second later the door blasted open.

      They were going to find her. They had to. And they were going to find her alive.

      Alive.

      She had to be alive – he could feel her, but he wasn’t exactly in his right mind at the moment.

      Finnick snarled and raced down the spiral staircase – he would find her alive and then they would make this asshole pay.
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      Dust fell as the explosion rocked the earth, but Phineas didn’t even look up. He ripped the cuffs from her wrists with barely a thought and suddenly she felt like she could use the magic tucked away deep inside.

      “Go ahead, take my power,” Phineas snarled, hauling her up with him. “Take it.”

      Kenzie didn’t even bother trying. If he wanted her to…then it probably wasn’t a good idea.

      “My mates have come for me,” she spat, knowing that explosion could mean only one thing.

      “You think they can best me?” The thing laughed then and licked the side of her face. His tongue was long and forked and Kenzie jerked away.

      “What the hell are you?” she asked, trying to get out of his grip.

      But this guy wasn’t just paranormal strong. He was stronger than anyone she’d come across before in her life. Her bear shifter strength did nothing. Phineas just laughed and laughed as she struggled. He wrapped his arm around her, holding her in place against him.

      “I am Mo’o – the dragon Kuna,” he whispered. “I am practically a god.”

      Kenzie had to keep him talking, keep him distracted until her mates could make it down, though what they could do against this thing she had no fucking idea. Kenzie shoved every bit of power into him that she’d taken from Brad, hoping to at least shock him into releasing her.

      But nothing.

      He chuckled and held her tighter. “You’re adorable, Mackenzie. Now watch as your mates come to meet their doom.”

      Kenzie felt terror then – a kind of terror she hadn’t felt since she was a little girl lying on a table as her family sliced runes into her body, watching a knife so sharp it could cut through bone like butter coming towards her eye…

      “Run!” she screamed, hoping someone would listen. But they never did.

      A fox came down the stairs first, snarling and growling and absolutely massive. He looked three times his normal size with the fur standing on end like that and Kenzie struggled again, trying to get her feet under her to do a proper throw, but whatever this dragon, Kuna was, he was a thousand times stronger than a bear shifter.

      Hunter appeared next – silent with every movement calculated and prepared. He was covered in blood and Kenzie bucked against Phineas as panic hit her.

      Was he hurt? Was any of that blood his?

      Ash’s wild look came next with Selene right on his heels – she was already building power between her hands with a ball of light so bright it nearly blinded Kenzie.

      Her sister had come – and none of them had known what was down here with her.

      “I have the portal,” Selene said as her mates started circling.

      Phineas’s grip on her throat tightened and Kenzie could have sworn she smelled smoke. “And yet you felt the need to barge into my home and kill everyone you could find instead of making the exchange at the drop like I said. Seems like our deal no longer exists. Why should I trade you for it when I can just take it now?”

      Her sister looked to Hunter helplessly as Kuna’s grip kept getting tighter and tighter. Kenzie could barely get in air. She struggled even though she knew everything she’d learned in her life up to this point was utterly useless against something that was practically a god.

      Spots started to appear and Hunter barked something that just barely made it through the pounding in her head.

      “Stop hurting her,” he growled, taking just one step forward with Finnick snarling and bristling beside him. “Whatever you want – I’ll do it. Just stop hurting her and let her go.”

      Kenzie tried to shake her head, she tried to call out to him to tell him no, he would not – but her legs were already collapsing and she felt herself grow faint from such little oxygen.

      “Anything?” Kuna asked, perking up.

      Hunter stared right at her as he answered. “Yes, anything.”

      Kenzie didn’t know what Kuna could possibly want from her mate, but it terrified her regardless. Tears spilled and Kuna released her so she could take a huge gasp of air, nearly fainting from the sudden rush of oxygen.

      The dragon’s hand gripped her hair instead and yanked back – hard. Kenzie didn’t yell or scream. She refused to give him the satisfaction. So she gritted her teeth and shoved the pain down.

      “Prove it to me,” Kuna said, and then he pointed to the others. “And if anyone does anything stupid, I’m ripping Ms. Mackenzie’s heart out.” That tongue flickered against her cheek again, long and forked. Kenzie flinched.

      For the first time in her adult life – she was truly helpless. There was nothing she could do against Kuna’s strength. Her foxes were going to die because they loved her. Selene might get out of this if she did actually have the portal – all she had to do was step through a door.

      Kenzie glanced at the pack on her sister’s back and tried to think of a way for all of them to get out of this alive.

      “If you will do anything for this,” Kuna said, shaking Kenzie hard enough she flinched. “Then prove it to me. Point your gun at that one.” The dragon jerked his chin at Ash.

      No. No he couldn’t do this. But that look in her mate’s eyes told her he would. “Please Hunter,” Kenzie begged. “Please don’t.”

      But Hunter had already obeyed. His gun was pointed right at Ash’s temple – his face completely void of any thoughts or emotions. Even through the bond he was empty.

      Ash nodded at their alpha and gave Kenzie the smallest smile. “It’s okay. We knew one of us might not make it out of here. Remember, I love you, Kenzie.”

      Tears were streaming down her face now and Kenzie thrashed against the dragon. “Finnick, please don’t let him do this.”

      The fox just looked at her with the most mournful eyes, but he didn’t move to stop Hunter. The only person who seemed unsure was Selene, though her sister seemed frozen by the indecision.

      “Cock it,” Kuna instructed.

      There had to be something she could do, but Kenzie felt just like she had when she was five – when each new day brought a new kind of torture. Helpless and angry.

      So angry.

      “If you do this Hunter, I’ll never forgive you,” she spat, no longer struggling. If she was going to get out of this she had to be smart. The more it was drawn out the more time it gave her to think.

      Kuna wanted her to take his power which meant she probably couldn’t hold it – and Eisheth had warned her about this. But…it would be better than watching one of the foxes she loved so desperately die right in front of her eyes by one of the other foxes she loved.

      “Kenzie, none of us can live without you,” Hunter stated matter-of-factly. “Losing one of our brothers will hurt, but we’ll get over it.”

      “But I won’t!” she screeched.

      Hunter didn’t respond. He just cocked the gun and waited for what Kuna would tell him to do next.

      “Please Selene, do something.” Kenzie turned her gaze on her sister, praying to anything that would listen to make this all stop. “Don’t let this happen.”

      “If you move witch, I’ll incinerate your sister.” Kuna laughed. “You mortals are so entertaining. So much fear. So delicious.”

      They were all silent and Kenzie knew she had to risk it. Taking this thing’s power was a 50/50 chance for disaster. But sitting here and doing nothing? Someone she loved was going to die if she didn’t make a choice.

      “Actually, I changed my mind,” Kuna said. She could practically hear the creepy smile in his voice and Kenzie went completely still. “Put the gun in your mouth, Hunter.”

      Her heart literally stopped as Hunter did so without hesitation.

      Ash jerked as if he were going to lunge forward and then stopped at the same time Finnick whirled around.

      Kenzie looked into Hunter’s eyes and there was still nothing in them – he would pull that trigger the second Kuna asked and gladly.

      For her.

      She refused to let this happen. Kenzie wrapped her hand around the hand holding her hair.

      Hunter’s eyes widened and for the first time since he’d appeared she saw something flash through them.

      Fear.

      Kenzie pulled.

      Hard.

      Kuna screeched and yanked back – trying to get away from her.

      But the power filling her body as she kept folding and folding…it enhanced her strength and speed. Kenzie felt it infuse every part of her – the power of something like a god. A creature so old it didn’t even remember when it was born.

      The taste of the ocean filled her as she kept taking – as Kuna kept screaming.

      Everyone was screaming—telling her to stop.

      But Kenzie was lost in the power.

      It was nothing to remove Kuna’s hand from her hair, to pull his arm off of her and turn around. The dragon fell to his knees as she kept taking and taking. He had tried to kill her foxes. That was not a game she played.

      “What did you really want with me?” Kenzie asked, feeling the power crackling in her veins, boiling her blood, but it stayed in her skin. Just barely. She squeezed Kuna’s hand and he yelped in pain. “Why pretend to be a witch? Why steal me away?”

      Then the dragon laughed, skin getting whiter and whiter with each pull of his power that was drained from him. “There was a lot about you I wanted, Mackenzie. I was hoping you might take my power from me just to see what you could do, and then ask you to work for me – but I really wanted that portal either way.”

      When he blinked his eyes were no longer glowing and he was panting. “I just wanted to go somewhere that my mother couldn’t find. She’s been punishing me for the last six thousand years and I’m so tired. I just wanted to find some peace.”

      She pulled harder – ignoring the shouts of the others. If there was anything she understood, it was the desire to run away from a family hell-bent on making a person’s life as painful and miserable as possible. “Why is she punishing you?”

      Kuna laughed, but it was weak and pathetic. “My mother is a goddess. She didn’t take too kindly to me trying to kill her sister. Thanks to Maui she’s been hunting me ever since. A portal could take me anywhere—somewhere she could never find.”

      There was no way she was going to let this asshole just disappear – not after everything.

      Her lip curled in disgust. “Somewhere else for you to poison. Why the disguise?”

      “To hide from her,” Kuna said with a shrug, practically crumbling in on himself now. “Dampening my power makes me blend in. As a witch on the Council no one thought to look twice. I had a bit more power than most males, but I was always careful not to use too much.”

      Then he looked up at her and smiled. “Your eyes are glowing blue.”

      “Kenzie, stop.”

      She didn’t let go of Kuna, but she did turn her head to face Selene. “He tried to murder them.”

      That wasn’t something she was going to forgive or forget.

      “And you’re killing him. Which I completely understand and appreciate,” Selene said gently, holding out her hands like Kenzie was waving a gun around and she was afraid of getting shot. “But you’ve never taken this kind of power before, or this much.”

      Kenzie didn’t care.

      It didn’t matter to her what Selene was saying.

      Her sister didn’t know what it was like to finally find something that made her feel like she belonged in the world. Kenzie had three mates who completed her perfectly, who made her feel like she was worth something – even when she hadn’t had any special abilities.

      They accepted her exactly as she was and loved her anyway.

      Kenzie turned back to Kuna who was laughing again. “I’m so glad you decided to play,” the dragon said.

      And then he stood up.

      Selene gasped and took a step back.

      Kuna grinned, teeth sharp as razors now and the sight made Kenzie pause. The power flickering in her veins leaned toward him as he breathed in deeply. She was so entranced she didn’t see it coming when he backhanded her.

      She went flying, smacking into a wall hard enough more dust and debris rained down from the ceiling. Her sister screamed her name.

      Suddenly everyone was moving.

      The raccoons poured into the basement with Edith and everyone tried to get a piece of Kuna. But he was a god-like dragon who withstood the stripping of most of his power like he was just feeling a little bit under the weather.

      He’d retained his strength and speed which must be imbued in his form. He threw her friends and family and mates around like they were toys he no longer cared about.

      Then Edith and Selene started chanting together as Kenzie tried to get up, their hands moving in quick, elegant motions. Magic built around Kuna but he just waved his hand through it like it was nothing – the spell instantly dissolving.

      Getting up was a struggle – her ears ringing. Sweat was dripping everywhere. The power her body held was everything and nothing. It was all she could focus on as she tried to stretch to accommodate it.

      But it wasn’t witch magic. And it wasn’t anything like demon magic either. It was raw and chaotic and pure.

      Her sister’s scream cut through some of the haze. Kenzie looked up to see Kuna pressing her sister and Finnick into the wall, hands around their throats like he’d done to her.

      It was instinct to reach out – to send that blast of magic right at him.

      Kuna arched his back in pain and dropped Finnick and Selene. He turned around with a snarl, gaze fixated on her. “You dare strike me with my own power?”

      Edith was panting on the stairs, holding her side with Jace in front of her – shielding her with his own body. Kenzie had no idea what had happened to her or if she would be okay. This thing was hurting everyone she loved.

      Then her sister started murmuring, fingers moving. But she wasn’t building a spell. She was staring straight at Kenzie – imploring her to understand with nothing but her eyes.

      Kenzie didn’t know much magic, but her sister did. And Kenzie was currently the only one with enough power to maybe do something against this dragon.

      Copying every movement her sister made, Kenzie whispered every word as the creature approached.

      Everyone was hurting thanks to him.

      Ash was unconscious and Hunter was bleeding, trying to get up.

      Ben was shielding Aiden with his own body.

      Even with greater numbers they weren’t able to overpower Kuna.

      Kenzie’s fingers twisted in the same patterns her sister’s were. The words were nothing to repeat as Selene mouthed them. Power grew inside her, answered to the spell, and then moved to do as she bid.

      The dragon laughed. “And now you think you can perform magic, little void? With what you stole from me?”

      Kenzie didn’t stop moving her fingers in the precise pattern, painting runes in the air as she moved. The words helped give power to the spell and it wasn’t until she was nearly finished that Kenzie realized what her sister was feeding her.

      “No!” Edith shouted as she saw it too.

      “Shield them!” Selene yelled.

      Kenzie watched as Selene gave her a nod – as they performed the spell in perfect unison together. Selene would have a split second to shield when Kenzie fired.

      Time slowed.

      In the corner of her eyes she could see Ash waking up; shaking off whatever had knocked him unconscious. Hunter was on his feet, bleeding from a deep cut on his head – running slowly toward her. Finnick was snarling at Kuna, teeth out and ready to shred the dragon to pieces even if it cost him his life.

      Kenzie didn’t stop moving her fingers or whispering the words as Kuna leapt for her. He was suspended in air, moving slowly.

      The raccoons and her grandmother watched – knowing there was nothing they could do and still the raccoons didn’t abandon her or her chaos. Kenzie would never forget that.

      Only her sister moved at the same speed she did. Selene’s blue eyes glowed brightly in the dark basement as she sketched the patterns with Kenzie, her lips mouthing the same exact words.

      The spell known as the ‘God-killer.’

      Kenzie remembered her sister practicing it – but telling her that she’d never have the power to perform it. No, but Kenzie did. Even if it was just for a few minutes.

      And somehow the power she’d stolen hadn’t burned her alive yet. Might as well put it to good use.

      Time sped up and the pentagram she’d created in front of her shrank to a glowing ball that shot out so fast it looked like a strike of lightning.

      Kuna’s eyes widened as it streaked right toward him. When it hit his chest and his immortal body…Kenzie could see it crack like porcelain before the light exploded and ripped through the room.

      One whispered word, a twist of her fingers, and Kenzie closed her eyes.

      The heat from the blast made the very earth shake and shudder.

      Then everything went black.
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      When everything stopped shaking Kenzie opened her eyes. She couldn’t see anything with all the dust in the air. Fear hit her hard enough her knees nearly buckled. Had she killed them all?

      Then she felt the bonds between her and her mates.

      They were still alive.

      But what about her sister and grandmother – the raccoons?

      “You will pay for that Mackenzie,” Kuna growled. His hand came out of nowhere and wrapped around her throat again. He slammed her into the wall so hard the air was knocked from her lungs.

      But he wasn’t as strong as before. They were on even footing now. Kenzie slapped his arm aside and punched him in the face as hard as she could. Kuna flew back – finally her bear strength was working.

      The dust started to settle and Kenzie could see everyone was mostly alive, but her grandmother was either unconscious or dead. Selene ran to Edith, checking her breathing, fussing, trying to get her to wake up.

      Kenzie stalked to the dragon and lifted him up, snarling in his face. “If she is dead I’ll end you.”

      Kuna laughed. “And how will you explain all of this to the Council?”

      Her grip tightened and he choked, face turning an odd shade of purple.

      “I don’t plan to tell them,” she whispered.

      It took nothing to snap his neck. Kenzie watched the life leave his eyes and the light that seemed to constantly surround him slowly faded until his body was nothing more than a husk.

      She dropped him in disgust and just…stared.

      This thing had tried to kill everything she loved. All that was left of him was his power still inside her – and even that made her feel sick to her stomach.

      And it burned.

      She could feel it oozing into every vein, every bone, and every strand of hair. Kenzie felt the power inside of her like it was a living thing – trying to take over her body.

      “Is she alive?” Kenzie managed – still feeling disconnected from it all as the power consumed her.

      “Yeah, she was just knocked out from the God-killer buckling her shield,” Selene murmured, brushing Edith’s hair out of her face. “Her ribs seem to be bruised, but not broken. I don’t understand – that spell should have done more damage even with my shield up as well.”

      Kenzie turned and stared at her grandmother, noting how relieved Jace was that she was still alive. That raccoon had really taken to Edith in the most interestingly platonic way. “I added my own at the last minute.”

      It was probably the only reason she was still standing here.

      She’d survived only to burn up from the inside out. A bit ironic.

      “Kenzie?” Ash asked, helping Hunter walk toward her.

      She looked up at her mates and smiled. “You all need to leave as soon as possible.”

      The fear in their eyes was something she would never forget.

      “We’re not leaving you,” Hunter snapped.

      She shrugged one shoulder. “Then you will die.”

      Finnick was suddenly naked and standing in front of her. “Then I’ll die with you. I can’t go back to the way it was before.”

      Her heart broke as she studied him. Kenzie knew exactly what he meant. There was no life without them anymore. She offered her hand and he took it without hesitation – even though she could see clear as day her skin was glowing gold.

      Kissing him was bittersweet. It was everything she needed and wanted and more. But knowing it would end soon made it feel unfair. She was furious with the universe for giving her this ability – furious she hadn’t had the time to properly learn it. And even if she had…

      Taking the power of a god was stupid whether she was brand new or trained. She knew that.

      But she’d do it again.

      If it meant having a chance at saving those she loved.

      “Kenzie, what are you talking about?” Selene asked.

      Ignoring her sister, Kenzie looked to the raccoons. “Please, get them out of here. And thank you, for coming for me.”

      Jace nodded. Ben just stared at her for a moment. The raccoon alpha picked up Edith like she weighed nothing and then carried her up the stairs. Aiden was hot on their heels. Ben reached out for Selene but her sister yanked away.

      “Kenz?”

      She hated how scared and tremulous her sister’s voice was. Kenzie wished she could go over there and give her sister a hug, but she didn’t trust herself. “I love you, baby sis.”

      “No! Don’t touch me Ben! Kenz, what are you talking about?” Never had she heard her sister’s voice waver quite like that before and it almost broke her.

      “I can’t hold it, and I can’t figure out how to release it,” Kenzie murmured, looking to Ash and Hunter. “It’s going to burn me up and once it does it’ll release – violently.”

      Nothing would survive that blast. It would be like a nuclear bomb.

      “I need you and Gram-Gram to get as far away from here as you can.”

      Her heart ached when she jerked her chin at Ben and he wrapped those cuffs around her sister – hauling her out of the basement. Without magic Selene was helpless. And Ben was a lot stronger than her. Ben stopped just once to glance back at Hunter.

      “I’m not leaving her,” Hunter said.

      And that was that.

      Ben nodded and disappeared up the stairs.

      Her foxes were going to stand here with her until the very end.

      “I just wanted to save you,” she said, breath shuddering as she tried to keep from crying. “I couldn’t let you kill yourself.”

      Hunter limped over and wrapped her up in his arms. “I would have without hesitation if it meant you got to live.”

      Kenzie couldn’t stop herself from crying anymore. “I know.” She kissed him, breathing in his now familiar scent. She wished she had more time with them, but…

      This was better than nothing.

      Reaching for Ash she kissed him next, memorizing his taste and smell, and his never-ending patience and gentleness. He held her with tears streaming down his own face.

      All three of them surrounded her.

      There were no more words that needed to be spoken. Kenzie knew everything she needed to know through the mate bonds. She just wished she could save them even if they didn’t want to be saved…

      The power burned and she gritted her teeth as she felt her control slipping, as it tried to take over her entire body. It wanted to remake her – turn her into a proper host. It would make her immortal or kill her. She could feel its intention like it had a mind of its own.

      Kenzie didn’t want to be immortal. But she also didn’t want to die.

      Pop.

      “And you call me the drama queen.”

      Kenzie gasped and looked up to see Eisheth standing there with his hands in his pockets. For the first time the demon frowned – nearly glaring at her.

      “What did I tell you, my little forest fire?”

      The demon looked pissed.

      “Voids die quicker than your other charges,” Kenzie muttered.

      “Yes, and for exactly this reason.” Eisheth actually harrumphed.

      Kenzie smiled at him and shrugged one shoulder, tightening her grip on her foxes. “I would do it again in a heartbeat if it meant saving them.”

      He sighed then and looked down at Kuna, and then Brad. “I know. You did well, but we’ve barely passed the basics in your training. This is why I used to bring voids to hell until they were ready.”

      Eisheth nudged Kuna’s body with the toe of his very expensive leather shoe and they just watched him – Kenzie gritted her teeth as the power made her glow brighter.

      “You killed a creature with god-like powers with his own magic. If you survive this, no one is going to fuck with you now.” Eisheth looked up with a grim smile on his face. “What seems to be the problem, forest fire?”

      For the first time since taking Kuna’s power Kenzie actually felt hope. She glanced at Ash and then turned back to her godfather. “I can’t let it go. It won’t budge. It’s…burrowed into every cell.”

      Finnick’s look of horror would haunt her dreams if she managed to get through this.

      “So it’s trying to remake you,” Eisheth muttered. “Interesting. Do you want to be immortal?”

      Kenzie tightened her grip on Hunter and Finnick. “No.”

      She didn’t want to outlive her mates or her sister. Kenzie didn’t want to stay the same as they moved on – never able to age with them. And who knew what else it would do to her? She looked at Finnick and held his gaze.

      Giving her feral bastard those little witch foxes was something she secretly wanted more than anything.

      Her demon godfather smiled slightly. “Smart choice, forest fire. I don’t recommend it.”

      Kenzie turned back to Eisheth and realized how many times he must have gone through this. How many charges he’d grown close to and then lost either to time or to deadly situations. How he could do this over and over…

      It made her respect him even more. An immortal who wasn’t afraid to get close to those he looked after. How many gods could say the same?

      “Is there a way out of this?” Kenzie asked, tasting the ocean on her tongue and the siren call of the magic filling every pore. The change would happen soon – she could feel it.

      Eisheth looked at her foxes and then nodded. He offered her his hand and Kenzie knew…

      She took it without hesitation.

      And then Eisheth popped her out of existence.
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      “They’re never going to forgive you,” Eisheth murmured. “If you live though…then all will be forgotten.”

      Kenzie looked out at the hellscape and was shocked at how beautiful it was. It wasn’t a tropical paradise, but it was beautiful in the way that harsh desert landscapes could be. How volcanoes could be breathtaking, yet deadly.

      And it was hot, but not unbearable.

      “It’s easier to control the power here,” she noted.

      “Yes, magic doesn’t weigh as heavily in certain planes,” Eisheth said. “And if this doesn’t go well, at least here you can’t kill anyone else.”

      She flexed her fingers and considered them. The power was a lot more contained – more amenable to her will.

      “It’s the wards that contain hell,” Eisheth explained. “There’s a lot of powerful stuff we need to keep in. Now that we have more time before you explode, let’s do this right.”

      Kenzie nodded. Now that she knew she couldn’t hurt anyone with her fuck ups…she felt at peace. No one would die because of her. It took a huge weight off her shoulders and she felt like she could actually concentrate.

      “Since you don’t want the power to make you immortal, you need to drain it out of your body slowly like you would poison,” Eisheth explained. “Although now that we’re alone, you’re sure you don’t want the chance of living forever?”

      Kenzie watched creatures scurry off in the distance and shuddered at the way they moved. “If my body doesn’t accept the power I will die.”

      “Yes.”

      “And I don’t want to live that long anyway.” Kenzie shrugged. “I wasn’t lying.”

      Eisheth grinned and adjusted his cuff. “That’s my forest fire. Now ignore the goblins and focus.”

      Kenzie nodded and turned to face Eisheth. “I’m ready.”

      She was ready to try this – to try for the small bit of hope she could feel growing, that she would survive this and go back to her mates. But she was also ready to die. Kenzie had done what was necessary to protect those she loved.

      And she didn’t regret it.

      “Now, imagine the power as something liquid,” Eisheth instructed. “Focus on something you can see – like the ground. It’ll be a focal point for the universe that is a part of everything. Imagine every drop of power trickling through your fingertips – slowly – to the ground.”

      The power flared as she focused, somehow sensing what she was about to do. Kenzie gritted her teeth and steeled her will. She was stronger than some mindless force. It wasn’t going to take her if she had anything to say about it.

      Pointing her fingers at the ground Kenzie focused and pushed.

      It felt just like it did when she took magic from someone. It took the same mental exercise, but for some reason getting rid of it was harder. Giving it back to the original owner of the power was a lot easier, because that person’s body was made for it. It was a part of them, so they sucked it up as she released it to some degree.

      This though…this required tapping into something she’d never had access to. The universe wasn’t something she’d ever felt – not like her sister. Witches took power from the universe and used it. Demons and the like were power.

      Kuna had been pure power.

      So pushing it out was like squeezing toothpaste out of a very tiny tube. The universe had to adjust and take it.

      “There has to be an easier way,” she gritted out, feeling the power rebel – how it tried to dig in and burned even hotter.

      “If it was a witches’ power it would be as easy as breathing,” Eisheth said, watching her closely. “But this is a god’s power. The universe gave it away a long time ago. Taking it back won’t be easy. But you’re strong Kenzie, and I believe in you.”

      She was strong.

      As she focused and pushed that power out, Kenzie knew she could beat this. After all, she hadn’t survived everything she had up to this point just to fail now.

      Sweat dripped down her face and Kenzie’s bare feet were roasting on the hellscape floor, but the sand also felt strangely wonderful on her skin.

      Finally the power started leaving her body and Kenzie could see the glow lessen ever so slightly.

      “Good,” Eisheth murmured. “Keep it up.”

      “Kenzie!”

      Her head snapped up at the sound of that familiar voice and the pain flared.

      Even Eisheth looked surprised to see Ash and Hunter running toward them with Finnick in his fox form at the head of their small pack.

      She didn’t know what to say or do, so Kenzie just refocused – praying to the Fates, to Artemis, that she would be able to get rid of this power before she exploded.

      “I’ll shield them if I need to,” Eisheth muttered. “Stubborn bastards.”

      “Even if it makes the future murky?” she asked, laughing breathlessly. Kenzie was exhausted – so very tired, but she couldn’t give up yet, not when the power was slowly but surely leaving her body one drop at a time.

      Eisheth shrugged and watched as the foxes approached.

      “Don’t ever do that again,” Hunter snapped at the demon as he reached them. “Don’t ever make choices for us.”

      “It’s our right to die or not,” Ash told him, crossing his arms over his chest.

      “How did you even get here?” She glanced at Finnick as he sat on his haunches next to her.

      “Your sister still has the portal,” Hunter explained.

      “Please shut up,” Eisheth snapped. “I don’t think you realize how precarious this is. Now, focus Kenzie. We’re almost there.”

      She could feel it digging in, but with her mates there Kenzie felt a little less tired than before.

      Unfolding the power and shoving it through her fingers left her panting. It took everything she had to control it – to keep it from weaving its way through her very existence until they were one and the same and her choice was no longer hers.

      Finally when the last drop left her, Kenzie collapsed.

      Finnick licked her face in his fox form, checking to make sure she was okay. Then Hunter was there, looking her over.

      “Are you going to explode?” Ash asked, brushing her messy hair out of her face.

      “Nah, our little forest fire did excellent.” Kenzie looked up and Eisheth was beaming down at her. “She took out a god in her first week of training. I don’t think anyone else will be coming after her.”

      Then Finnick was naked again and kneeling next to her. “Thank fuck. Dying wasn’t on my to do list today.”

      Kenzie couldn’t help but laugh as she leaned into him. Tears of relief streamed down her face as she looked at Hunter and then Ash. “You guys came to hell for me.”

      “It’s not that bad,” Hunter said. “The stigma makes hell sound like a terrible place, but it’s not.”

      Ash grimaced. “Says the guy who hates people. I on the other hand am not a fan of all the sand and goblins.”

      Finnick just licked her face again.

      “You’re so gross.” She couldn’t help but laugh. “It’s not cute unless you’re a fox.”

      “Disagree.” Finnick licked her face again. “Now let’s get out of here before my ass burns.”

      Kenzie stood and wrapped her arms around Eisheth before he could resist. “Thank you for being there for me when I needed you.”

      “Always.” Eisheth hugged her back and then stepped away. “You have a break from training until next Sunday as your reward for not going nuclear today. Try not to get into any trouble in the meantime.”

      A quick little sketch and Eisheth opened a portal. Kenzie could see her sister and Edith…waiting outside the foxes’ van.

      Finnick shifted and then jumped through.

      Ash went next.

      For some reason Kenzie hesitated and looked back at Eisheth.

      “Go,” he said. “You’ll have plenty of time to visit me here in the future.”

      She nodded and took Hunter’s hand.

      They walked through the portal together, back to earth.

      Despite everything, they’d made it out together.

      Kenzie looked around the estate. It was still beautiful in the dawn light despite all the bodies littering the place. “Where are the raccoons?”

      “Are we just going to ignore how you nearly died?” Selene demanded with her arms crossed over her chest.

      She glanced at her mates and shrugged. “You all would have done the same for me, and nearly did.”

      No one could argue with that.

      “I still don’t like that you left us here so you could die alone,” Hunter said. “That’s not how this works.”

      Finnick was naked again. “Nope. You’re stuck with us Kenzie.”

      Her grandmother instantly looked away like he’d somehow managed to shock her. But Kenzie caught Edith giving her the thumbs up behind Selene’s back.

      Her lips twitched as she tried to keep from laughing.

      “I think it’s time for that dinner,” Ash said. “Let’s get back home and get some rest. Then we’ll celebrate not dying.”

      “And all this?” Selene asked, waving her hand at the estate with all the dead bodies.

      “Burn it to the ground,” Hunter snarled. “I’ll make sure the Council doesn’t come sniffing around.”

      Kenzie stared at the fox who had been ready to kill one of the only people he loved for her. The fox who was ready to take his own life without hesitation.

      Then she turned to Finnick who, behind his cocky smile, was still broken inside because he thought he’d never see her alive again.

      Ash was the one who’d managed to hold it together. The one who’d kept them all from falling apart with the spark of hope she’d felt through the bond – the hope that had helped her squeeze a god’s power back into the universe.

      But he’d been willing to die for her – accepting his fate gladly when Hunter had pointed the gun at him.

      None of them wanted to live without each other.

      It seemed a bit dramatic but when you finally found your place in the world…Kenzie understood. After a lifetime of fighting to belong – it wasn’t something any of them would give up. And protecting what made them feel happy…they would all do anything to keep that.

      She couldn’t be mad at them, or even Selene, for putting herself in danger.

      Kenzie would have done the same for them.

      “I need my beauty rest,” Edith said. “I’m glad everyone made it out alive. The raccoons got a call they couldn’t ignore. They’ll be back as soon as they can. Now let’s go home.”

      It was hard not to smile when her grandmother used that word, knowing it meant the den.

      “Let’s go home,” she agreed.
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      “Where are you taking us?” Gram-Gram asked, peering out the window of the van.

      Ash smiled as he turned the corner and pulled into the parking lot. “We’re going to Olive Garden.”

      If Kenzie could have taken a picture right then and there she would have. Her grandmother’s face was absolutely priceless.

      “You are not,” Edith said in complete disbelief. “That is not a respectable place to eat. I thought perhaps Saison.”

      Finnick laughed so hard Edith glared at him. Selene hid her smile behind her hand and Kenzie leaned against Hunter with a happy grin. This was a perfect way to celebrate not dying – and teaching her grandmother how the plebeians ate would be one of her favorite memories.

      “A five hundred dollar gift card would barely cover an appetizer at Saison,” Ash snorted. “No, we have six people to feed. Endless salads and breadsticks is the way to go.”

      Her grandmother’s eyebrows shot up. “Endless? That seems like a poor business model. There has to be a cut off.”

      “There isn’t, I assure you,” Hunter chimed in. “It’s actually quite good considering.”

      Edith huffed but left it alone as Ash pulled into a parking space. Finnick practically bounced in his chair as he peered out the window.

      She’d been worried about Finnick the most. Hunter had gotten over it pretty quickly as all the enemies were dead and nothing could be traced back to them. Kenzie was back safe and sound and she was his. Hunter was quite pleased at the outcome despite everything.

      Ash was still shaken. She could feel it through the bond. But this dinner had him nearly back to normal. Kenzie knew exactly what he was thinking because she was thinking it too – if they could make it through that, they could make it through anything.

      But Finnick…he had slept in her bed as a fox all day as they recuperated. When she’d woken up he’d been human, naked and wrapped around her like he was afraid she might disappear again.

      Her feral bastard.

      All three of them were officially hers now. And they’d finished Edith’s contract. Selene was safe – and the coven had been purged. When she took over as High Priestess there wouldn’t be any more assassination attempts.

      It was a good day even after everything.

      Finnick opened the door and helped her out first, and then Selene. He grinned at Hunter and offered him his hand as well. Kenzie laughed when Hunter took it and kissed Finnick’s cheek as he stepped out of the van.

      Ash had gone around to open the door for Edith. Her grandmother was such a spoiled princess, heels clacking as they walked toward the warmly lit restaurant together.

      “Please tell me we at least have a reservation,” Edith muttered.

      The music was soft and the hostess opened the door for them, smiling and nodding as she led them through the crowded restaurant to a private room. Ash had thought of everything it seemed. Kenzie assumed her grandmother might lose it if someone she knew saw her eat cheap pasta.

      Selene seemed happy even though she’d initially been pissed – but her sister had always easily forgiven Kenzie. Everything she’d done over the last two months had been for her, but…

      Kenzie had gotten so much out of it as well.

      Now she had three mates and she felt a thousand times closer to the family she actually cared about.

      Hunter pulled out her chair for her, Ash did the same for Gram-Gram, and Finnick for Selene. Such gentlemen, her foxes.

      Gram-Gram picked up one of the menus and frowned. “How the hell are we going to spend five hundred dollars here when everything is so cheap?” she asked in disbelief.

      “Oh, we’ll manage,” Finnick said with a chuckle. “We’ll start by ordering a few bottles of wine.”

      The waiter nodded and ran off, no doubt imagining his tip at the end of this chaos.

      “Then there will be dessert,” Selene added in, winking at Kenzie. “We used to come here a lot.”

      Their grandmother scoffed. “How barbaric.”

      Kenzie couldn’t help but laugh at her high society grandmother simply aghast at the prices and the normal people who came here. Edith Kavanagh had never been in a chain restaurant in her entire life.

      “Well, thank you for taking us out Ash,” Selene said quietly. “After everything…it’s nice.”

      They were all quiet as the waiter came back with the bottles and set them up. Finnick nudged her. “Reminds me of our date,” he said, swirling the wine around in his glass.

      Kenzie watched him and it was difficult to comprehend how much had changed since then. It was strange to think how nervous she’d been and unsure. Now…this was exactly what she wanted.

      “So, what did they decide to do with Martha?” Kenzie asked, sipping the wine that Finnick handed her.

      The fiery fox poured wine for everyone and then passed out the glasses. The chatter of the restaurant and the warm light was soothing somehow.

      “She was sentenced to thirty years without power and cast out of the coven,” Selene said with a sigh. “She’ll be living among humans now. I gave her enough money to get her feet under her for the next few years – and she’ll be going to college. Martha is going to live in one of our rentals.”

      It was kinder than anything Kenzie would have done, but her sister had always been nicer than her.

      The ire in Edith’s eyes was something she recognized though. Kenzie felt much the same.

      “And her parents, our parents?” Kenzie hadn’t wanted to ask, but she was going to have to lose her sister to witch society soon. There was no way she could stay in the den as Matriarch.

      Selene shrugged. “None of them knew about it so they stay. Our aunt and uncle are devastated which is understandable. Mom and Dad did ask how you were doing though.”

      Well, wasn’t that convenient. Now that she had some kind of ability they showed some small shred of concern. Finnick arched an eyebrow at her and she shrugged. It wasn’t like she felt any differently about them. If anything she was more annoyed.

      They all quietly ordered food when the waiter came back, and it was enough to feed twice as many people. Ash had insisted Edith try a little bit of everything since they all knew she would never come back to a place like this.

      “On that note, we have a mating gift for you, Kenzie dear,” Edith said, pulling a large manila envelope out of her purse.

      “Does this mean we’re officially family, Gram-Gram?” Finnick teased.

      Her grandmother chuckled. “You have been for a long while now.”

      “Before we open this envelope,” Hunter said, snatching it from Edith’s fingers before Kenzie could. “I wanted to ask your and Selene’s permission to take the Kavanagh name.”

      Kenzie’s jaw dropped and she just stared at Hunter. “What did you just say?”

      That burgundy hair shone under the lights and Hunter’s eyes glowed. “A mate bond is more binding than a marriage contract,” he said. “But I would like everyone to know we’re a family. And to do that we need to have the same last name. I would like to take yours since you’re a witch. Witches are matriarchal, correct?”

      “Yes,” Selene agreed, still staring at the fox like he was insane. “The male always marries into the female’s family and takes her name. Are you sure you want to do that?”

      “Hey!” Finnick exclaimed. “If Hunter gets to take your name, I want it too.”

      This wasn’t happening.

      Kenzie didn’t know whether to hide, laugh, or cry. Never in her life did she think she would be in this situation. Being a witch…well the only reason she was still a part of the family was because Selene and Edith had refused to kick her out.

      But shifters never took a witch’s name. They were too human usually. And when a witch was mated she normally had to live with them considering how snotty witch society was.

      Her foxes though…they wanted to be tied to her in every way.

      “Same here. Obviously, only if it’s all right with Kenzie,” Ash said quietly, taking her hand from across the table.

      “Yes, it’s all right,” she said quietly. Laughter spilled out of her and she wrapped her arms around Hunter, kissing his cheek. “You guys are so weirdly romantic.”

      “Well, I suppose that’s fitting,” Edith said. “You have my blessing.”

      “And mine.” Selene grinned at them and tapped the envelope. “Now open it.”

      Kenzie snatched the envelope from Hunter and slid her finger under the flap. She had no idea what her sister and grandmother would get her for a mating gift, but she was curious. “Did you get us a meet and greet with Ryan Reynolds? Or hey! Is it a trip to Japan?”

      “Why would I buy you a ticket to a place for you to buy more dolls? Just open it already, Mackenzie.” Edith sighed and sipped at her wine. “This is surprisingly good, by the way.”

      “Action figures, Gram-Gram,” Kenzie corrected, pulling out the papers.

      She froze when she saw what it was.

      Finnick leaned over to read it and his jaw dropped when he got to the same place she did.

      “Is this for real?” Kenzie asked, letting Hunter take the papers from her lifeless fingers.

      “Of course,” Selene said, grinning in excitement. “It was actually Edith’s idea, and then I expanded on it.”

      Gram-Gram eyed Selene with displeasure. “I thought we were going to leave my involvement out of it, dear.”

      “A house?” Hunter asked in confusion. “But we already own a house. Several actually.”

      Ash took the papers from Hunter to read them and shook his head. “Not just any house, but one right next to the Kavanagh mansion.”

      “The architect and contractors are going to connect the two,” Selene explained. “That way you can still have your own place and still live with your family. Edith asked for a floor in yours, if that’s all right.”

      Kenzie didn’t know what to say. She was so overwhelmed her hands were shaking. “There are like, six thousand square feet in this house. You and Edith could live there and I wouldn’t even notice.”

      Finnick threw an arm around her shoulders and kissed her cheek. “Gram-Gram just wants to make sure she’ll get to watch our little witch foxes when they’re born,” he teased.

      It was a silly thought until Edith actually blushed.

      “Really?” she asked her grandmother. “You know that’s going to be a while from now, right?”

      “Not if I have anything to say about it,” Finnick whispered in her ear.

      And now Kenzie was the one blushing. She pinched Finnick and looked to Ash for help, but he was too busy laughing to do shit.

      Pop.

      “I’d be offended that I didn’t get a room if I didn’t max out my time on earth already,” Eisheth said, standing behind Ash to read the papers. “Congratulations on your mate bonds, by the way.”

      The demon gave Kenzie another envelope with a shit-eating grin. “I think this will go nicely in your new place.”

      She shared a look with Hunter and opened up the second envelope – scared what her grandmother and demon godfather could possibly have cooked up together.

      “A spell room?”

      “One for a void,” Eisheth told her. “I’ve been digging for all the books I could find in this plane and others. They’re already there waiting for you. Oh, and demon-level wards on your new workroom and house. Jess apologized for not making it to your kidnapping in time, but she said she’d ward this house too to make up for it.”

      “It comes with another room for all the manga, action figures, and video games you could want,” Gram-Gram said with a wink, sipping at her wine. “I know what they’re called, I just like giving you grief.”

      “Only because I wouldn’t let her turn the second guest bedroom into a nursery,” Selene said, rolling her eyes.

      Kenzie looked up at the demon, and then at her grandmother and felt tears prick her eyes. This was her family – her real family. And they actually knew her, who she was, and what she wanted in life.

      Never would she give up her computers and everything she’d learned in the human world, but she didn’t have to. She could be an engineer and a void witch. She could be a mate. Kenzie took Finnick and Hunter’s hands. Smiling at Ash, she knew that if it hadn’t been for their thieving asses she might have missed out on all of this.

      “A nursery doesn’t sound so bad,” Ash murmured, never once looking away from her.

      “Don’t you start,” Kenzie teased, kicking him under the table.

      “Maybe in a few years,” Hunter whispered into her ear. “After you’ve done all the bad things you can think of and then some. We need stories to tell after all.”

      She eyed Hunter. Kenzie honestly hadn’t thought that would be something he was into.

      Hunter shrugged. “I like kids. They’re honest.”

      Why did guys who want kids make her ovaries want to explode?

      She was saved from having to say anything by the waiter bringing out five baskets of breadsticks and three giant bowls of salad.

      “It really is endless,” Edith muttered, reaching for some bread. “How fascinating.”

      “There’s more where that came from,” the waiter said. “Is there anything else you all needed?”

      Her grandmother smiled up at him. “Are you on the menu?”

      “Gram-Gram!” Selene gasped.

      Eisheth snorted and sat down. “I’m so glad I decided to come.”

      This was her family.

      And Kenzie wouldn’t have it any other way.
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