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1. Gone with the wolf 
   
 I paced up and down in my bedroom, hardly able to believe that at long last, after all these months of staying away from each other, and only having an email relationship, I was finally going to see Fletch again. 
 Being apart was slow torture as far as I was concerned, and Fletch seemed to feel the same, but we are simply not allowed to be together. Not only were our parents determined to keep us well away from each other, but there could be disastrous consequences to our relationship, we might literally be the death of each other, and possibly blow up the world, or just the house, at the same time. 
 Because we are not normal - I, Emily Rand, am a witch; and the gorgeous Aaron Fletcher is a werewolf. 
 So we are apparently fated to have to stay apart. Witches bond with an animal Familiar, werewolves are part-human, part-animal; thus if we get too intimate we could trigger the bond.  
 Being bonded is bad news for Fletch because he would basically be “mated” to me until one of us died. His wolf wouldn’t accept anyone but me after we bonded. Bad news for me because some wolves instinctively claim their mate with their bite, and the majority of people don’t survive the transformation. Then the wolf dies of heartbreak. We don’t know if there would be much more effect on Fletch than the desire to bite me and being tied to me forever. But the real danger to life as we know it is me. 
 I’m a Natural Witch, which means that I don’t have any specialist skills per se: I’m not a Fire Witch like my aunt, or a Kitchen Witch like my mother was; instead as a Natural Witch my powers are completely tied to my emotions and I can, apparently, pretty much do anything if I want it enough and channel my magic correctly. 
 But from what little we know, if I took a werewolf as a Familiar then my magic would become too powerful for me to control. Major damage time. 
 Thankfully society is currently completely safe from my particular brand of magic. Nine times out of ten, I can’t seem to do anything at all! I’m a total duffer as a witch; the only problem is that when I do manage some magic it never works out the way I want it to. My control is pretty crummy, so I have been sticking to very small things. 
 In the five months since I last saw Fletch I have been exercising my magic “muscle” and trying to learn to control my spells, but I’m still all over the place. I can now create a wind, which is totally useless, but rather exciting. It isn’t a strong wind or anything, but I can blow over a stack of papers. I can also make objects glow, though they get too hot to hold after a while; again, this has no practical use, but I’m thrilled to be able to do it. And finally I can make a small spring of water bubble out of the ground. Which combines both water and earth magic. 
 This magic might sound impressive, but apparently it isn’t. It is the very simple basics of any Elemental Witch. The only thing that makes me special is that most Elemental Witches have control of only one of the four elements, whereas being a Natural Witch means I can access all four. I guess that’s cool. 
 But Iris, my aunt, is a Fire Witch, and watching her makes me feel totally inadequate. She can do anything with fire, from blowing on a candle to call a flame, to full-on head-high walls of fire, simply by rubbing her hands vigorously together. I realise that it takes some practise (as well as taking it out of you physically) but I would have thought I would be a lot further along by now. 
 Spell casting with a wand is still pretty hit and miss too. Basically I can do it, but it always seems to go wrong. I’ve tried writing spells, and put a lot of work into getting the wording right, but there are always bad consequences. Maybe my karma is just too murky for a decent spell cast to work. I don’t know, but it’s like some imp is throwing in extra spice to mix it all up. 
 Like the time I tried to use magic to put cyan streaks in my hair. I had to wear a hat for nearly a week to cover all the blue polka dots. Or when I tried to levitate a pen into my hand and it flew across the room and stabbed me in the leg. That’s the kind of thing, so you can probably understand when I say I stick to very small things. Imagine how bad it would be if I tried to do something big like, oh, I don’t know, trying to help Fletch not to be a werewolf? 
 That was pretty much where we left things between us. I tried to “cast out” his wolf for him. He ended up becoming a wolf, and we very nearly didn’t put it right in time to stop him being one forever. His parents freaked, my dad freaked, and we were banned from communicating. 
 I think we would have ignored them if it hadn’t also been the safest option all round.  
 There was a weird pull between Fletch and me. I would guess it was somehow connected to the paranormal because the air literally crackled when we touched. But a lot of it was emotional too, and my emotions could cause magical problems. Basically I thought I might be in love with him, and his wolf seemed to have already chosen me for his mate, but I’m only sixteen and Fletch has only just turned eighteen, so it’s kind of early to be making those sorts of decisions. Especially as they can never be undone as far as we know. 
 The rest of the history lesson came from a Welsh wizard, also known at The Wolf Whisperer, because he’s fascinated with werewolves, and being psychic he can understand them, and other animals too. He told us the information about how dangerous it was for a witch and a wolf to ever bond. He had some old books with some rather scary stories, and so Fletch and I had reluctantly agreed that it was safer if we stayed apart. Far apart. 
 But what was the harm in a few emails, right? As long as we didn’t actually see each other. The harm was that it just wasn’t enough. I seemed to yearn for him all the time. His emails were the highlight of my everyday life. How sad is that? 
 I last saw him in November, and for nearly six long months we’ve stayed away from each other, but it just hasn’t gotten any easier! 
 So when Fletch emailed and asked if he could come and see me on his way back from Wales after the May full moon, I caved in and said yes. 
 Last night was the full moon. Every month Fletch drives from London to Wales and goes to stay with Brian (the Welsh Wizard) for the full moon change, and “runs” with the Black Mountain Pack. 
 Dremouth, where I live in Devon, isn’t exactly on his way back; in fact it’s well over an hour out of his way and then the same again back to the motorway afterwards. But he said he didn’t care. He said he would happily add the three to his already long journey just to spend an hour together… How could I say no? 
 It had taken some planning, but it was finally going to happen. I didn’t want my family to know I was seeing Fletch, and luckily my Dad and Claire, his girlfriend, were visiting her parents for Sunday lunch, and they were taking Martin, Claire’s son, with them, much to his obvious reluctance. So I had the house to myself for at least a few hours. 
 I had actually tidied up, especially in my bedroom, and I had taken a really long bath, and buffed every inch of my skin out of nerves, before eventually settling on an outfit that covered more than it revealed anyway. I was dressed very casually in a long baggy jumper and leggings, because I didn’t want Fletch to think I was all dolled up just for him. But I couldn’t help filing my nails and polishing them, and fussing over my hair and makeup the whole morning, trying to look the best I possibly could without looking like I was trying too hard. 
 Annoyingly, just before Fletch was due to arrive, my Familiar, Bob, turned up at my window. 
 Bob is a crow, and normally I adore him. He had offered himself as my Familiar when I first got my powers, and now that we were bonded he could sense what I was feeling or if I needed him even if we were apart. Unfortunately this meant that he could also sense my excited nerves as I waited for Fletch, and had come to see what was wrong. 
 The trouble was that Bob also disapproved of Fletch. He disapproved of boys in general, but since Fletch had the added disadvantage of being a werewolf, Bob disapproved all the more. I sometimes wondered if it was more than my safety that bothered him about Fletch; if perhaps he secretly feared I might bond with the wolf and not need him as my Familiar anymore. 
 But I knew I would always need Bob. His presence added a great deal to my spell-casting abilities, plus he could fly around for me super fast, and he was also fun company most of the time.  
 But not at this time. 
 I’m not much of a liar, so when he came tapping at my bedroom window, I sighed and knew I’d have to face him at some point. 
 “Hello, Bob,” I said, opening the window so he could fly in. 
 “Good morning, Mistress. Why do you smell funny?” He flew to his cushion on my dresser and then cocked his head at me questioningly. 
 I sniffed at my jumper and my sleeve. “I don’t smell funny, do I? Do you mean my perfume?” 
 “Is that what it is?” He looked slightly disgusted, so I grabbed a wipe and rubbed my neck and wrists vigorously. 
 Being a werewolf, Fletch also had a very acute sense of smell, and if Bob didn’t like the smell, then maybe Fletch wouldn’t either? Thankfully I had only used a very small amount with this in mind. 
 “Is that better?” I asked Bob. 
 He hunched his shoulders, which I think meant No, but it would have to do. 
 “So why are you wearing the smell, Mistress? Are you seeing that boy again?” 
 “Which boy?” I said, feigning ignorance. But actually he could mean either one of two boys. I had, until recently, been dating a nice normal boy called Sean Carey. But things had tailed off between us, mainly, I would guess, because I was clearly not that into him. I wanted to be. Sean was perfect boyfriend material, but he wasn’t Aaron Fletcher, and that was enough to make me feel rather lacklustre about our relationship. Sean had tried to keep things going at first, but after a few months of half-hearted dates, he had stopped calling me and I had never called him. 
 “The cowan,” Bob said disdainfully. 
 Ah, he meant Sean. Cowan is a rather derogatory word for non-magical being.  
 “Don’t call him that,” I said, playing for time, “it’s not nice.” 
 Bob gave me a look that could only be called cheeky, but that was promptly wiped off his face when I finally gave in and said, “Not Sean, no. Fletcher is stopping in for a visit.” 
 “The wolf? But I thought you promised your aunt you wouldn’t see him again.” 
 “I didn’t promise. I was very careful not to promise, actually. Not that it is any of her business anyway. Or yours either, come to that!” 
 “It’s my job to advise you. And I certainly advise against seeing that… that…” Words seemed to fail him and he just looked outraged. 
 “Thanks for sharing your feelings and everything, Bob. But would you mind pushing off now? Fletch is due any minute.” 
 “I think it is a good idea if I stay, Mistress.” Bob sat firmly down on his cushion. 
 “No chance, thanks anyway.” I opened the window and gestured he should go through it. He looked mutinous, but eventually flew out.  
 “And no sneaking to Iris,” I called after him. “That’s an order!” 
 I knew I wouldn’t hear the last of this from Bob, but at least he would never disobey a direct order from me, even if he wanted to. Having Iris turn up was the last thing we needed. She didn’t approve of Fletcher any more than Bob did. 
 Bob’s visit had at least distracted me for a while and stopped me from brushing my teeth again for the thirtieth time (just on the very remote chance that Fletch did actually kiss me). And so I was slightly calmer than I had been, when the doorbell went. 
 I took one last frantic look in the mirror, then ran downstairs to open the door. 
 I had meant to be really cool and collected when I saw him. I had planned to calmly invite him in and offer him tea, but instead I skidded into the door, swore, and then wrenched it open so it banged against the wall. 
 Fletch took full advantage of my lack of balance to pull me into his arms; and then kissed me before I had even focussed on his handsome face. 
 And then, just like last time, the whole world slid sideways in my brain. I had forgotten the truly devastating effect his touch had on me. My lips practically burned where his mouth moved against mine. My hands on his forearms tingled with electric sensation as I grabbed him to steady myself, and I got light-headed and dizzy within milliseconds. 
 It was officially our third kiss. The first time he kissed me I had been angry, and accidentally started a fire; the second time I had been happy and we had sort of levitated. This time I pulled away before anything could happen, just in case, and then really wished I hadn’t. 
 I instantly wanted more. More of that hot spark that ignited between us, more of the very scent and feel of Fletch. It was painful to take my hands off his perfect biceps and put even a small amount of distance between us. 
 Fletch, darn him, grinned at me like a Cheshire cat. He had very clearly made his point; I was not remotely immune to him, as I had pretended to be, and now he full well knew it. 
 I took in his brown “bed head” hair, his green eyes, his dazzling smile and his broad shoulders, and knew I was a total goner. The time we had spent apart had done absolutely nothing to diminish my feelings for him. 
 I suspected I had a bad case of lust, followed by an even worse case of love. I was going to have to move to a new continent or something to escape it. Maybe another planet. 
 “The world is doomed,” Fletch commented as if reading my mind. 
 I nodded wryly. I knew exactly what he meant. He meant that it was going to be near impossible to stay away from each other, but that being together could cause mass destruction. 
 One of my “accidental” spells had once re-animated all the dead men in Dremouth; if Fletch and I had been bonded, then the spell would have been much, much bigger. Dead men all over the country would probably have been climbing out of their graves that night. It would have been mass hysteria on an epic scale. 
 I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to block out his image. But I could feel his presence no matter what; I was just too aware of him, in both a female and a witchy way. 
 I carefully avoided touching him again as I gestured him inside. I decided against inviting him up to my room. It was just too dangerous. So instead, I led the way into the kitchen, and put the kettle on. 
 “Tea, coffee, juice?” I offered. 
 “Tea is fine.” 
 We sat opposite each other at the kitchen table and sipped the hot tea in awkward silence. I nibbled on a chocolate digestive biscuit, but then struggled to swallow it and returned it to the plate. 
 “So how have you been?” he said at last. “From your last email it sounds like you’re getting your magic under control a bit?” 
 “Not really. Not as much as I’d like. But I only try and do small things. If you need me to warm your tea up a little, I could probably do that, but not without casting a circle and having Bob with me, so I’m still pretty limited. I did accidentally make a handkerchief fly out a drawer yesterday when I was sneezing, but moving objects with my mind seems to be very hit and miss, not to mention dangerous.” I rubbed my hand over my leg at the point where I had been stabbed with the flying pen. 
 “How about you? Are you fully at one with your wolf now?” 
 Fletch smiled, (and my heart melted some more). “Yeah, it’s great. I’m actually starting to enjoy the whole full moon thing. Embracing the wolf has given me a sort of freedom to be more instinctual and not think about stuff so much. Plus, even though the change is hard, my senses are so acute when I’m him that I can literally feel the trees growing and the moon shining, and I feel so alive.” 
 “I’m glad.” I resisted the urge to reach for his hand. “So you still go and stay with the wizard every month?” 
 “Yeah, The Black Mountain Pack are mostly a good bunch. I’ve even made some friends that I keep in touch with through the rest of the month…” His voice trailed off and a shadow crossed his face. 
 “But?” I urged. 
 “It’s the pack Alpha, Hywel; I can’t bring myself to swear fealty to him. It’s not something I can undertake lightly, because there is a ceremony and pack magic that holds me to it. But for some reason I’m just not comfortable with him yet. The wizard says it doesn’t matter, because I don’t have to join that pack if I don’t want to, and that maybe when I’m a little more experienced I should try out some of the packs nearer to home.” 
 Fletch ran his hand through his hair in a frustrated gesture, making it spring up adorably. “I don’t know. I like the pack. But maybe Brian is right, maybe I should check out some of the others too. I’ve been invited to join the hunt with the Greater London pack next month. I’m thinking about it.” 
 “You should,” I encouraged, “but is there really a pack running around London every month? Surely someone would have noticed.” 
 “No, it’s all outside the city, don’t worry.” He paused for a moment. “You know… There is a pack not that far from here on Dartmoor. Maybe if I were to move closer? I love my family, but I’m eighteen now, and I’m thinking it might be time to get my own place soon. I don’t have to stay in London.” 
 He looked at me through lowered lashes, awaiting my response, and I think I audibly gulped. 
 “Don’t, Fletch. Don’t even suggest it, and don’t look at me like that!” 
 He sat back and his shoulders slumped. “I know. I know you’re right, but I just want to find a way to make this work, and I damn well can’t! I’ve been combing libraries and websites for situations like ours, trying to find a solution, and I’ve found nothing”—he slammed his cup down—“nothing good anyway.” 
 We stared at each other, sadly, until I dropped my eyes. 
 “I’m sorry,” he said, “I shouldn’t have come. It was stupid. All I want to do is spend the next hour holding you tightly. But we can’t. Being apart hurts, but being close to you hurts even more.” He sighed and got to his feet. “Thanks for the tea, but I think I should go before I say or do something we’ll both regret.” 
 I didn’t say anything but my eyes filled with tears. 
 Fletch pulled me to my feet and wrapped his arms around me. “Well, this sucks!” he said. 
 I clung to him for a long moment, enjoying the warm sensation that went all the way to my bones, then let go before I did anything stupid, like kissing him again. 
 As he started his car he wound down the window. “I’m not giving up, Em. We’re going to find a way around this, even if it means destroying life as we know it.” 
 Then he gave me a determined grin and he was gone. 
   



 
2. Supernatural suffering 
   

Bob thought I was being silly and melodramatic, but I felt horribly low after seeing Fletch, and my magic suffered as a result. 
 Two nights later I was with my aunt, Iris, and we were practicing fire magic. I was supposed to be igniting some paper in a crucible, but I couldn’t seem to get any heat generated. I rubbed my palms together as I had seen her do and tried it with a spell for extra power. 
   
 “I call upon the father sun 
 To send a flame to a worthy one 
 To light this paper and make a fire 
 And it harm none, so it is my desire.” 
   
 There was a sudden sparking in my palms, so I quickly directed them at the paper. 
 Iris peered over my shoulder. “Emily, is there any reason why there is a lump of ice in the crucible rather than ashes?” 
 “Sorry,” I mumbled. 
 “What’s up with your powers?” Her face was concerned. 
 “Nothing. They just never do what I want them to,” I said, trying to make out it was normal. 
 She turned me to look at her. “You made ice instead of fire. That’s pretty much the opposite of what you were trying to do. So what’s up?” 
 “I’m just… kind of missing Fletch. I can’t help wondering how bad could it be? I mean, if we bonded. I realise my magic might get too big for me to control, but couldn’t I just stop using magic or something?” 
 “Oh. I thought we’d moved on from Fletcher. You like him that much, that you want to give it all up for him?” 
 I nodded miserably. 
 Iris pursed her lips. “Maybe it’s time I told you how we really lost your mother.” 
 I sat bolt upright. My father had hinted that the story had a magical element and that he would tell me when the time was right. And I’d once heard him and Iris whispering about it, but I had never pushed it because it clearly upset them both. 
 “It was all my fault.” Iris cricked her neck and looked out of the window. “I was in a relationship with a man, Jack, who was bad news. Very bad news. Well, a demon from hell actually. But we were in love, that kind of obsessive love where you don’t think about the consequences. A lot of people will say that evil cannot love, but it just isn’t true. However he did also have an ulterior motive. What he didn’t tell me was that he had another form, an animal form—that he could transform into a jackal. So when we, um… Well, we bonded, and my witch bonded to his jackal and my fire power became incredibly strong. Even stronger than it is now, and I’m the most powerful Fire Witch I know of. I couldn’t contain it and I burned almost everything I touched. Jack took me down to Hell in the hope that I would use my powers to burn anyone who stood between him and more power. Your mother came down there to get me back. The fire was burning out of my control; it consumed Jack and wounded Serena. She just managed to get us back to your dad, before… well, you can see why he doesn’t really speak to me anymore. With Jack dead I went back to normal, and thankfully no one else was harmed. But at least the force of my fire power was unleashed on another plane of existence; I can only imagine how long it would have been before I was tried for witchcraft if it had happened here! I couldn’t use my powers again for a very long time after that, but you can’t ignore them forever. It’s who we are. So eventually I just had to learn to live with what happened, and the best thing I can do now for your mother is to make sure that something similar doesn’t happen to you.” She gave a shaky laugh. “And if that story doesn’t make you stay away from the boy then I guess nothing will!” 
 I quietly wiped away a tear. “Yeah, that’ll do it.” 
 Iris gave me a hug and then changed the subject. “So, at least ice is a new talent. Do you think you can repeat it?” 
 “I’ll try.” 
 Iris put the lump of ice in the sink and added some new pieces of paper to the crucible. 
 I tried to do everything exactly as before and even said the fire spell again. I was excited for a moment as I felt my hands crackle and the light came out of them. But when it cleared I wasn’t looking at a piece of ice. I was looking at a lump of what can only be described as faecal matter. 
 Iris put her hand over her mouth and giggled. “Well, we know how you’re feeling right now, and it rhymes with chit!” 
 I couldn’t help but smile as Lyra, her cat Familiar, backed away from the area in horror. 
 “Dog chit, if I’m not mistaken.” Lyra turned tail and ran from the smell. 
 “That pretty much sums it up.” I nodded. Then I took the bowl to the nearest bathroom to dispose of it. “I don’t think I should do anything more in this mood, do you?” 
 Iris shook her head. “That’s the trouble with being a Natural Witch. All your magic being tied to your emotions means that whatever you’re feeling translates into it. I just wish I could help. Are you sure you don’t want to join my Coven? They could help you a lot.” 
 “Sorry, Iris, it just isn’t my thing. All those older women getting naked and dancing around in the moonlight.” 
 “Well, do at least think about joining us just for the next full moon. Don’t forget that it’s on the 21st June, which is also Summer Solstice. It’s going to be a wonderful festival! There will be all kinds of religions and denominations getting together. I was thinking of travelling to Stonehenge, which will be the most powerful spot in the country, but I think I had better stay here with you. I doubt your father would let you go to such an enormous gathering anyway. It isn’t always the safest place to be, too many different brands of magic all coming together like that.” 
 Iris looked disappointed though. 
 “You should totally go. I’m not into all that stuff. I’ll probably just go to bed early.” 
 “Emily,” she looked shocked, “you have to at least celebrate the Solstice! It’s part of your heritage.” 
 “I’ll celebrate it,” I promised, “just not out there. I’m not ready.” 
 But the part of my heritage thing stuck with me. I felt like I had a foot in two different worlds. Average student by day, failing witch by night! 
   



 
3. Star Cross’d

   
 I did try to keep my two lives separate, but there were some areas that overlapped. For example, I couldn’t keep the details of my boy-drama a secret from my friends. 
 “What’s up, Em? You’ve been moody for days.” Verity said, at school on Thursday, in her usual forthright way. 
 “Nothing,” I picked at the lunch plate in front of me, then gave up and dropped my fork with a clatter. 
 “It’s clearly not nothing,” Kate touched my arm in an affectionate gesture. “Something’s bothering you. Why aren’t you saying, don’t we share everything?” 
 Oh boy, if only they knew how untrue that was! 
 I felt low, and decided that it was safe to talk about some of it, not the magic of course, but I really needed girlfriend support right now. If anyone would understand moping about a boy then it was other girls my own age. Iris was all mature about relationships because she’d had plenty of them, but I’d never had my heart broken and I wasn’t dealing with it well. 
 “It’s Fletch. That guy I met last year?” 
 “Right,” Verity nodded, “the one you dumped Sean for.” 
 “I didn’t dump Sean,” I protested, “it just fizzled out.” 
 “When you stop returning a guy’s calls, he gets the message, he got dumped.” I knew Verity was a bit annoyed with me about my lack of interest in Sean, because Sean is Matt’s best friend, and Matt is Verity’s boyfriend. I think she hoped it would work out so we could keep double dating, and I tried, I really did, but she was right, I just wasn’t that into Sean. Not once I’d met Fletch. 
 “Whatever, yeah,” I conceded, “I liked Fletch more, sorry.” 
 “So, are you and Fletch together or what? I thought you both decided it wasn’t worth it because of the distance?” Kate asked. 
 Was that what I’d said? I couldn’t remember. 
 “Oh please, that’s just an excuse. If you like someone you find a way, remember my boyfriend Franco from Italy? We kept that going for a year by email, until I found all those pictures of him on Instagram with other girls.” 
 I smiled, remembering how fervently Verity had claimed it was ‘true love’ after a brief holiday romance with Franco the Italian waiter. Not that it had actually been much of a romance considering she’d only been fourteen at the time and they’d kissed just once. But she’d had high hopes that he would wait for her to grow up. And to be fair to him, she’d also lied and said she was sixteen. I’d never have got away with it, but Verity developed rather early and her impressive chest clouds the judgement of many a boy. 
 “I’m not really sure that example makes your point, Vee,” Kate said. “Maybe if you had been nearer to each other you and Franco could have lived happily ever after, but the distance made it impossible.” 
 “Not to mention the fact he didn’t know you were totally underage.” I pointed out. 
 Verity airily waved our objections away. “My point was that we emailed, we made plans, we sent each other photos. I was committed. It’s just a shame he turned out to be scum. What a waste of a year.” She heaved a dramatic sigh. 
 “We have been emailing,” I confessed. 
 “So you are together?” Kate asked again. 
 I shook my head. “I’m not seeing anyone else, I don’t think he is either, but we’re not together.” 
 “Why ever not?” Verity threw her hands up in exasperation. “Don’t give me that distance crap, he lives in London, right? That’s only three hours from here. You could get together once a month at the very least.” 
 “It’s not just that, my dad doesn’t approve.” 
 “What dad does?” Verity countered, “especially with his only daughter and especially when the boy in question is a year older.” 
 “He won’t allow me to see Fletch, and Fletch’s parents have said the same.” 
 “That’s outrageous!” Kate looked mutinous and I could see she was thinking I should just do it anyway. But she didn’t know the whole story. 
 Verity put one hand to her heart and spoke in tragic tones, “From forth the fatal loins of these two foes. A pair of star-cross’d lovers take their life. Whose misadventured piteous overthrows. Do with their death bury their parents’ strife.”  
 She might just have been quoting Shakespeare but she had no idea how close to the mark it was. We were star-crossed indeed, fated to be kept apart. Either that or we would most certainly be risking death. And misadventure pretty much summed up my life since I’d become a witch. 
 “So, if you’ve been emailing, do you have a photo we can see? He’s handsome, isn’t he?” 
 “He’s gorgeous,” I said, staring out the window picturing his face. “He has hair the colour of chocolate, and his eyes are bright green like new moss.” 
 My fork rattled by itself on my plate as my emotions spiked just thinking about him, and I quickly clamped a hand over it. 
 “Very poetic. Are you sure he’s even real?” Verity narrowed her eyes, but I knew she was just teasing. “So, do you have a photo for us to swoon over?” 
 I shook my head. “I don’t want to ask for one, it would look needy.” And, he hadn’t asked for one of me either. Of course, my pictures were all over Facebook so he could probably find one if he wanted, whereas I’d searched every corner of the internet for signs of him, but he didn’t do social media at all and I’d found nothing. It was probably for the best anyway, if I had a photo then I’d have wasted away staring at it. And probably crushed it taking it to bed with me at night. Yeah, like that wasn’t totally sad! 
 “Needy is when you are still pining over a guy you haven’t seen in six months and who is very likely with someone else but just not telling you.” Verity said, pulling no punches. 
 “Actually, I saw him on Sunday,” I was stung into replying. 
 “What? And you’re just telling us this now?” Kate’s eyes boggled at me. 
 I gave a grimace, “Why else do you think I’ve been so moody all week? I saw him, it hurt, he left.” 
 “He told you he was too good looking to be straight and was shacking up with a man called Titus?” Verity guessed with a twinkle in her eye. 
 “He kissed you, it was magical and you knew he was the only boy in the world for you, but you still can’t be together?” Kate countered, always the more romantic of the two of them. 
 “Yeah, that,” I tilted my head towards Kate. “What she said.” 
 “No way! You kissed? So he really does still want to be with you?” 
 “I guess,” I fidgeted with my fork a bit more. 
 “Well, your parents can’t control you forever. Don’t give up. Who knows, maybe you’ll have to wait for a while, or maybe the stars will uncross. It will be a celestial event and the angels will sing a love song.” Verity waved her arms toward the sky, giving me a moment of fear that she knew what I was. She looked exactly like a witch worshipping the moon. But that was silly, it was just Verity being Verity. 
 “Enough about me, what about you and Matt? Do you still think he might be messing you around?” I changed the subject. 
 “Well, not exactly, but I went through his phone the other day and there is a girl that’s been sending him messages. So far his replies have been brief and not very interested, but …” 
 I tuned out at that point as I’d heard this ramble before. Verity was looking for trouble because she was the one losing interest. But my mind was still on what she’d said before about a celestial event. The Solstice was coming up and despite what I’d said to my aunt, I did actually want to celebrate it. All of the magic stuff might be new to me, but it was a part of me, and I couldn’t deny it, so I might as well embrace it. I wanted to use it to try to do something magical and extraordinary, but I didn’t want to make a total mess up of everything like I had on Halloween. 
 I just needed to think of something exciting and different to try, that was still completely safe. I had been toying with the idea of attempting levitation again. I knew it was technically possible because I’d done it the second time Fletch had ever kissed me. Though, given my luck, I would probably float too high and get sucked into the engine of a passing jet. 
 It would have been so good if my friends were also witches so we could try this stuff together. Little did I know, I was about to be offered exactly the opportunity I was hankering for. At least, it seemed that way… 
   



 
4. A wizard idea

   
 The answer to my wish came a week later. I was just doing my homework when my dad called me to the phone. 
 “It’s the Weird Wizard,” he whispered. 
 “The Welsh Wizard, Dad, not weird.” I smiled, thinking that weird wizard worked just as well. 
 “Hello?” I took the phone curiously. 
 “Emily. It’s Brian. How’s my favourite witch?” 
 “Hi, Brian. I’m good, thanks. I thought you didn’t use phones?”  
 “I can’t use a mobile phone, they don’t work around me for some reason. And I don’t like real phones because I can’t hear what people are thinking over the phone.” 
 Did I mention that Brian is psychic? He got his other name of Wolf Whisperer because he can understand animals talking using his mind-reading abilities, and so he can communicate with werewolves when they are in wolf form. 
 “Do you need to be able to hear what people are thinking?” It always sounded more like a curse than a gift to me. 
 “I’m afraid that one comes to rely on it. Especially when you want to see how best to get someone to do what you want them to.” I could hear an apologetic smile in his voice. 
 “Oh.” I didn’t really have an answer for that. 
 “But we can’t all be everywhere,” he continued, “and I wanted to ask you if you had any plans for the Solstice next month.” 
 “Not particularly. Why?” 
 “There is a gathering of witches near here. They are mostly young like you and new to the craft. I thought you might enjoy meeting up with others in your situation and sharing your stories, that kind of thing.” 
 “Real witches?” I brightened straight away. That was exactly the sort of thing I had been wanting. Other people more my own age who might be struggling just as I was, or who I could share spells and tips with. I had been online looking for other witches, but there was simply no way to know who genuinely could do magic among the millions of regular people who followed a belief system. 
 “Yes. Would you be interested in attending?” 
 “Uh…” I bit my lip and looked at my dad, who was pretending to be busy drying dishes. “Is Fletch going to be visiting you for the full moon? It’s just that he and I have to stay away from each other.” 
 Brian knew this full well. He was the one who told us the scary stories about the bondings of the past. But he had also secretly given me Fletch’s email address, and so it was possible that he might be trying to help us spend some time together. He probably didn’t know that Fletch’s visit the week before had only confirmed how much we had to keep our distance. 
 “No. Fletch isn’t coming next month. He’s decided to try a hunt with the Greater London Pack. I’m sure that will reassure your father.” 
 I looked at the phone suspiciously. Maybe he was downplaying how much he could pick up psychically? How else did he know that my dad was there thinking exactly that? 
 “And your aunt too,” he continued smoothly. “I know she would feel a lot better knowing that Fletch won’t be anywhere near here during your visit. That is, if you did decide to come…” 
 “I’ll have to ask, but yes, I’d love to. Can I call you back?” 
 ~ 
 So it was all arranged. I would take the train to Brecon and the wizard would pick me up. He would take me to a meet with the local “youth” Coven and then I would stay over at his house, before heading home the next morning. My dad wasn’t keen at first, but I know that Iris had a talk with him, and after that he seemed okay with it. 
 My dad knows I’m a witch now, and he understands everything that goes with it. He doesn’t like it much, but he’s trying. So long as it doesn’t involve Fletch, he’s mostly cool about me practicing magic and learning more. I’ve never been away from home though, unless you count school camp, but I talked his ear off about my excitement of meeting other young newbies like myself and he eventually conceded it was probably a good thing. 
 Iris was, if anything, more enthusiastic than me about my trip. She loaned me her white “maiden” dress to wear on the Solstice night, under the gorgeous velvet-lined robe that my dad had given me when I turned sixteen. And she even arranged a birdcage, for Bob to travel with me. Bob was completely unimpressed with the cage idea, but he conceded that he couldn’t really fly all that way just for a night and that it was impractical for him to go loose on the train. Leaving him behind just wasn’t an option, so he ungraciously agreed to the cage. 
 I don’t know if it was the blow of meeting up and it not being great, but Fletch and I only emailed once. It just seemed more painful to hear from him than not. I also didn’t tell him I was going to Wales. It somehow felt as if I was stamping on his territory without him, so I just kept my message light and breezy, and hoped that he understood why. 
 The month dragged, especially with some end of year exams at school. But finally the Summer Solstice rolled around, and Dad drove me to the station to get the early train out of Dremouth. 
 I’d been seriously focussed on trying to master my telekinesis. I figured it was my most impressive skill and quite rare as none of the other witches I knew of had that power, except maybe a very powerful Air Witch. I didn’t know what kind of witches I was going to be meeting up with. It had somehow seemed rude to ask. But I thought that moving objects without touching them was sure to make me look more powerful than I felt I was. Secretly I felt like a pretty useless witch most of the time. 
 I had avoided sharp objects (like the pen) in favour of large soft items, and I could now make my teddy bear stand up and wave. Not that I was taking a stuffed bear to the Coven meeting, that would be really embarrassing, but at least he couldn’t hurt me, and so far I had managed not to accidentally tear off one of his arms or anything. I would just have to find something else safe to move when the time came. 
 So with a last hug from my father, I boarded the train with Bob, and I set off feeling super excited about the night ahead. 
 But from the moment I arrived I knew something was wrong… 
   



 
5. Coven ready 
   
 The wizard had been quiet since he’d picked me up, and he wasn’t making eye contact with me. 
 The problem was that I didn’t want to worry about it too much because he could read my mind anyway. So he would already know what I was thinking. In which case, why wasn’t he reassuring me? 
 I knew he was a man who kept to himself, and that was okay; maybe he wasn’t used to making a lot of small talk. But on the other hand, he seemed far more uneasy than when we had last met. 
 I wondered if it had something to do with Fletch. Was there something that the wizard didn’t want to tell me? 
 Which would explain why he still wasn’t speaking even though my concerns must be coming through to him loud and clear. 
 Bob, too, seemed unsettled. But I think he was picking up on my concern rather than vice versa. 
 “Can I let Bob out now?” I asked, thinking that both Bob and I would feel more relaxed if we were in contact rather than with him in a cage. 
 “I’d rather you didn’t while I’m driving,” the wizard answered, still not taking his eyes off the road. 
 That was when it occurred to me that maybe he was just a nervous driver. He was probably concentrating too much on getting home safely to focus on my silly thoughts. 
 He only had a camper van for a car, which couldn’t be easy to navigate on these roads. We were getting further and further into the wilderness, passing through occasional small villages, but the hills around us were getting higher and I supposed that we must be passing from the Brecon Beacons into the Black Mountains. Finally we began to ascend up what can only be described as a dirt track, before going back down into an empty valley with only one house to be seen for miles. 
 I frowned slightly at how isolated it was. 
 “So where is the Coven meeting being held tonight?” I asked. 
 “Not far,” he said. “Some friends will come and collect us later.”  
 I puzzled over his use of the term “us”; he had previously given me the impression that it was all young people and the wizard was just going to drop me off there. 
 “I thought it was just other teenagers?” I said after it became clear that he still wasn’t reading my mind, or if he was then he still wasn’t answering my thoughts. 
 “Mainly,” he said, evasively in my opinion. 
 My concerns about his mood returned. Especially as he had now stopped the engine and was still not really looking me in the eye. 
 I climbed out of the camper and before he could say a word I let Bob out of his cage. Bob flew straight to my shoulder and gave the wizard a defiant stare. He and I were clearly of one mind about something being off. 
 The wizard gave an irritated look at Bob sitting on my shoulder, and then he seemed to shake it off and became all smiles again. 
 “Don’t look so worried, Emily. Just like you thought, I’m a bit of a nervous driver and it probably rubs off on everyone around me.” 
 So he had been able to read my mind during the journey. In which case…  
 I decided I had better stop thinking about it too deeply, seeing as how my thoughts weren’t private anyway. 
 “Let me give you a quick tour,” he said, “and then I’ll show you your room.” 
 He led me up to the solid wooden door of a farmhouse. The building itself wasn’t large, but there were several outbuildings, and an enormous barn, all set in a generous square around the courtyard, so it was quite impressive. 
 He didn’t use a key, he just pushed the door open. 
 “No one comes to visit, except the wolves, so there’s no point in locking it.” He smiled, reading my mind again. 
 His expression turned serious for a moment as we paused on the threshold. 
 “Just between you and me, Emily, I’m leaving all this to Fletcher. He doesn’t know, but should anything happen to me…” He paused for a long moment as if thinking about how much to say. “Should anything happen to me,” he repeated in a stronger voice, “then you can find my will behind the clock above the fireplace. Do you think you can remember that, Emily?” 
 He finally looked me directly in the eye, and I nodded warily. 
 “Thank you.” His expression returned to its usual one of amused interest in the world around him, and he ushered me into his kitchen. 
 It was a large and attractive space; lots of warm natural wood made up the cabinets and the kitchen table, and an old-fashioned arga gave off a cheerful heat as well, despite the fact that it was the middle of June and quite warm enough to have all the windows open. 
 “It runs on oil all year round,” the wizard said, pointing to the arga. “I haven’t turned it off in over twenty years. It’s a bugger to get going again if you do.” 
 I nodded absently, my eye drawn to a huge cauldron set in a massive stone fireplace. 
 “Do you brew?” I asked. k.1.2 
 “Yes, though not particularly successfully.” 
 I smiled, remembering all my own failed attempts at potions. Most of them came out an alarming dark grey, which bore no resemblance to the ingredients I’d put in. 
 “Don’t worry, little witch,” his eyes twinkled, “we all have our talents; and you already have more than most.” 
 I snorted slightly at this overstatement. “Not so that you’d notice it, but thanks anyway.” 
 He put his hand on my shoulder. “Do not underestimate how special you are. It is a very rare gift that you have.” 
 “For causing total mayhem whenever I cast?” I joked, not sure how to take his praise when I didn’t feel I had really done anything to earn it. 
 “Your skills are coming along, and your magic will get stronger and more stable with time,” he said, kindly. 
 Then we did a quick tour of the rest of the house, which was basic but homely. My bedroom was obviously a designated spare room. In contrast to the higgledy-piggledy furnishing of the other rooms it was immaculately tidy, and had flowery curtains and a matching bedspread. But just like all the other rooms it also contained an overflowing bookshelf, with old books crammed into every available space. 
 I dumped my bag on the bed and walked straight over to look at the books. 
 The wizard was clearly pleased. “Cicero once said that a room without books is like a body without a soul,” he told me. 
 “That’s cool,” I said, not willing to admit that I had no idea who Cicero was. 
 After that the wizard (whom I really must start calling Brian, because that’s his name) and I did some basic casting together. 
 We went outside and he showed me some trees he had planted, in a pattern similar to The Seven Sisters, a circle of trees near my home in Dremouth. 
 “I’ve been trying to create an energy centre, like the one you use. But there has been no decent magic done here to charge it up so to speak, so right now it is still just a circle of trees. And rather young trees at that.” 
 It was true, the trees only came up to my waist, and they were a circle of five rather than seven, but I thought they had plenty of potential. It felt like a good place, in a witchy way. 
 We wrote out some simple spells and I waved my wand around a bit and said them, but nothing really happened. So in the end we sat down in the middle and I showed him my use of the four elements. I managed to get a stick very hot, though I couldn’t get it to catch on fire. I created a wind only just strong enough to feel, but it did do an obvious lap of the circle space, which was quite gratifying; and then I failed to get any water out of the ground, but several worms crawled out instead, only to be eaten by Bob. I was a bit upset by that as I felt I had lured them to their deaths, but Bob told me not to be so sentimental about “creatures without the brains to stay away.” 
 After all that we went back into the house and Brian suggested that I go and get washed and dressed up for the evening ahead while he made us some dinner. 
 I put on my long white dress, and brushed my hair loose down my back before twisting flowers into it, as is Solstice tradition. Iris had given me garlands made of Ivy to go around my wrists and ankles and a moonstone necklace to connect me to the Goddess. 
 In a funny way I felt far more powerful wearing all the garb than I did in my regular clothes. Maybe that was why bishops and priests got all dressed up too. 
 I began to get really excited about meeting up with the teen Coven. But when I got downstairs, Brian had gone quiet and edgy again.  
   



 
6. Psychic sell out

   
 I wondered if he was somehow affected by the full moon. I didn’t really know what brand of magic he could wield. Was he merely a psychic? But if so, then why have the cauldron? Was he a Druid? His books suggested he was. On the other hand, they also seemed to suggest he was a history professor, so that wasn’t helpful. I wanted to ask him, but as he could read my thoughts anyway, I waited for him to tell me in his own time. 
 As I watched the huge summer moon rising out of the window I began to wonder about Fletch. How was he? Where was he? Had “the change” started yet? Was he also looking at the moon? Was he thinking about me? 
 “Not until about ten-thirty tonight,” Brian said randomly as he pulled some warm bread from the oven. 
 “What?” I asked, coming back to the present from my thoughts of Fletcher. 
 “The Change. It doesn’t happen until the moon is completely full, which is at about ten-thirty tonight.” 
 “Oh,” I thought a bit more about Fletch. “Tell me about the local pack, how it works, what they do?” It was really an excuse to imagine Fletch when he was with them, but it was also interesting. 
 “The Welsh Mountain Pack is made up of about forty wolves and they gather at the Alpha’s home each full moon. They come from anywhere up to a hundred miles away, but actually a lot of them live much closer than that because they like to be near their Alpha. He looks out for them and sorts out their problems, especially anything related to their condition. Some packs are very modern, especially those that are near a big city, but the pack here is very traditional. There’s a pecking order that’s established by instinctual dominance and there is no telling how dominant a person will be as a wolf until they become one.” 
 “Can you be born as a werewolf?” I asked. 
 “That’s a very interesting question. There have been records of born wolves but I’ve never been able to find any. For most it is still kept within the family though. Werewolf men will often ‘turn’ their sons when they come of age.” 
 “Not their daughters?” That didn’t seem very fair to me. 
 “Girls are much less likely to survive the turn for some reason. And yes, that is rather unfair. Unfortunately a lot of boys don’t make it either and it can be rather awful for the parent knowing that they effectively killed their own child.” 
 “Do they go to prison?” My eyes probably showed my horror. 
 The wizard shook his head. “No, you have to be in werewolf form to turn someone, and so their bodies quite clearly show all the signs of being savaged by an animal. Also quite a lot of werewolves work in law enforcement which helps smooth things over. I suppose the job appeals to the aggressive nature that the wolf instils in them even when they’re human.” 
 “Fletch isn’t aggressive,” I said, feeling mildly put out by the insinuation. 
 “Really? Didn’t he threaten your boyfriend last year?” 
 “He was in wolf form.” I pointed out. 
 “Yes, but they are the same person. He always carries the wolf inside him now. But you’re right, Fletch has a great deal of control now he’s made peace with his wolf and I know he’d never hurt anyone on purpose. It doesn’t mean he isn’t capable of it if he needed to be.” 
 I shrugged. I didn’t actually mind that idea. I couldn’t see anything wrong with getting aggressive when necessary, like protecting me for instance… 
 “How about turning their wives?” I said, curious for more information. 
 “Surprisingly rare, actually. Werewolves mate for life, but they can live a long time, so when their wives die they can find a new mate. It would seem that rather a lot of male werewolves are not too upset about the prospect of having a new younger wife.” 
 I tutted but gave a reluctant smile at that one. “Humph, typical!” 
 But then I got a horrible image of an older Fletch marrying a young and pretty wife and I stopped smiling. 
 I needed to quit thinking about him all the time, but since seeing him a month earlier it was harder than ever to stop. Especially being here, where I knew he visited regularly. I wondered if he usually slept in the same bedroom I was now in. Where was he right now? Was he a couple of hundred miles away in London? Somehow he felt nearer, but maybe that was just because I always thought of him at full moon.  
 I stared out the window as I remembered the night when he had been in a coma and he’d sensed me at his bedside even though his consciousness had been in his wolf, and I wondered again if we had maybe bonded a tiny bit already. Sometimes I felt like I could tell when he was thinking about me, and then just minutes later I would get an email from him. Was that really just a coincidence? 
 “Everyone is a little bit psychic,” Brian said, setting my plate down. “Some people are just more in tune with it than others; parents, for instance, get a feeling if their child is in danger. You and Fletch just happen to have strong feelings for each other, so yes, if you are feeling in a receptive mood then you occasionally pick up on him thinking about you and vice versa. It’s not uncommon; have you never noticed that sometimes you know who is on the phone before you answer it?” 
 “Always. I have caller ID,” I said, with a grin. 
 He rolled his eyes. “That sort of thing is dulling society, making people less in tune with quite standard low-level psychic ability.” 
 We ate our meal while Brian filled me in on other everyday skills that people had and often overlooked, like sensing the mood of a stranger standing near to us, or sensing physical illness in people who didn’t even know they were sick, or being able to see the spirit of an elderly relative slipping away and knowing the end was near, yet not really acknowledging it. 
 Now I thought about it, I realised he had a point. When we were little kids my friend Verity had become weirdly clingy with her older brother several months before anyone realised his kidneys were failing. But thankfully a doctor had spotted it and he was fine now; and Verity had quickly stopped shadowing him everywhere he went. And there was the time when my dad suddenly insisted we go to see my grandpa who had been ill for months and months, and then he died shortly after we arrived. Dad had been with him at the end, instead of at the beach where we had planned to go that day. 
 Brian and I were just finishing dinner when there was a knocking at his front door. 
 “Ah, that will be our ride,” he said. “Are you all ready?” 
 “Yes.” I picked up my bag of supplies and went to get my cloak while Brian opened the door. 
 Two fairly large men stepped in, and for some reason both of them gave me the creeps. Plus they were in their late twenties and not really what I was expecting. At first I thought that maybe it might be the parent of one of the other teens, but these men both looked too young to have kids my age, and too old to be part of the Coven that Brian had told me I’d be meeting. 
 The first of the men turned to me with a warm smile and held out his hand. “So, you must be Emily, I’ve heard a lot about you.” 
 I shot Brian a nervous glance. We were only allowed to expose our powers to other paranormals. He nodded encouragingly, so I took the hand offered to me and shook it politely. 
 I felt a tingly shock go up my arm and jumped in surprise. Fletch had told me that it always happened the first time when one paranormal touched another, kind of like a warning system or perhaps as a sign of kinship, I wasn’t sure. But he’d also said it wouldn’t happen with your own kind, which meant that whatever this man was, he wasn’t a witch. So definitely not part of the Coven. 
 “What are you?” I asked, feeling that I’d had enough of being kept in the dark. 
 The man looked towards the wizard. “Maybe we should cut to the chase, Wolf Whisperer?” 
 Brian began to act panicked, which made me start to back away from the stranger. 
 Suddenly I knew that Brian was using his gifts to talk to the man inside his head, just as he had done with me in the past when he wanted our conversation to remain private. 
 The man began to look around the room, his eyes finally settling on Bob, who was perched on the table. 
 “Get the bird,” he commanded the second man. “Whatever you do, don’t let it escape.” 
 Bob rose into the air with a squawk. 
 “Stay away from him!” I said in the most threatening voice I could manage. 
 The man moved fast, grabbing me and pulling my arms behind my back. He made a motion to Brian, who said, “Sorry, Emily, we can’t risk you doing any magic just now,” and he handed the man some rope. 
 I looked at him in horror. Guilt was written all over his face.  
 “What’s going on?” I said, my voice wobbly at the apparent betrayal. But Brian stared at the floor and said nothing. 
 Bob began to attack the man who held me. He was a serious force when he wanted to be, pecking at the man’s head, clawing close to his eyes. The man swore loudly, and shook me. 
 “Call off your bird, or so help me I’ll wring his neck.” 
 I said nothing because Bob actually seemed to be winning. But then the man grabbed a handful of my hair, yanking my head back, and addressed Bob instead. “Stop it, you overgrown budgie, or I’ll permanently damage this pretty face.” 
 Bob flapped in midair for a second and then rose and perched on top of a Welsh Dresser, far out of reach of the men. 
 “Emily?” Bob waited for my orders. 
 “Just stay safe,” I told him, before I was frogmarched out the door. 
 “You were supposed to keep him contained. He can’t be allowed to go for help,” the horrid man shouted, turning on Brian. 
 Brian shut the door firmly. “What does it matter now? There are no doors or windows open, he can’t get out of the house.” 
 “You’ll be sorry if he does. Get the witch in the van.” 
 A large white van was parked outside with its back doors open. Brian climbed in first, then I was pushed in and after that the second man followed. The first man slammed the doors and then went round to the driver’s door and climbed in. Seconds later the van started and we were bumping along the road to who knows where. 
   



 
7. Pack mentality 
   
 I sat on one side of the van on a long leather seat, my wrists still bound behind my back, and glared at Brian. 
 My instinct was to start crying and begging, but what they didn’t know, and I was very careful to try not to think about, was that I could still sense Bob close by. His presence was calming me. Wherever we were going right now, he was coming too, and he was feeling very angry and determined. I didn’t know how he’d escaped the house, but he was flying along just outside and our bond was as strong as ever. 

We drove for almost half an hour in silence before I couldn’t take it anymore. 
 “So are you going to tell me what’s going on?” I asked, trying not to show how scared I was, and to distract my mind from thinking of Bob. 
 “She might as well know everything now,” Brian said to the man beside him, who looked mutinous for a moment and then eventually conceded with a nod. 
 Brian looked at me apologetically. 
 “The man driving the van is called Hywel. He’s the local Alpha. The leader of the Black Mountain Pack. This is Trefor, his second.” 
 I ignored Trefor and kept my stony eyes on Brian. 
 “Fletch told Hywel about you. He didn’t mean to say anything that would put you in danger, but he doesn’t know Hywel well enough to know how ambitious he truly is.” 
 “Careful,” growled Trefor, obviously taking exception to Brian’s bad-mouthing his Alpha. 
 Brian sighed. “I’m saying nothing but the truth, Trefor; don’t forget that I can hear his thoughts. Hywel wants to become the most powerful Alpha in Britain, and he believes he can use Emily to achieve this.” 
 Trefor’s lip curled at Brian, baring his teeth for a moment in a rather wolf-like gesture, and I remembered that we were very close to the time of the change. I shifted a little further away from Trefor. 
 Brian looked unfazed and continued to me, “Hywel plans to bond with you. His wolf to your witch. I’m afraid he is aware of the fact that it will make him extremely powerful.” 
 I gave Brian a disgusted look. “But he can’t bond with me without my permission. You can’t force it, it has to be a meeting of minds, right?” 
 “Normally yes. But there are many forces at play tonight that you don’t yet understand. Hywel is not just a werewolf; his grandmother was a powerful witch, and he has some magic in his blood. Combine that with the fact that it is the Solstice tonight—he can use the Solstice magic to enhance his own, and then double up again by having the ceremony take place at a stone circle that is almost five thousand years old. Think about how your Seven trees contain power and then imagine that but far, far greater. I’m sorry, Emily, but I think all that combined magic will easily overcome your lack of willingness. A full moon on the Solstice is very special; as long as he does the ceremony tonight then I am sure he will succeed.” 
 I thought about that for a minute. I didn’t know enough about magic yet to understand things like how a Solstice was significant, so I had to take his word for it. I tried to remember what Hywel had looked like in the brief time I’d met him. Rough was the word that sprang to mind, both in looks and in temper. He was somewhere between twenty seven and thirty perhaps, and had looks some women might find attractive, very brawny. But he hadn’t made any effort with his appearance, and had definitely needed a shower and a haircut. I suppose that being the pack Alpha meant that he didn’t need to try to impress anyone, he was clearly powerful and respected. I felt hopelessness rise up for a moment, then I remembered that I could be powerful too, sometimes. He might be able to take away my choice about bonding his wolf to my witch, but if he wanted me for his side-kick then he was going to have to be nicer. I wouldn’t meekly help him. 
 But this was the same man that Fletch had told me he didn’t like or trust, I simply couldn’t just give in and accept it. I had to fight it all the way. 
 “Fine. So he can force me to bond with him. But aren’t you forgetting something else? He isn’t the only one who will become really powerful. You said that if I bonded with Fletch my own powers would become so great that I would be a danger to everyone and everything. What’s to stop me from blasting him to kingdom come?” 
 Brian gave me a sad smile. “Werewolf magic will stop you. They have a magic of their own. Not like yours, but a very old and deep magic in their blood. When a wolf takes a mate they create a magical bond between them that can never be broken. They are completely unable to be unfaithful or harm each other in any way. Wolves mate for life, you see.” 
 “I’m not mating with him!” I shrieked. 
 “No, no, it’s not like that.” Brian flapped his hands. “The mating bond is just another ceremony. Intimacy does of course strengthen the bond, but it is not strictly necessary. In werewolf terms it is more like a marriage, it’s a wedding ceremony, an exchange of vows.” 
 Marriage? Oh boy… 
   



 
8. Driven to danger

   
 “No,” I said obstinately. There was no way on earth that I was ever going to consider Hywel as my husband. He was at least ten years older than me, for a start, and secondly, my dad would go totally ballistic at the very idea of it. 
 “Sorry, Emily, I’m afraid that, once again, Hywel can use the power of the Solstice to force the issue. His grandmother was a moon practitioner and his magic will be strong tonight.” 
 My eyes finally filled with tears. I couldn’t bear the idea of being mated to Hywel when I was in love with Fletch. Did that mean that he and I could never be together after that? Not that we could anyway, but at least before we had made the choice to stay apart. 

I’d run to Fletch anyway, there isn’t enough magic in the world to take away how I feel. I told myself fiercely. 
 Except that if Brian was right then werewolf magic would make it impossible for me to be unfaithful to Hywel. I felt sickened by the thought. 

Great. Married to a man I hate and unable to hurt him. At least it also meant he’d be unable to hurt me either. But if I was going to become really powerful then how would he cope with that? Keep me locked away? I couldn’t see my Dad or Fletch accepting that, but would they have any choice? 

I would have a choice. I was a witch, damn it! I would never stop making a total nuisance of myself. If I couldn’t physically hurt Hywel then maybe I could use my magic to cause havoc in his pack. Or would I just want to please him because of the bond? Yuk! 
 But, what about the fact that bonding would also make him my Familiar? Wouldn’t he have to do as I say? That was worth considering. 
 And I wasn’t the only witch, there were others who would come to my aid, Iris’s Coven for a start. And Iris, she would kill him for this! I’d like to see him try and fight her fire-power. 
 A smile curved my lip at that and Brian frowned at me as if suggesting that I would be wise not to share those thoughts. 
 I really wished I had a Coven of my own so that I could discuss all these issues with someone who wasn’t going to turn on me. I’d genuinely thought Brian was a friend to me and Fletch. 
 “So there never was any Coven meeting?” I asked, as the full force of his betrayal hit me. 
 “No, I’m sorry.” 
 “So you keep saying. Then why are you doing this?” 
 “I want to become a werewolf. Hywel has promised to bite me in return for my help.” 
 “That’s it? That’s all you want, to be bitten? Why didn’t you just ask Fletch?” 
 Brian shook his head. “It isn’t that simple. A werewolf has to attack you to a point near death. It isn’t pretty. Also, the majority of people don’t survive the turn. Less than one in three live. I have seen into Fletcher’s heart. He does not have what it takes to nearly kill someone on purpose, and he would not be able to walk away mentally unharmed if I died. He is a kind boy. Hywel is quite able to do what it takes, and he will shed no tears if I don’t make it. I’m an old man, Emily, the chances are great that I will not survive the turn. Most who turn are young and strong. I can’t put that burden on Fletcher, and he would not be able to do it even if I asked.” 
 “You want it that badly then? Enough that you would ruin my life, and probably his too by allowing this?” 
 Brian looked down at his sandals, clearly ashamed.  
 “Yes,” he said, quietly. “There wasn’t much I could do to stop it anyway. It was Fletcher who told the Alpha about your powers. Hywel already knew what it meant. His grandmother was in love with a local werewolf here, and she told him all the stories. He believes he can achieve what she could not, that he can use magic to make it safe for him.” 
 “I thought men couldn’t be witches?” 
 “He isn’t, but it’s still in his blood, so he can harness the magic of the full moon and the stone circle.” 
 “And you sent Fletch away so that he wouldn’t stop it from happening?” 
 “I sent Fletch away because I know he would have tried to stop it, and then Hywel would have killed him. Fletch would not have been able to submit to Hywel, not when it came to you. Despite how young you both are, his wolf does seem to have already chosen you and he has quite a dominant wolf. Not that it dominates Fletcher but that it won’t allow another wolf to dominate him easily. No matter how level-headed Fletch is, his wolf is a part of him and it would fight to the death to prevent you from bonding with another unless you chose to. He has, unfortunately, already made it clear that he is unwilling to commit his fealty to Hywel. Wolves are very territorial and Hywel is the most dominant wolf in Wales. He would not allow Fletch to challenge him over you and then let him live. That is their way.” 
 “Oh.” I couldn’t think of anything to say to that. I supposed that I should just be glad that Fletch wasn’t going to get ripped apart by the Alpha, and by the time he knew about me it would be too late to change it anyway. Somehow I couldn’t see him letting it go though. Fletch was going to be furious! 
 “You’re right, he won’t let it go even when you are bonded to another. If you want him to live then you will have to make sure you don’t see him again. I mean it, Emily. Hywel is far stronger, he’s an Alpha, he has the power of the pack bolstering his own strength.” 

Never see Fletch again? The idea broke my heart. But Fletch would fight for me and that was bad. Brian was right. The only thing I could do to protect him would be to keep well away from him. 
 I just felt so sad that I hadn’t kissed Fletch one last time. I couldn’t help thinking that I’d never even told him I was in love with him, and now I never could.  

Oh Fletch, I wish you were here!


 


“Emily?” I heard Fletch answer. 

 




 
9. Caged conundrum

   
 I sat bolt upright with shock. I could have sworn I just heard Fletch’s voice in my head. But how was that possible? 
 Brian’s eyes snapped to mine, and I remembered that he could hear my thoughts.  
 “It wasn’t really his voice,” I told myself firmly inside my head, “just wishful thinking.” 
 Brian relaxed a little, though he continued to look slightly suspicious. 
 I dropped my head and sat for a while in silence. No one was going to come and rescue me, but I wasn’t totally powerless. I wanted to try to figure out a way to get myself out of the situation, but I also didn’t want to follow that train of thought with Brian reading my mind. So, for the moment, I concentrated only on Fletch. Trying to visualise a nice life for him, without me in it. Visualisation is supposed to be positive energy. But then I visualised myself kicking Hywel in the groin. I thought I heard Brian stifle a chuckle, but I didn’t look at him. 
 Eventually, the van jerked to a stop and the back doors were opened.  
 Hywel beckoned us out. “We’ll have to walk from here. The stone circle isn’t far, but there is no road to it.” 
 I climbed out as best I could with my hands tied. I couldn’t help checking the sky for some sign of Bob. I could feel his presence; it was a very real comfort as the evening light got dimmer. I couldn’t see him, but actually it wasn’t all that dark. It was the shortest night of the year, and still practically daylight even though the full moon already hung huge and bright just in front of us. 
 I noticed Brian also checking the sky and looking worried. I hadn’t been careful enough with my thoughts, and he obviously knew I was sensing Bob. But interestingly, he didn’t share that with Hywel and Trefor. Perhaps he was afraid they wouldn’t follow through on their promise to try to turn him if they knew he had failed to keep his end of the deal? 
 I looked around me. We were about three quarters of the way up a hill, and had stopped at a natural plateau that was clearly used as a car-park for tourists during the day. Two young men stood nearby, as though on guard, but they both looked away as I saw them. I had to assume they worked for Hywel. No, not worked for him, they were probably werewolves from his pack. 
 There was a wooden hut on a grassy verge that was possibly a ticket booth or a storage shed, and the area around us had been laid with rough gravel. I saw information signs too, but didn’t have time to read them. From there a path led upwards until it flattened out again as though someone had sliced the top of the hill off like a boiled egg. Right in the centre was a magnificent stone circle. 
 I kept tripping on the ruts of the dirt track that served as a path, and Brian had to help me in places, but I couldn’t take my eyes off the stones of the circle ahead. They just looked so ancient and unmoving. Like the world would end and they’d still be standing. I’m sure it was a lovely and magical place during the day, but here, in the weird twilight hours, the stones took on a deeper sense of being and I felt like I could have easily been transported through time and not even noticed. I could almost hear the chanting of pagans past, feel their devotion to their deities as they gathered around the stones. 
 Then I saw them… the ghosts.  
 It was like the time I had gone to the graveyard on Halloween, there were ghosts inside the circle. 
 I gulped, feeling an icy tingle go down my spine. I looked at Brian, Hywel and Trefor, but none of them seemed to be aware of them. How could they not at least feel them even if they couldn’t see them? Fear danced through me as I focussed on the pale features of the spectres. Then very slowly the nearest turned to look at me. I quickly ducked my head and stared at my feet, not willing to make eye contact with it. 
 I’d first seen my house ghost, Peter, appear in my bedroom the night I got my powers. But he hadn’t known I could suddenly see him until I’d screamed my head off. And when I’d spoken to a groundskeeper ghost at the cemetery I’d had to address him several times before he realised I was actually talking to him. Which meant that the ghosts didn’t know that I could see them. But my experience at the cemetery had also taught me that ghosts were aware of my magic. They could sense my power and were drawn to me. The cemetery ghosts had scared the life out of me, and these didn’t look any less scary. 
 I kept my head turned away from them, trying to block out the chilling energy coming from them. If things went wrong tonight I could be trapped here with them forever. An eternity of cold and pain… I swayed, feeling suddenly dizzy and like I was about to fall into black darkness.  
 No! I would not faint. I knew the ghosts couldn’t hurt me, I wasn’t of their world and nothing would go wrong. But their presence made the past feel even more real in this ancient place. It was a powerful place, but bad things had happened here, lots of bad things, I could feel it. 
 Only the large group of people milling about in modern-day outfits kept me grounded in the present. 
 I briefly thought about calling out for some help, but instantly realised that these people would all be Hywel’s wolves too. They would be absolutely loyal to him. So I kept my head down and followed Hywel and Trefor obediently right into the circle. And there, in the very centre, was a cage. It was fairly simple with metal bars, and about six feet square inside. I was going to feel like an animal in a zoo. Come and look at Hywel’s exotic new pet, she likes eating gummy bears. 
 “In,” Hywel commanded me. 
 I tilted my head at him, keeping my anger well in check even though I wanted to slap him for humiliating me like this. 
 “You know,” I said, trying to keep my tone conversational, “if you want me for your bride then this isn’t a very good way to start the marriage. You could at least try being a little nicer. Like, pretend to care about my well-being and comfort?” 
 He sneered at me. “I don’t expect or want you to like it. Modern society has made women think they should have a choice, but it has ruined them instead. You will be mine because it serves my purpose. That is all you are good for.” 
 I stared at him with my mouth open. I mean, what kind of stone age misogynistic claptrap was that? 
 I put as much fury as I could into my glare and said, “I want you to know that even if you succeed in bonding with me, I will never allow you to touch me.” 
 He reached out and grabbed my chin, jerking my head roughly as he brought his face close to mine. 
 “Compared to me you are a child. I promise, little girl, that you hold absolutely no physical appeal for me.” 
 A huge wave of relief went through me at that. Some men would think it was okay to have a sixteen-year-old girlfriend, or wife or whatever, but it was good to hear that Hywel didn’t feel that way. I did wonder whether to be a tiny bit put out that he wasn’t even remotely attracted to me, I’m not actually a child, I do have some small curvage after all, but then I shook my head. Way better for him to think of me that way. 
 Hywel shoved me into the cage and then turned and walked away. Brian hurried after him, still avoiding my eye. 
 I watched them walk down the far side of the hill to where a fire burned and long tables had been set out. Like a mediaeval feast or something. 
 I could hear Hywel shouting at various people as he issued instructions about the timing of the ceremony. It seemed as though he was going to wait right up until the moon was full. But wasn’t that when they all turned into werewolves? 
 “How will he perform the magic if he is in wolf form?” I asked Trefor, who had remained behind. 
 Trefor had barely spoken to me since we’d met at Brian’s so I was unsure if he would answer now. But his face displayed disgust at my ignorance and he obviously couldn’t resist showing off Hywel’s prowess. 
 “He’s an Alpha, he can become a wolf whenever he likes and he only transforms if he wants to. He’ll do the bonding with you in human form, then his inner wolf can cement it if he chooses to allow him out.” 
 “What? Cement it how? What does that mean?” I suddenly wondered if Hywel meant to bite me. Wasn’t that how a lot of wolves lost their mate? The instinct to bite them once they were bonded? 
 But Trefor was done talking. He turned the key on my cage with a vicious twist and then totally ignored me, walking away to join the others. 
 If Hywel allowed his wolf to bite me then the chances were that I’d die from it. Which would be a total waste of all the effort he’d gone to in bonding with me. So, I had to assume that he had enough control to resist. Maybe being an Alpha helped with that. 
 I waited until I couldn’t see Trefor anymore then looked up at the sky. 
 “Bob?” I called quietly. 
 He came out of the sunset like a bullet, straight through the bars, and landed on my arm. 
 “I’m here, Mistress. Are you okay? What can I do?” 
 “Are you okay? How did you get out?” 
 “Straight up that big chimney. Bit obvious I thought, I’m surprised the wizard didn’t think of it.” 
 “Hmm, maybe he did,” I said thoughtfully. I had the strongest impression that Brian wanted his bite but didn’t really want me to bond with Hywel. Maybe he had some plan to make sure we both got out of here with what we wanted? But he hadn’t said so, not even quietly in my head, so for now he was very much the bad guy. 
 “Bob, do you think you might be able to get these ropes off my wrists? I don’t like being tied up, it makes me feel powerless.” 
 In response, Bob fluttered around to my back and landed on my fingers, which really hurt as his claws were sharp, but apart from sucking in a breath, I didn’t complain. I felt him begin to pull at the rope with both his talons and his beak. 
 “Ow!” I squeaked, as he accidentally scratched me hard enough to draw blood. 
 “I’m sorry, mistress.” Bob flew back to my shoulder. “They are too tight for me to manage. I think you need human hands, or perhaps teeth like a rat.” 
 He looked miserable at not being able to help me and I butted him with my nose to show it was fine. “Never mind, it was worth a try.” 
 Bob cocked his head. “So how will we fight them, Mistress? Can you not do any magic with your hands tied?” 
 “I don’t know, but I don’t think so. It usually comes out of my hands if I’m not holding a wand, and my wand is back at the wizard’s house with my bag. I’ll see if I can think up a useful spell and try to make it work. In the meantime, I hate to ask you, Bob, because it’s a long way, but do you think you could fly home and tell Iris what’s going on? She’s the best hope I have of getting out of this.” 
 “But she’s not at home, Mistress. Didn’t she say she was going to Stonehenge on Salisbury Plain?” 
 “Oh.” My legs finally buckled under me and I sat down hard on the grass. “I forgot about that. I guess it’s too far to go.” 
 Bob clicked his beak a couple of times as though weighing up the options. 
 “No, Mistress, it’s not really much further than home as the crow flies. Which I do. But it is a long way to either, about two hundred miles in fact, and it would take me at least a couple of hours even going flat out. Plus it would be far more than a couple of hours back again with her. It isn’t practical, Mistress. It would be over before she got here. And I ain’t leaving you, neither!” 
 “Please, Bob, if you can manage it then could you go? If anyone can sort this out it’s Iris. I don’t know of any other witches as strong as she is.” 
 “I know one,” Bob said, rubbing his head against my cheek in a rare affectionate gesture. 
 I swallowed a tear. “Thank you, sweetie. I’ll try and come up with a kick-arse spell to get out of this myself. But please, please could you go for backup?” 
 “Oh, alright then!” he agreed grumpily. “But I don’t like leaving you.” 
 “I know, I wish you didn’t have to, my magic would be stronger with you here; but I don’t know how else to get a message to Iris.” 
 “A message! That’s the answer. Send her a message on your techno-phone.” 
 I very nearly laughed at Bob’s description of sending a text on my mobile, except I couldn’t manage a laugh at that moment. 
 “It’s back at the wizard’s house, Bob. With everything else.” 
 “Well, that’s a darn sight closer than Salisbury, Mistress. Might even get your message to her in time to stop this. I’ll go and get what I can carry. Probably need to make a couple of trips though. I’ll see if I can scare up some of the local birds to help me.” 
 I suddenly felt a little more hopeful. “Bob, you are truly amazing. I’m so grateful to have you.” I kissed the top of his head and he went all bashful for a moment. 
 “Well, we can’t have a werewolf becoming your new Familiar, especially without your permission! Sooner I go, sooner I’ll be back. It will take me some time, but call if you need me to drop everything and come fast.” 
 “I will. Thank you, Bob, and good luck.” 
 “You too, Mistress. Stay strong.” Then he flew up and disappeared into the gathering darkness. 
 I remained sitting on the grass and started to work on the most powerful and angry spell my poor poetry skills could master. I would teach myself something off by heart, and then I was going to blow that werewolf and his pack back to the Dark Ages for daring to kidnap me! 
 As long as I didn’t accidentally blow myself up first… 
   



 
10. Dead advice 
   
 As the sun dipped behind the hill, it began to get darker and I noticed something I hadn’t seen before. The ghosts in the stone circle were drifting very slowly toward me, as if curious. There were three of them. I began to back away, but there was nowhere to go.  
 Then I suddenly realised what ghosts could mean. It could mean dead bodies! I closed my eyes to try and think and also to avoid letting them know I could see them. Plus it was really scary having them all around me. 

Think, Emily. How can I use them to help me?

 In the past I had once reanimated the dead, and I now had a flashback of a witch from Iris’s Coven saying to me, “It may come in useful one day to have your very own undead army, you never know.”

 Well, it would be pretty useful right now! The tricky bit was whether I could actually pull it off. It had been completely accidental when I’d ‘revived’ a load of dead men and created a zombie horde.  
 Was the word horde? That didn’t sound right. A cluster of zombies? A herd of zombies? Yes, maybe. Anyway, they had obeyed my every command so I guess I sort of herded them.  
 But it had been a total accident when I had awoken them and it had taken the combined power of a Coven to undo it. 
 Then again, if Hywel could access the power of the Solstice and the full moon and the stone circle then couldn’t I do it too? Of course, I had no way of knowing what the stone circle was actually for, but there was still the moon and the Solstice. Except I also didn’t have a clue about how to harness whatever magic was in a Solstice. 
 “Witches. If only I had some witches.” I groaned to myself. 
 “I am a witch,” came a strangely accented voice from beside me. 
 My eyes flew open and I found myself looking at the ghost of a woman. It was hard to tell with her ghost form but she seemed about the same age as my dad, yet elegant and dressed in a long white shift a bit like mine.  
 “You are a witch too, are you not?” she spoke again. “You must be, I saw you, you see us.” 
 Great, so much for pretending I was oblivious to them. I’d clearly given myself away from the moment I’d arrived. 
 “Yes. Why are you here?” I asked her. 
 “A long time ago this place was used for human sacrifice. A death like that usually creates a ghost.” 
 I felt a horrible tingle go up and down my spine. “Yeah, I can see how murder would create unfinished business, but everyone responsible is long gone, so why are you still here? I don’t think I’m going to be able to help you move on.” 
 She gave a sad smile. “No. We are trapped here now, forever.” 
 “That’s horrible, I’m so sorry,” I said, feeling a bit lame. 
 The ghost woman gave a shrug, “There are worse places to be. It is peaceful and it is beautiful.” 
 “Then what do you want from me?” There were three of them and they were all around my cage now and I was starting to feel cold and edgy being so close to them. 
 “Just to be seen.” 
 “Oh.” I made a point of looking at each of them and giving a smile that probably looked more like a grimace as I acknowledged them individually. “Um, I don’t suppose you can help me, can you?” 
 “We have no power anymore. I can not do witchcraft as a ghost.” 
 “But you have knowledge, do you think you could tell me how to use the power of the Solstice or the stone circle?” 
 The ghost looked thoughtful. “Yes, that is possible. The Solstice makes everything more powerful. While the moon is up your magic will flow easier. The stone circle is harder, you must offer it blood to harness it.” 
 I blanched slightly. I’m not great with blood. Then a scary thought hit me. I knew now how the ‘bonding’ ceremony was going to be done against my will. With my blood. How much would he take? Could it actually kill me? At least I had someone who might know. 
 “The werewolf Alpha wants me to bond with him tonight. I assume he’s going to give my blood to the stones to force the mind meld?” 
 She nodded, confirming my fears. “Your blood and his too, soaked together into the power of the stones, creates an unbreakable and eternal bond.” 

Ew! I didn’t want to consider words like eternal and unbreakable when it came to me and Hywel. 
 “So, not enough to actually kill me?” He surely wouldn’t risk making himself weak by losing lots of blood? 
 “No. A bonding is a simple enough spell. It does not require the ultimate sacrifice.” 
 Yes, it was simple, which was the only reason I had been able to pull it off in the past. Mastering any kind of big magic was another matter entirely. Although… I did apparently have the power for some pretty big magic, like raising the dead and dividing Fletch’s soul; except that I’d only ever done it by accident. 
 “So, if I give the stones some of my blood, will I be able to use their magic to enhance my own?” 
 The ghost nodded. “You can use it like any circle you cast yourself.” 
 It struck me for the first time that witches had been casting circles in much the same way as I did for who knows how many centuries. It was like I was part of something much older and much bigger than what I knew. It was an odd notion to get my head around. 
 “Okay, let me see if I’ve got this right. My blood will activate the stone circle, and the fact it is a Solstice makes all my magic more powerful?” 
 “Not quite, the Solstice makes your magic easier to work with, your power is your own.” 
 “Easier?” I gave a puzzled frown. 
 “It takes effort to work magic, you must gather it and push it outward, but tonight it is more… what is the word… fluid?” The ghost tried to explain. 
 “But the moon makes me more powerful, doesn’t it?” I remembered the feeling of the moonlight on my skin when I had undone my revive spell, and how I had felt stronger at that moment. 
 “Yes, you can draw down the moon, but unless you are well versed in moon magic then you must wait for her to reach her zenith to gain full access to that power.” 
 “Her zenith? What’s that? Do you mean when it becomes full?” 
 The woman inclined her head in response. 
 “Damn, that’ll be too late, it’s the same time that Hywel wants to perform our bonding ceremony.” 
 I chewed my lip thinking it over. “Okay, let me see if I’ve got this right: If I can get my blood on the stones then I have a circle, and my magic should be easier to work with tonight. But I can only rely on what power I already possess? I guess I’m just going to have to hope that it’s enough. Except I can’t do any magic with my hands tied behind my back.” 
 The ghost pursed her pale lips. “Why not?” 
 I bit back my exasperation. “Because I don’t know how else to do it. I’ve been a witch for less than a year and I’m not very good at it yet.” 
 “What type of witch are you?” She asked. 
 I understood this question, because there are actually several kinds of witches, though I didn’t know them all yet. But I knew about Elemental Witches, they’re the ones that can access one of the four elements of fire, water, air and earth. My aunt was a Fire Witch and could do just about anything with that element, but absolutely nothing with any of the others. I also knew about Hedge Witches, which is what my paternal grandmother was, which meant she was good with nature and plants and medicinal herbs, that kind of thing. The only other sort I’d heard of was a Kitchen Witch, which my mother had been before she died. She had been excellent at brewing. I wasn’t sure about other sorts, but I did remember that there was a witch in my aunt’s Coven who was good at working with ghosts, and I wondered if that was another kind of witchcraft. Maybe when all this was over I could get her to come here and see if she could help these ghosts. 
 “I’m a Natural Witch,” I said, “which is supposed to mean I can do any kind of magic, but I haven’t really honed my skill at anything in particular.” This was an understatement as I had zero skill with anything at all. 
 The ghost tapped her finger thoughtfully against her chin. “If you are a Natural Witch then your powers come from your emotions. You must feel the magic you want.” 
 “I know,” I muttered, “but I’ve tried that in the past and I can’t do it.” 
 “Hmm,” the ghost walked around me in a slow circle. “Fire would be the best to undo the ropes. Trying to unknot them with your mind will take a lot of practice.” 
 “I can’t do fire,” I said, feeling embarrassed. “The closest I ever get is making something warm up a bit.” 
 “Have you never produced fire? Not even by accident? It is one of the elements that is often easily sparked by extreme anger. New witches occasionally do it without intending to.” 
 Her words jogged a memory. 
 “Actually, yes,” I said, slowly. “The first time my boyf… this one boy, the first time he kissed me. I felt a mixture of anger and well, intense attraction, I guess. The combination produced some sparks.” 
 I’d nearly called Fletch my boyfriend. Was that how I thought of him? I suppose I did in the sense that he was the only boy in my life and I didn’t want anyone else. But we weren’t together. Did the fact that we both wanted to be count? I was pretty sure he wasn’t seeing anyone else either, so in a way we were committed to each other. Except that staying apart wasn’t much of a relationship. 
 “Good,” the ghost said, “we can work with that.” 
 I gave a small smile. It was nice that she’d said “we”, it made me feel less like I was handling this entire situation all on my own. 
 “What’s your name?” I said, feeling like I should have asked earlier. 
 “Anwen,” She replied, dropping me a small curtsey. 
 “That’s pretty, I’m Emily.” My name sounded so boring in comparison. 
 “Anwen is Welsh, it means fair of face.” 
 “It was well chosen,” I said, and I meant it. I had no doubt she’d have been very beautiful when she was younger, and alive. “And these others?” 
 The other two ghosts had hung back, as though not wanting to interrupt, but now they pressed forward and I had to resist the urge to shrink away. 
 They were eager to tell me their names and I wondered how long it had been since they’d had a chance to actually use them. The young man was called Chester and the girl said her name was Belladonna, except that wasn’t Belladonna a really poisonous plant? Belladonna was about my age, and actually she looked rather like me, which I found kind of creepy. 
 The ghost called Chester came closest. “Be careful,” he whispered, “There is a reason why…” 
 “Enough!” Anwen said, cutting him off and shooing him and Belladonna back again, They fell away instantly and I figured she was sort of in charge as she was clearly the oldest there, at least in appearance. I didn’t know how long each of them had actually been a ghost. 
 “Emily must concentrate.” She swept the others with a firm look. “Now, Emily, close your eyes, and try to remember. Re-live the moment in your mind of your first kiss with that boy. Try to feel every single emotion that you felt, every touch, every scent and sound.” 
 That wasn’t going to be difficult, I had thought about that kiss hundreds of times in the past few months, not to mention the next one where we’d actually floated because I’d been so happy. But that wasn’t the memory I needed. I had to focus on what I’d felt
that first time. I’d still been suspicious of Fletch, and desperately trying to ignore the blatant pull of his magnetism. 
 We had been standing on the Common that bordered my home town, inside the circle of trees called The Seven Sisters. Whether the energy of the trees had helped to cause the magic I wasn’t sure, but that point didn’t matter because I was still inside a circle right now, except it was stones instead of trees. 
 I opened my eyes a little and let the stones around me blur out of focus, imagining that they were the trees. Then I squeezed my eyes shut again and tried to remember exactly how it had happened. 
   

Fletch was looking at the moon, telling me how she called to the wolf inside him and I took his hand, only meaning to comfort him. Instead, the electricity that was created when we touched ran right through my body, making the contact between us feel heightened. Fletch felt it too, he pulled me closer and took my other hand. His eyes fixed on mine and I was mesmerised by them. I couldn’t think clearly, all I saw were depths of green.


 


“Emily? Where are you?”

   
 My eyes snapped open. Fletch hadn’t spoken those words in my memory, but I’d just heard him quite clearly in mind. Which meant I had heard him earlier too. What did that mean? Was he sensing me thinking of him? Did he somehow know I was in danger? Was he coming to rescue me? But he had to stay away! 
   



 
11. Stone circle

   
 I stood up and pressed my face against the bars looking down towards the car park. There was no movement, and I didn’t sense Fletch. But his voice had been clearer this time. Did that mean he was closer than he had been? Or just that he had definitely picked up on me thinking about him? 

“Fletch?” I tried to call out inside my head, but got nothing. 
 I decided I was going to assume he was looking for me. Somehow he knew I was in trouble and he was coming. Which meant that Hywel would kill him. So, I needed to be able to do magic now more than ever. It wasn’t just a case of freeing myself anymore, it had to be done to help Fletch. 
 “Emily, the magic, we are running out of time.” Anwen said, her voice assertive. 
 I grit my teeth, closed my eyes and brought back up the memory of him standing in front of me. 
   

Fletch took my other hand and pulled me close, the electricity of his touch went through me like a warm shiver. I stared into his eyes, lost in the depths of green, all other thoughts gone from my head. It seemed like slow motion as he bent his head and kissed me. It was so hot that I swear sparks flew. The world spun on its axis and my knees buckled from trying to stay upright as the ground dipped away from me. Desire burned through me. Burning my hands…

   
 Burning? Too hot… 
 “Ow, ow, ow!” I yanked my hands apart and pulled them from behind my back and up to my mouth to try to soothe the scorched skin. 
 “You did it,” Anwen said, pointing at the charred ropes that now lay at my feet, still smoking at the edges. 
 “Thank the goddess for that, my arms were really starting to ache.” I swung them around a bit to try to get some circulation going. “Does anyone know how much time we have until the moon becomes full?” 
 “Just over two hours,” Belladonna said, timidly. 
 “Okay, that’s good. But the guys down there might come up here before then.” I nodded down the hill to where all Hywel’s pack were sitting around the tables eating a meal together, and drinking beer too judging by the over-loud laughter. 
 Well, they would get their comeuppance if I could do what I intended. It probably wouldn’t work, but I was going to attempt to raise the dead again. If nothing else it would be fun to see how freaked out the human werewolves became when attacked by zombies!  
 “So, the next part of the plan is to activate the stone circle. I just have to work out how to get my blood to the stones.” 
 My cage had been set up right in the middle of the large circle and I wasn’t even close to being able to touch any of the tall stones. Most of them were stood vertically, up on one end, taller than a man. But one or two lay on the ground. I studied them and worked out that every fourth and fifth stone had once had a flatter stone laid horizontally across them, like a doorway. Two flat stones still rested where they had been placed thousands of years ago, and three lay on the floor. 
 “Is there an extra stone?” I said, trying to calculate where it should go. 
 “No, that one is the altar stone,” Anwen pointed to the largest that lay on the ground. “It also covers the burial chamber beneath us.” 
 “Burial chamber? All your bodies are in there?” 
 “Us and many more. It is a sacred site, all the Elders and Priestesses have been buried here.” 
 “But their ghosts aren’t here?” 
 She shook her head. “They did not die here, or if they did then they had no cause to linger. Most died of old age or sickness.” 
 “But not any of you? You were all murdered?” 
 “Yes, we were.” 
 “Would you be upset if I tried to raise your bodies? I once accidentally did a spell to that, and I was thinking that if I’d done it before it might be easier to manage it again…” I trailed off, awaiting their reaction. 
 Anwen glanced around the others and then they all broke into hesitant smiles. “We would be delighted to be of service to you, Emily. And do not forget that the Solstice magic should mean the spell will come easier to you. I will take great pleasure in seeing my skeleton hand smack that Alpha around the face!” 
   



 
12. Deja Boo

   
 With the ghosts on my side I began to feel like anything might be possible tonight. 
 “Alright, lets do this!” I looked around me for inspiration on how to proceed. I spotted an old gum wrapper on the floor and quickly plucked it up before it blew away. 
 “If I got some of my blood on this,” I muttered to myself. But how would I do that? I had no knife or anything useful. I guessed I could smash my head against the metal bars and probably cause a trickle of blood, but that would really hurt. Or maybe my fist? I clenched my hand and did an experimental forward punch of the air. Which was when I noticed the blood. 
 Bob had scratched my wrist trying to get the ropes off me and there was a few drops of blood drying there. Holding up the wrapper I squeezed my arm until the healing scratch opened again and a few more drops plopped out onto the paper. 
 “How much do I need?” I asked Anwen. 
 “A single drop will activate the stones. You are a witch, they were placed purely for your magic.” 
 “Our magic. Those who came before me and those who will come after.” It felt like the right thing to say, and I could see that it pleased her. 
 Okay, I had my blood, now I needed to get it to the stones. My first thought was to call for Bob, but he had a long way to go there and back again, the journey in the van from Brian’s had been at least half an hour, plus the very fact he hadn’t returned yet meant that he was still working on getting my stuff from the wizard’s house, and that was important too. While my magical skills might be fairly limited, I did have one that I could do. I could create a small breeze, and the thin wrapper in my hand would blow along easily. However, I did usually need to cast a circle to get it to work, and I wouldn’t have a circle until the paper reached the stones! But my magic was supposed to flow easier tonight because of the Solstice, so it was the best idea I had. 
 I lay down on my stomach and placed the bloodied wrapper on the other side of the bars. Then I began to try to call up a wind. This was something I knew I could do, though I’d never done it without a circle and without Bob. But I had the Solstice and I had the moon and it would have to be enough. After all, I only needed a small breeze, which was child’s play to an Air Witch. 
 I stretched out my hands and began to try to draw the air from all around me and direct it at the paper. 
 Nothing happened. 
 “Try harder, Emily.” Anwen stamped a frustrated foot and I glanced at her in surprise. 
 She raised her hands in apology but her voice was hard as she said, “Don’t you care that any minute now the Alpha will come up here and stop you? And then the chance will be lost. He will force you to bond, he will take your power and use it as he chooses, you are not strong enough to resist him.” 
 “I wouldn’t let him do that.” I replied, my brow furrowing. 
 “You are young and weak, I have watched him, I know what he’s capable of. And, it is true that you will grow older and wiser, but as you do you will also become more attractive to him. Is that what you want? To be his hostage until he sees you as a woman?” 
 “Gross!” I screwed my face up in revulsion. “Of course not.” 
 “Then move that paper!” 
 I turned my head away from her. I didn’t believe Hywel could make me do bad things on his behalf, but Anwen didn’t know about Fletch. She didn’t know that I would do anything to protect him from Hywel. 
 I stretched my arms again and mentally pushed with everything I had. 
 Then I felt it, I felt the magic gather inside me and just as Anwen had said it was more fluid. It slipped out of my fingertips like magic oil, snaking toward the bit of gum wrapper. The wrapper blew a few inches then stopped, then a small eddy of wind caught it and it whirled up and around a little. I grit my teeth in frustration at my lack of control. I was struggling to make the wrapper go in any particular direction. It drifted back and forth a few times while I pushed as hard as I could, but the further it got from me the harder it became. Until finally, when I was sweating with the effort it settled against the altar stone lying on the ground. But it was the wrong way around, the side with the blood on it was facing me and not touching the stone. 
 “Oh sod this magic stuff,” I muttered. Then I drew in a deep breath and blew as hard as I could with my mouth. The paper flipped. 
 And then the real magic happened. I saw it, it was a green-gold glow that travelled from stone to stone in a complete circle, and I literally felt the circle close around us with a snap. 
 I sat up and glanced toward the tables down the hill. 
 “Crud, that was too bright, they must have seen it.” 
 Anwen shook her head. “It was magic, they can’t see it like we can.” 
 “Oh, well that’s just one thing going right for a change,” I said with feeling. 
 “And now you can bring back the dead?” She said, eagerly. 
 “Sure. And all of you with it, though I’m afraid it will only last until midnight, that’s what I was told on Halloween.” 
 “You still have a lot to learn,” Anwen said, “Halloween ends at midnight and the veil between the living and the dead comes down again, but this is a Solstice. The magic lasts until dawn, which will give me plenty of time to make it permanent.” 
 “You can do that?” I stared at her. 
 “I’m a witch, Emily. A moon witch, a priestess of Hecate. When you bring me back I will have my power again.” 
 A moment of unease went through me. But wasn’t that a good thing? I wanted help and now I would have it. 
 “Okay. We can fight them together.” I nodded to her and the others, but they didn’t look completely sure. I wondered if they were scared of Anwen and why. 
 But this was the best plan I had and time was running out, so it was now or never. 
 I knew the spell, I’d said it before and it had been fairly simple, and I had my circle now. So I turned slowly in a circle and began to intone: 
   

“By earth, air, fire and water, let the power of the elements reside.


In perfect love and perfect trust, these people I want you to revive.


This is my will, hear my plea, as it harm none, so mote it be.”

   
 Then I raised my voice and shouted, “Revive, Revive, Revive!”


 

 This time the bang of light was unmistakable, and it ricocheted all around the circle and blasted me off my feet. But at least it was contained inside. 
 One by one the ghosts became corporeal. I’d done it! 
 I was just starting to smile when I realised I had gone too far. My shout and the accompanying blast had finally attracted the attention of the men at the tables and they were all getting to their feet. 
   



 
13. Anwen’s revenge

   
 “Oh hemlock! They’re coming, where are the dead bodies?” I looked wildly around. 
 “Under the altar, it is the entrance to the burial chamber, remember? It is extremely heavy but I’m sure they will push their way out soon enough.” 
 “In the meantime we can help you,” The girl called Belladonna stepped forward and brought up some fire in her hand. It was only a small flame and nothing like my aunt could produce, but it was something. 
 “You will not.” Anwen held a commanding hand up, and the fire instantly died. Belladonna shrank back and away from her. 
 I turned to look at Anwen, suspicion growing in my mind, but she wasn’t looking at me. Instead she had thrown her head back and raised both arms into the air toward the moon. 
 “Oh wondrous Hecate,” she called out. “Grant your faithful servant your power this night.” Then she switched into a language that I could only assume was Welsh as she continued to call, this time in rhyme, which meant she was saying a spell of some kind. I watched with my mouth open, not knowing what to do, as white light began to glow all around her. Her hair, which had already whitened with age now became pearlescent and floated around her head as though in a wind, although there was none. 
 Then she lowered her arms and smiled at me. 
 “Thank you, child. Allow me to return the favour, I am rescuing you. You no longer need to bond with the Alpha, he can have me instead.” 
 The funny thing was that her words sounded good, but I was getting a really bad vibe. 
 I backed away until I was up against the bars on the other side of my cage. I glanced towards Belladonna hoping she might enlighten me somehow. 
 “Why do I get the feeling that’s still bad?” 
 Belladonna looked too terrified to speak, but it was Chester who answered. 
 “I’m sorry, Emily. I did try to warn you. Anwen was murdered for a reason, she craves power, and now she can get it.” 
 “That’s true,” Anwen gave a shrug of her shoulders. “I loved a werewolf but he was not an Alpha. I could have helped him become one if he’d just given me the chance to bond with him, but he was stupid, he loved her.” She shot a venomous glance at Belladonna who started to shake. “And so I killed her. Right here. And the Coven didn’t like it. They turned on me, traitors every one of them. But I will show them, I will become the most powerful witch on earth and rule beside the most powerful Alpha!” She broke into a laugh. 
 “She’s insane, right?” I said out of the corner of my mouth to Chester. 
 “As crazy as a cuckoo in spring,” he confirmed. 
 “Can you do anything?” I asked. 
 “I’m not a witch, sorry. I was sacrificed because I was the first son of a neighbouring tribe, back in the days when such things mattered.” 
 “That sucks,” I said, feeling bad for him, even though it had probably happened hundreds of years ago. 
 While I was talking I was watching the altar stone, it had definitely shifted slightly. Help was still coming, but I wasn’t even sure that I needed it now. Then again, Anwen might be willing to take my place with Hywel, but she seemed to be a problem of her own. So the zombies might still be needed, and witch or not, she wasn’t the one who called them. I was, and I knew they would answer only to me. 
 But my most pressing concern was now the werewolves. They had reached the circle and were looking around in confusion at the people who now stood inside. They didn’t know the newcomers were all corporialized ghosts. 
 “What is the meaning of this?” Hywel pushed to the front with a look of fury on his face, and for once I was glad I was still inside my cage, innocently standing exactly where he’d left me. No one was getting at me unless they had the key. I quickly whipped my hands behind my back, pretending I was still tied up. 
 For a moment, nobody spoke, then Anwen stepped forward, and held out her hands to Hywel in a gesture of affection. 
 Hywel looked stunned, his voice hoarse, as he said, “Grandmother?” 
 Grandmother? Anwen was his grandmother? She looked too young for that, but I suppose she could have died when he was just a kid. Wow, that apple hadn’t fallen far from the tree! Being insane and power-crazed was clearly a hereditary trait.  
 “Yes, my darling. I have come back. I’m so proud of what you’ve become, and I am here for you, to make you even more than you thought possible.” 
 I assumed they would embrace or something, but Hywel just looked cold and unmoved. 
 “I don’t need you,” he said, “I have her.” He jerked his thumb at me. 
 “She’s just a child. Yes, she will give you power, but with my help you can become a king. We will take this country apart and rebuild it as it was meant to be. You need my sharp mind and my imagination to achieve it. Bind yourself to me instead.” 
 Wait. She couldn’t be saying what I thought she was saying, could she?  
 She wanted to bond with her own grandson? As in, the werewolf equivalent of being married? There wasn’t enough yuk in the world to encompass how disgusting that notion was. It was one thing to take him as her Familiar but for him to want his grandmother as his mate? Even if they wouldn’t actually mate. Still totally wrong in my mind. However, who was I to complain? They were welcome to each other, so long as it had absolutely nothing to do with me. And I’d have to let Fletch know to stay far, far away from their combined power too. In fact, Hywel and Anwen deserved each other, she’d already admitted being a murderer and Hywel was very likely capable of it too if Fletch tried to interfere with his plan. 
 “Your power is limited, Annie.” Hywel spoke calmly to his grandmother, but he still sounded dangerous somehow. “You wax and wane with the moon. The child is a Natural Witch, her power is constant and outstrips your own.” 
 “You think you can control her,” Anwen said, shaking her head as though at his stupidity, “but she will resist you at every turn. I will stand by your side as your equal. We can rule together.” 
 Hywel spat on the floor. “No. I will rule alone, why would I share my throne with you? You are nothing but a woman, and no woman will ever be worthy of being my equal.” His tone was still controlled, but I think we all noticed the way his hand had gone to the handle of the hunting knife tucked into his belt. 
 “Then you are a fool.” Anwen stood proud in front of him, and for a moment I admired her, until she turned hate-filled eyes in my direction. 
 “You made the wrong choice and now I will take it from you.” Then she raised one hand up as though reaching for the moon and aimed the palm of the other toward me. 
 “Hecate, Hecate, Hecate!” She screamed, and a beam of light burst out toward me like a laser. 
 Things happened at a blur in that moment. I saw Hywel make a grab for Anwen and then Chester threw himself against the bars of the cage and into the path of the beam shielding me. On pure instinct I grabbed hold of him, squeezing my eyes shut against the brightness. 
 The beam vanished like someone had clicked off a light switch. 
 I opened my eyes, trying to adjust to the sudden darkness, then peered fearfully over Chester’s shoulder. But there was no one there. 
 I looked around the stone circle in bewilderment. The people were gone, even my cage was just gone. The whole place was totally empty. Just me and Chester. 
 “I… I don’t understand,” I said. “What happened? Where are we?” 
 Chester looked down the side of the mountain and pointed. There was a procession of people far below but obviously heading our way, all carrying flaming torches. 
 He looked at me with horror in his eyes as he said, “The question is not where, the question is when.” 
   



 
14. 500 BC

   
 “What do you mean?” I pulled my cloak around me, shivering. The night was suddenly colder than it had been. 
 “I recognise those people, their robes are of the Maredudd Clan. They are on their way here.” 
 “Okay. But what happened to everyone else?” 
 “No, you don’t understand, Emily. The Maredudd’s were vanquished after my death, they don’t exist in your time.” 
 “My time?” My voice was quavering now, as I began to grasp what he was trying to tell me. “Are you seriously telling me that we time-travelled? That’s just not possible!” 
 “Possible or not, we are in the past. I’ve relived this night many times in my mind.” Chester looked up at the moon thoughtfully. 
 “You did this? You brought us here? I thought you had no magic? And why the blazes would you bring me? I want to go back!” I shook him, trying to focus my panic on the person responsible and not have crippling hysterics. 
 “I did not do this. I imagine it was Anwen’s magic.” 
 “But she’s not here!” I raised my voice, and Chester shushed me, making me even louder in my agitation. “Why would she do that? Why here?” 
 “I don’t have the answers you seek.” Chester placed his hands on my shoulders and tried to calm me by staring into my eyes. “But I think that she was trying to kill you, and when I got in the way it somehow took us back to the time of my death.” 
 I gaped at him as his words registered. “Your death? This is the night you died?” 
 He nodded and I swallowed hard as I accepted what he was saying. Somehow we had gone back in time and it could be any time in history. I didn’t know how long Chester had been a ghost. 
 “When?” I asked, my voice suddenly small. “When did you die?” 
 “We used a different calendar in my day, but with your calendar I would say it was around 500 BC.” 
 “BC? You’ve been stuck on this mountain for two and a half thousand years?” I squeaked. 
 “Yes.” He nodded solemnly.  
 “Sweet sage and onions!” I sat with a bump on the ground as I tried to comprehend such a thing. “I thought that when a ghost’s unfinished business was no longer relevant then they always moved on?” 
 He gave a sad sort of shrug. “My father made a vow that our family would never rest until one of his line was lord of this land again.” 
 “And they never were?” 
 “No, I have watched and listened to the many people who have come and gone from this place. History unfolded around me. I learned your language well and I know that the line ended with me. He unwittingly condemned me to haunt the circle for eternity.” 
 Two and a half thousand years already sounded like an eternity to me, and Chester was calmly telling me he’d be there for the same again and again after that? It was beyond endurance!  
 I began to mutter to myself, feeling like I had finally completely lost the plot. “500 BC. Hey ho, I guess I’ll just wait it out, of course I will die before I’m even born, so that’s not going to work. And my dad is expecting me back tomorrow, well that is tomorrow and two and a half thousand years, so he’s going to be pretty cross. Maybe he’ll let Martin have my bedroom, it’s closer to the bathroom. I never did finish my history paper, but I don’t suppose it matters now, after all I’m actually living it. I’ll be an expert on the bronze age, or is it the iron age? I don’t remember.” 
 “Emily, get up.” Chester’s voice was firm and he was tugging at my hands. 
 “Or what? I’ll be late for school? I’m not late, I’m early, thousands of years early.” I laughed at my feeble joke, then found I couldn’t stop laughing. 
 “Get up! They will be here soon and if we’re found then you won’t have any future at all.” 
 I stared up at him. “I can’t. I’ve had enough. I’ve been kidnapped, imprisoned, sent through time, and tonight I’m supposed to marry a man I hate and never see Fletch again, or my family now. I can’t take any more, I’m only sixteen.” 
 Chester squatted down beside me, his voice roughening. “In my day a girl of sixteen would already be married to a man she’d probably never met before the wedding, and she’d have children of her own. You’re an adult, and a powerful witch too. You can survive this, but first you have to move.” 
 “I just want to go home,” I said, tears blurring my vision. 
 “And you will, we’ll find a way, I promise. I have an idea. Do you trust me?” 
 I swiped a hand across my eyes. “I don’t know, I trusted Brian and he sold me out, and I trusted Anwen and I think she just tried to kill me. I don’t know you.” 
 “I give you my oath as the first son of Owen Wyn, I will protect you until I die.” 
 “That might be a short lived oath if you’re supposed to die tonight.” I gave a hiccup. 
 “Indeed, very soon in fact, the moon is almost full.” 
 “No, not for two hours,” I protested. 
 “That was then, this is a different night. It is still the summer Solstice, but not the one when we met.” He cocked his head. “They are almost here, listen.” 
 And then I heard the chanting. The procession of people were getting very close now. I couldn’t afford to fall apart. He was right, I’d come through too much to just give in now. 
 I scrambled awkwardly to my feet. “Just Perfect! Werewolves and witches and Celts, oh my!” 
 But I let Chester pull me out of the circle and round to the far side of the stones where we hid in the shadows. 
 “Shouldn’t we run for it?” I whispered. 
 “No. We must wait. When they perform the sacrifice a great surge of energy is going to fill the circle, you need to tap into it, it’s your only hope.” 
 “Okay. How?” 
 “I don’t know, but perhaps if you try a spell to return at the exact moment of my death when the moon is full, you might be able to manage it?” 
 “Hang on, you’re the sacrifice. We have to watch you being murdered? No way! Can’t we stop that from happening? If we saved you tonight then you’d never become a ghost.” I was suddenly excited. 
 “It is possible,” he gave a slow nod. “But it could change the course of history. You might never be born. We can not know what repercussions such an act would have.” 
 “Don’t you want to be rescued?” 
 “Of course, but my death resulted in a great battle, my people defeated the Maredudds and that might never have happened without the events of tonight. Are you willing to take that risk?” 
 I opened my mouth to speak but at that moment the procession entered the stone circle on the far side. 
 We watched silently from the darkness as they dragged a figure to the altar stone. I had to clamp a hand over my mouth to stop myself from whimpering as I recognised Chester. He looked exactly the same as the young man standing next me. Every detail identical, except for one thing… I finally noticed that my Chester had blood stains on his clothes. 
 The other Chester was gagged, and his hands and feet were bound, and he looked terrified. 
 “I don’t care if it changes history, we can’t just hide until they kill you. So what do we do?” I whispered. 
 I could see him wrestling with the decision. 
 “Chester, you’re going to be a ghost stuck on this mountain until the end of time! Can you really endure another two millennia like the last two? The world isn’t going to change that much because of one event thousands of years ago.” 
 “But you still need to get home. My death will give the circle the charge of power big enough to make that happen.” 
 “Oh.” I’d forgotten that part. 
 “Actually, I have a plan. I’m not a ghost right now, I’m alive thanks to your spell, and I just happen to look exactly identical to that guy over there.” He nodded toward his past self on the altar. 
 I instantly realised what he was suggesting. “You can’t!” I said, horrified. “They’ll kill you!” 
 “I’m already dead, Emily,” he said, gently. “Tomorrow, I’ll just be a ghost again, but tonight I’m flesh and blood, tonight you’ve given me the opportunity to save myself. To save my true self from being murdered, to save myself from becoming a ghost at all. If he gets away then this version of me will cease to exist. I won’t ever have endured over two thousand years of haunting the place I died, I’ll just fade away, and the real me can have the life he was supposed to. So, I have no problem at all in dying again to achieve that, I’m just concerned about how it could change things.” 
 “I don’t give a stuff how it changes things, let’s do it. But how on earth will that work?” I crumpled my brow trying to think it through. “This is one of those paradox things, isn’t it? If you die in place of the original you, then ghost you doesn’t ever exist, so how can you come back to save yourself?” 
 Chester gave me an amused smile, then his expression turned serious as he looked at the moon. “We don’t have the time to think this through at that level. Okay, I’m game if you are.” 
 I nodded, “I don’t see that we have any better plan. At least this way we save the other you and hopefully me as well.” 
 “Good, then we’ll need a distraction, a big one. Is there any magic that you could do?” 
 “Uh, not really. I’m pretty limited.” I mentally ran through my tiny skill set. There were the four elements, but none of them at a particularly impressive level. But there was the telekinesis. After all, that was the one I’d been practicing the most in the hope of impressing the local Coven. If I moved an object with my mind then it ought to freak out the locals in the circle. I looked around us. There wasn’t much to work with. There was no way I could shift any of the stones with my pathetic powers, but maybe something lightweight. 
 I quickly untied my cloak, having a sudden brainwave. 
 “I don’t have a lot of control, but this will get their attention. I can sort of levitate it in their general direction. Perhaps if I channelled my spell just on the hood, then the rest might hang down in a creepy way.” I held up the cloak, and in the darkness it did indeed look rather Grim Reaper-ish. 
 Chester gave me a nod of approval. 
 “Okay, it will take me a minute or two to get focussed,” I said, really wishing Bob was with me. I saw Chester glance at the moon again with a worried look on his face, but he didn’t need to tell me to hurry up, I could already hear that the chanting in the circle was reaching some kind of crescendo.  

Come on, Emily, you can do this. It’s just like the teddy bear at home, pick it up with your mind and move it. No sweat.

 But I didn’t have Bob and I didn’t have a circle cast around me, we weren’t even inside the stones, otherwise we’d be seen, so I couldn’t use them to create a natural circle. It definitely was a sweat. It prickled at my forehead as I tried to gather enough magic inside me to do the spell. But it was also still the Solstice, and I could feel it building with less effort than normal. Because normally, this wouldn’t work at all. 
 I held out my hands and slowly brought them upwards. I could have cried with relief when the cloak came up with them. Now was the really tricky bit: controlling it. 
 As gently as I could I mentally pushed the cloak forwards toward the circle. It swung from side to side but didn’t go anywhere. 

Come on, you stupid rag! Move that way!

 Then the chanting suddenly stopped, making me lose my concentration and the cloak began to drift towards the floor. 
 There were some speeches happening now in a language I didn’t understand, and some brief chants in response.  
 I grit my teeth, we were almost out of time. The cloak lifted again and then shot off to the right, like a swooping bat. I cursed silently and moved my hands left. It careened left and almost vanished over the crest of the hill. I angrily thrust my hands back toward the circle and finally the cloak veered back, and between two stones, entering the area I wanted. But instead of being able to make it drift eerily at the pagan priest, or whatever he was, the cloak seemed to have a will of its own. It rose up too high then shot right again, then came down, almost snagging itself to one of the rough stones. It wrenched free and then hit the ground where it began to slither along like a fat black snake in the grass. I could have screamed in frustration, and all the while it was draining me of what magic I had. 
 But I think one or two of the Celts had begun to notice it. There was some uncomfortable shifting in the crowd, and a few people took their eyes off the altar and began to look around. 
 The clouds drifted and moonlight filled the space, and then I felt it, the magic. It was full moon. 
 The whole circle rippled with it, I could actually see it. And I sensed energies like I’d never known. It was the Summer Solstice, it was full moon and we were standing beside a power vortex of some sort. 

Now, it has to be now. I jerked my hands upward as hard as I could and waved them in small circles, frantic to get the cloak to do something useful. 
 Perhaps it was the extra power inside the circle but the thing went crazy. It rose again and then flapped and streaked in every direction. Heading straight for the crowd, then shooting off again, doing a lap of the circle and then back at the people. 
 They scattered. A few of them screamed. Several threw themselves to the floor as it whisked over their heads and most began to run. 
 Thank the Goddess! 
 But not the man leading the ceremony. He seemed to be in some kind of trance and totally oblivious. Or maybe he just couldn’t see it through the hood that covered his head. 
 I risked switching my attention just in time to see the hooded man raising a horrible looking dagger.  
 “No!” I shouted. But Chester was already racing into the circle, and everyone inside was too freaked out to even notice. I quickly raced after him, scooping up my cloak as it fluttered downwards now I’d stopped channelling magic at it. The moment I was inside the stones I felt the power softly humming all around me. So this was what it really meant to be in a stone circle at full moon on a Solstice. 
 Chester reached the altar first, and leaped at the man holding the dagger, punching him hard in the face, which I’m sure felt really good, considering what that man had done to him in the past. 
 I ran to the altar and grabbed up the fallen dagger, hastily sawing at the weird vine-like rope that bound Chester’s feet. 
 The other Chester rushed to my side, pulling the gag from his double’s mouth and unwinding the vines from his wrists. As he did so he spoke rapidly, using the same strange language the others had. I wondered what he was telling his previous self. 
 The Chester on the stones just stared at us, clearly mute with fear. I had to admit it must all be pretty shocking for him. Nearly being sacrificed and then having me perform visible magic. Not to mention being lectured by another version of himself. 
 The cords I was working on gave way and he was free. We pulled him to his feet as my Chester continued to gabble fast spoken words. Then the three of us ran for it. 
 But at the edge of the stones my Chester stopped. He shouted some last instructions to his other self, who nodded and bolted away into the darkness. I paused, not knowing what to do. Every instinct in me was screaming at me to run, but if I did then what would happen? I was supposed to stay here to get home. 
 “Hide behind the stones, quickly.” Chester pushed me toward the nearest one. “But don’t forget that you must be inside the circle when the sacrifice happens.” 
 “What about you?” 
 “It’s fine, I promise. Hopefully I told myself enough to ensure history doesn’t change too much, but I’m afraid that’s your problem now. The sacrifice is undone and I never became a ghost. Look, I have escaped.” He gestured down the mountain. 
 “It still seems wrong that you should be sacrificed at all!” 
 “It’s quite alright. You’ve saved my life, my true self was rescued and now I will not die here, it is more than enough.” 
 “You saved mine tonight, we’re even. But they’re not getting another chance to murder you. You you, not him you.” 
 “They must, or you will be trapped here. Goodbye Emily, and thank you.” 
 Then he turned and walked swiftly back to the altar, lying down on it as though he had merely gotten up for a stroll before willingly returning to be killed. 
 I slid behind the stones and put my cloak on to hide myself as best as I could in the darkness. 
 There was a few minutes of chaos but the group eventually sorted themselves out and resumed their places. The leader didn’t seem to notice that Chester was different in any way, or seem that put off his stride, but I suppose he’d been punched pretty hard and was just looking forward to stabbing the man responsible. 
 I couldn’t watch when it happened. I pulled my hood over my eyes and hugged the stone, wishing I could block out the sound too. 
 There was a scream, drowned out by a cheer and I knew it was time. I stepped back into the circle, and that’s when I felt it, really felt it. Power, enormous power, generated by the ‘ultimate sacrifice’. It flowed all around me and through me and in me, and I felt strong, like superhero strong. But now what? 
 I didn’t want to do it, but instinctively I looked toward the altar. I could make out Chester’s body on the stones, but even as I watched he began to fade away, and then he was gone. 
 Oh great. Now it was just me and the psychos from the past. 
   



 
15. A witch in time

   
 No one had noticed I was there yet, but it was only a matter of time. The disappearing corpse was only going to leave them in silent bewilderment for moments at best. 
 I took a deep breath and looked around. Despite my situation I was actually feeling pretty good. For the first time in my life I felt confident in my powers. It was like they had been turned on properly by whatever cosmic event had just happened. So long as I was charged up like this then no one here was getting anywhere near me. To prove my point to myself, I raised a fire in my hands. And it sprang up, just like that. 
 Every eye turned toward me as I stupidly made my location obvious to all with the brightness of my flame. 
 Fine, I could take them. In fact, I felt like I could do anything. 
 “Okay then,” I said, even though I knew they didn’t understand me. “There are lots of you and you’re all well ugly, but I’m apparently the only one of us with real magic. So, how do I use it to get back to my own time?” 
 I looked around wondering what I was missing. It was a Solstice, the moon had reached her peak, the sacrifice had been made and the circle was filled with power. 
 The circle… Of course! I had connected with the circle in my time, but not here. It wasn’t my power centre, it was just waiting, holding the energy in readiness for whatever. 
 “Blood!” I said out loud. “The stones need my blood.” Only one way to find out. 
 I had no spell ready for travelling through time, but in my mind the stones were timeless, or outside of time. As long as I was inside the circle then I felt I was outside of time itself too. I just had to activate this circle as well and renew the connection. It would know my blood, I was sure of it.  
 I kept the glow burning in my hand as I walked toward the altar, and, as I expected, the people backed away from me, though they still growled threateningly. I couldn’t see the leader’s face inside the hood, but the dagger he was holding dropped from his hand and clattered onto the stone. I picked it up, giving him a look of loathing. He shouted something at me, clearly trying to be threatening but it just sounded like Neanderthal nonsense and I could hear his fear. 
 “Yeah, yeah. Ug and all that,” I said blithely. Then I raised the dagger and, totally heedless of the pain, I sliced it across my palm. 
 The blood seemed to fall in slow motion. A single large drop that slowly descended through the air and finally splattered on to the stone. 
 Then the world began to whirl. 
 I lost my balance and felt the dagger evaporate from my hand. I hit the ground hard and all the magic seemed to go out of me in the puff of air I exhaled on impact. 
 And just like that I was useless again. Lying on the cold ground in the moonlight, and my cut hand hurt like hell. 
 I curled around myself, feeling the loss of power, feeling a bruise blossoming on my shoulder from the fall, and feeling like I’d just eaten a huge delicious meal and then vomited the whole lot up again. I was empty. 
 Without opening my eyes I knew I was back, and that it had worked. But in my time the moon wasn’t full yet, and there had been no sacrifice. I only had my own natural power once more.  
 “Time travel is weird,” I muttered to myself. “Let’s never do that again.” 
 That’s when I heard an awful scream fill the air, it was a mix of pain and anger. I registered it, but for a long moment I couldn’t bring to care enough to deal with yet more. Then a thought trickled into my brain. I couldn’t lie there and hope I was done for the night, I was still in danger here in my own time. And what had happened while I was gone? 
 With an effort I opened my eyes and rolled over. 
 When I’d left Anwen had just fired her light-beam thingy at me, and Hywel had been about to try and stop her. 
 It took me a second to focus, but then I realised that every single person was still standing in the exact same position as when the light had hit Chester and me. No, not everyone. I looked to where Anwen had been, but she was now lying on the ground with a knife buried deep in her stomach, and Hywel was crouched beside her. No one else was close to them. It suddenly became clear that Hywel was the one that had stabbed her. 
 He’d actually shoved his knife into his own grandmother! 
 Which meant that only seconds had passed from the moment I’d left to when I’d reappeared, and no one had even noticed. 
 As I watched, Hywel leaned close to Anwen and yanked out the knife. I turned my head away, feeling sick, as an arc of blood sprayed out. 
 “No one calls me a fool and lives,” Hywel said, rage evident in his voice. He raised the knife to strike again, and I gave a whimper of terror. For the second time that night I was about to see someone murdered in cold blood, even if she was technically already dead. But before he could bring the knife down again a hand caught his arm, stopping him. Hywel turned with a wolf-like snarl, but the man who stopped him dropped to his knees and bowed his head respectfully. 
 “Please, my sire. I would ask you if the honour could be mine. She was taken by the witches before I was able to avenge my beloved.” 
 At that moment I heard a scream beside me, and Belladonna rushed past me. 
 “Davis?” She ran to the man. k-1-2 
 “Belle?” He responded, looking thunderstruck and then sweeping her up in his arms.  
 Hywel gave a grunt, flipped the knife in the air, catching it by the blade, then thumped Anwen soundly on the head with the blunt handle and knocked her unconscious. 
 “Lock her up at the farm,” he instructed another man, “and give her a trank to keep her out until dawn. Her death belongs to Davis.” 
 I breathed a huge sigh of relief at these words. I knew that she would return to being a ghost at dawn, and even if Davis decided to kill her before then, at least I wouldn’t have to witness it. Whatever magic Anwen had intended to do to stay corporeal, it was too late now. 
 I was pretty glad, because I had a feeling I now knew what it would have involved. Only the ultimate sacrifice was going to be able to give the circle the kind of power she needed. 
 I watched with apprehensive eyes as Hywel wiped his knife on the grass, tucked it back into his belt and then turned toward me. 
 My adrenalin spiked again and I crawled backwards away from him. 
 I’d underestimated him, he hadn’t hesitated to stab his own grandmother, and now I knew for sure he was absolutely capable of murder. I felt terror threatening to overwhelm me. I was alone again. Anwen was gone, Belladonna had disappeared somewhere with Davis, and Chester had never become a ghost. 
 No, I wasn’t alone. Dark shapes were swaying in the shadows. My undead army! Small but incredibly resilient. Just the sight of them gave me strength and courage. I could fight now, I could use them to get me out of this. I just had to hold on a bit longer. 
 “What did you do, witch?” Hywel said, walking toward me. “How did you bring her back?” 
 “I revived the dead,” I said, holding my chin high, “And now they’re coming for you.” Then I pointed at him and shouted. “Zombies, attack!” 
   



 
16. Dead and gone

   
 Within seconds chaos ensued. I only had a brief moment to enjoy the panic on Hywel’s face as he spun to see the zombies, and then all his men ran forward and it became a muddle. 
 I wasn’t sure how many zombies I had, maybe ten or so, and they were incredibly clumsy and disorganised, but they were also pretty much indestructible. As the much larger group on Hywel’s side began to fight, I could see they were having problems getting the zombies to stay down. 
 I watched with barely suppressed glee as a large man literally tore the arm off a zombie, only to have the zombie grab it back and start beating the man around the head with it. Another staggered past me, with a skeleton hand tightly grasping his throat as he chocked for breath. 
 One zombie had even been decapitated, but he was still wondering around, kicking and punching and generally teaching the werewolves how dumb they had been to mess with me. 
 Even better was the fact that a couple of the men had quite literally run away screaming, and I could see one of them on his knees being sick. It was probably the stench of rotted flesh, but I liked to think it was pant wetting fear. In fact, I really hoped he had wet his pants, because he deserved it. Not a single one of them had lifted a finger to help a scared teenage girl locked in a cage. 
 I couldn’t tell who was winning, but I had high hopes that my zombies could keep going all night if they had to. It didn’t matter if the spell ended at dawn, it would be too late for Hywel to force me to bond. 
 I was just starting to enjoy myself when I got an odd feeling. A witchy tingle of warmth. 

Fletch! I could sense Fletch. 
 He was here. My witchy intuition was tingling the way it only did in response to him, so Fletch was definitely here. 
 He couldn’t have come that quickly in answer to my wish for him, yet I felt sure he had known I was in trouble even before it happened. Perhaps not through any psychic link between us, but good old-fashioned intuition, which my experience tonight had taught me not to doubt again! 
 I stood up and turned a full circle with my eyes shut, trying to deduce which direction he was coming from. Then I pressed my face between the bars and looked out where my senses directed. I couldn’t see anything, but I just knew… 
 I don’t have super hearing but I picked out Fletch’s voice, he was coming up the path from the car park and he was being pretty loud. 
 “Let me through, Derry, I know she’s here, I’m picking up her scent close by. Where the hell is Brian? Why didn’t you call me? How could you? How could you let him do it?” 
 His rant went on, and soon I could see him and another boy around his age moving towards me. I recognised the boy as one of the guards from the car park. He was trying to hold Fletch back, and saying something in low tones that I couldn’t quite catch.  
 Whatever he said, it didn’t reassure Fletch. “Do you think I care about him?” he shouted. “He’s not my Alpha. I don’t understand you sometimes. I thought we were friends?” He shoved his so-called friend Derry out of the way and entered the circle. 
 Finally, he saw me and he looked horrified. I suppose I must have been quite a sight, locked in a cage and all.  
 Then his eyes swept the scene happening all around us. Zombies battling werewolves. I saw a glimmer of a smile begin to creep onto his face and then it was wiped off by a sudden movement from the crowd and Trefor stood behind Fletch, a vicious looking knife pressed against the neck of the boy I cared for most in the world. 
 “Stop!” Trefor shouted with such authority that many of the werewolves did actually stand stock still, despite the zombies continuing to attack them. I guess he was second in command of the pack for a reason. 
 Trefor looked directly at me. “Stop them now or I slit his throat.” His voice carried easily over the sudden stillness. 
 “Zombies stop,” I said, reluctantly, my eyes locked on Fletch. 
 All fighting suddenly ceased and the zombies stood swaying uselessly once again. Hywel came out of the crowd, looking bloodied but determined. He was shaking a skull off his arm, that had clamped its jaws right around his wrist. I was pleased to see deep bite marks where he prised it off, even though he gave no sign of feeling any pain. 
 But before Hywel reached Fletch and Trefor, Fletch slammed his elbow into Trefor’s face knocking him away, and ran over to my cage. 
 Trefor gave a roar of fury, but Hywel put a hand on his shoulder. “Give them a moment, it will make parting all the more painful. It’s more fun if it hurts them,” he said, with a nasty smile. 
 I ignored him and leaned against the bars to get as near to Fletch as I could. He reached in and grasped my upper arms and I felt the warm electricity between us bring some energy back into me. I was just so glad to see him. I could tell he wanted to kiss me, but instead he touched his forehead to mine and let it rest there for a moment. 
 “What are you doing here?” I asked. “I thought you were supposed to be in London this full moon?” 
 “I was. But suddenly I knew I had to be here. So I came. At first I thought Brian must be in danger, it didn’t occur to me that it would be you. Then I kept thinking I heard your voice inside my mind. What are you doing here? Where is Brian? Has Hywel hurt him?” 
 I shook my head. “Sorry, Fletch, but I’m afraid that Brian helped orchestrate this. He invited me here and he was in on the plan to kidnap me. I’m supposed to be bonded to the Alpha in some Solstice ceremony tonight.” 
 “Over my dead body!” Fletch looked furious. 
 “That can easily be arranged.” Hywel now strode forward. “You are not welcome here tonight, Fletcher. Say goodbye to your witch. If you value your life and hers then you will leave immediately. If you are unwilling to leave, then we can easily find another cage to accommodate you too. After all, we keep plenty of them at my farm for crazed wolves like you.” 
 Fletch’s hands curled into fists. “I’m not a crazed wolf and you know it. Emily is mine and I won’t let you near her.” 
 Hywel laughed. “Then you should have marked her so I couldn’t have her, but you didn’t. Do you really think you can stop me, Fletcher? You’re a new wolf. I’m older than you, much older, and an Alpha. You are simply no match for me. Now move away or I will be forced to contain you and kill you when you change.” 
 “You can’t just kill him!” I said. “Don’t you think his family might object slightly?” 
 “You know nothing of our ways, witch. I am quite within my rights to kill him. Werewolves have their own code and it is held higher than human law. All those here will ensure it. As long as he is in wolf form and on my territory then I can and will kill him if I deem it necessary. Now get rid of these or I do it right now.” He cast a dismissive hand towards my zombies. 
 I debated in my mind for a few moments, then decided it wasn’t worth it. Oh well, it had been a nice idea while it lasted, even if it was rather short lived. 
 “Zombies, back to your graves.” I muttered, and they instantly began to lurch off to the hole they had crawled out of. At least I knew they didn’t mind and they would all revert back to being lifeless when the dawn came. 
 Fletch stared Hywel in the eye. “I know something of our laws, I’ve done my research. Therefore, I formally challenge you to single combat for the position of Alpha of the Black Mountain Pack.” There was a collective gasp from all around us and it became obvious that this was a big deal. 
 “You can’t say no, it is the right of any wolf to challenge you to fight them on the full moon.” 
 There was muttering around the circle. 
 “Silence!” Hywel shouted. “You are quite right, Fletcher, you have issued your challenge before at least three pack members as our laws require, and I must answer your challenge tonight while the moon is full. Until then, you are my prisoner. Trefor, get a cage for our unwelcome guest; not too close to the witch. Then find the Wolf Whisperer. I do not trust him not to try to help the boy. Tell him it is time for him to find his own inner wolf. And for god’s sake, Trefor, make sure she’s tied up again, I don’t want any more reanimated relatives.” Then Hywel walked off without a backward glance. 
 “Look out, Fletch.” My voice wobbled as I tried to warn him about the men closing in from all sides. But he just stood there and let them tie his hands. 
 “Derry?” he looked around for his friend. 
 “I’m here. What can I do? You know I can’t go against Hywel.” 
 “Just keep an eye on Emily for me? Make sure no harm comes to her before the fight.” 
 “I will.” Derry nodded and took up a stance by my cage, crossing his arms over his chest, as if he were my bodyguard. 
 Fletch looked over at me. “I love you,” he said. 
 I burst into tears. Was he saying it just because he knew he was going to die? I wanted to rant at him for being an idiot but I just managed to croak “I love you too,” before they started dragging him away. 
   



 
17. Love burns

   
 Trefor entered my cage bringing more rope and bound my hands again, viciously pulling the knots tight before storming off without even saying a word to me. But I didn’t care. 
 Fletch had just told me that he loved me for the first time, and I’d told him I loved him too. The timing sucked, but warmth filled me as I took it in. I was in love with him and he loved me. 
 “He loves me,” I smiled, reiterating it to myself, needing to hear it out loud. 
 As I said the words I felt a warmth in my hands, and small bolts of electricity seemed to start crackling in my palms. Within seconds the ropes around my wrists fell to the floor looking black and burned. 
 “Nice one,” I said, looking at my hands with appreciation. It must mean that the circle was still active and of course the magic of the Solstice was making everything easier. 
 Derry hurried over and for a moment I thought he was going to make a fuss. But instead he smiled. 
 “Fletch told me you have some rare gifts, but you aren’t a fire witch? I couldn’t untie you without going against Hywel, but I don’t seem to be obligated to tell anyone that you untied yourself.” 
 “Good.” I wondered how far to trust him, especially as trust clearly wasn’t running high on anyone’s agenda tonight. “So you have to do what Hywel tells you even if you don’t want to?” 
 He nodded. “Werewolf magic is complicated. Authority is based on dominance; we cannot help but submit to the most dominant wolf, and an Alpha is more than just the most dominant wolf, he draws strength from the whole pack, and we each took an oath that is very hard to break, even if you wanted to.” 
 “But it is possible?” I asked, curious. 
 “There are rare occasions where you can overcome the power of your Alpha. Usually only if you are extremely dominant yourself, or perhaps to protect your mate. I think Fletch is resisting on both counts, which is why Hywel can’t control him at all. Plus he hasn’t sworn the oath, so that doesn’t hold him in check.”  
 Derry stood for a moment looking worried. “Is there nothing you can do with your own magic? Hywel won’t allow it to be a fair fight, he plays dirty, and there’s no one to stop him from twisting the rules to suit himself.” 
 “I’m working on it,” I said, “but I don’t really know what to try. I’ve used up all my ace cards already. Surely you won’t allow Hywel to cheat?” 
 “No, he can’t cheat exactly, otherwise his pack can turn against him. But he’s clever enough to find ways around some of our laws.” Derry paused, looking thoughtful. “Perhaps what we need is another Alpha to be present. To ensure fair play.” 
 “Could that work? Could you, like, phone one and ask them to come?” Surely it wouldn’t have occurred to Hywel to forbid anyone doing such a thing? 
 But Derry shook his head. “Another Alpha can also change the balance of the pack, weaken it if members chose to switch their loyalties to a more powerful rival Alpha. So Hywel has never allowed another Alpha onto his territory.” 
 “Then maybe that’s what I should work on?” I furrowed my brow. “Perhaps I can do a spell to summon another Alpha.” I tried to remember the words I had used to get Fletch’s body from the hospital and made it magically appear at the Seven Sisters back home. Could I do the same spell on a fully conscious and powerful werewolf? I could certainly try. 
 Derry shrugged. “I have no idea, you’re the first Natural Witch I’ve ever met.” 
 “Yeah, it’s a real gift alright,” I snapped. I knew I sounded sarcastic, but the truth was that finding control of this Natural Witch thing was proving much harder than the Elemental Witches seemed to encounter when connecting with their powers. 
 Derry suddenly raised his head, looking down the far side of the mountain. His whole body tensed. 
 “What is it?” I asked, knowing his senses were much better than mine. 
 “Someone screaming. And the Alpha has gone wolf already. I can feel him.” 
 “What does that mean?” I asked, terrified he was already trying to kill Fletch. 
 “An Alpha can change when he wants, he doesn’t have to wait for full moon. The whole pack can sense his change when he does it nearby.” 
 “But who’s screaming?” I interrupted. 
 “I don’t know. It sounds like he’s attacking a human. It is often one of his duties to aid humans who wish to attempt the turn.” 
 I slumped against the bars, relieved that it wasn’t Fletch. 
 “It will be the wizard,” I said sadly.  
 I was mad as hellebore at Brian, but he’d already told me he probably wouldn’t survive the turn, and I didn’t want him to die. At least I couldn’t hear him myself. That would have been hard to take. 
 “Please,” I said to Derry. “I know you promised Fletch you’d look out for me, but I need to know, can you just quickly check on the wizard?” 
 Derry looked uncertain. 
 “Please!” I said with feeling, tears filling my eyes again. 
 “Okay, I’ll be right back.” And he slipped away between the stones. 
 I sat down and took a few deep breaths. I was tired. It was fully dark now and getting late, and I’d expended a lot of energy on the zombie spell. I’d been running on adrenalin for a while, but it was taking its toll. 
 I had to concentrate on a spell that would help Fletch and not waste my limited power on anything else. Getting another Alpha to appear seemed the most practical, but it didn’t seem like it would massively tip the balance in our favour. It would only ensure a fair fight, and Hywel would still be far stronger than Fletch. Still, I didn’t have any other ideas, and so I thought I should at least try. After all, it wasn’t as though most of my spells worked anyway. But if it did then the danger was that I wouldn’t be left with enough magical energy to do more magic if required. Big spells really seemed to take it out of me. That was something else I never saw in film or TV, the mind-numbing exhaustion that came after performing magic. 
 Oh well. I had best get on with it. So I closed my eyes and tried to focus on the wording. 
 That was when my fabulous Familiar reappeared. He was leading the way followed by two large owls, who were carrying my entire bag of supplies between them. It was the bag I had packed to take to the Coven meeting, and it contained my wand, my Grimoire, and everything I needed to enhance my power. But most of all I needed Bob. His absence had made a huge difference and I felt much more centred just feeling his presence again. 
 I made a massive fuss over Bob, telling him how clever he was, before thanking the two owls profusely. It seemed that Bob had bullied them into going down the chimney and dragging my bag of tricks all the way back here, which was more than I had possibly hoped for. 
 The first thing I did was fish out my phone and send Iris a text. I didn’t want to risk ringing her because of the super hearing of the wolves, even though I didn’t think there were any nearby apart from Derry, who I had decided was an ally for the most part. But I didn’t know how far I could trust him, and I was pretty sure that phoning for help would be something he’d be obliged to stop. All in all it seemed safer to keep quiet and not risk alerting anyone to the fact that I now had it. After typing out the basics of the situation to Iris, I asked her to come as quickly as she could, then double-checked that the phone was on silent before returning it to my bag. 
 After that I rested some more and took some time to explain everything that had happened to Bob. 
 He was extremely indignant when I told him about Anwen trying to kill me, and amazed by the time travel, but cackled loudly as I told him about the zombies attempting to fight. Finally, I told him about Fletch, and I could feel his concern. He knew only too well how I felt about Fletch and while he might not approve he was also very loyal to me. 
 “This is a bad place,” he said, “the sooner we get out of here, the better.” 
 “Yeah, the stones have a sort of malevolent feel, don’t they. I way prefer trees.” I looked up at the moon. It looked so big and white in the sky above me. Was the moon my friend? She had been used against me by Anwen’s magic, and now I didn’t feel quite the love for her that I’d had before. I needed my own things around me to make me feel safe again. I pulled out my mother’s Grimoire and hugged it to my chest. It was my Grimoire now, but it was filled with spells in her handwriting and it always made me feel connected to her. Bob rubbed his wing against my leg and I smiled at him, knowing he was trying to add to my strength. 
 “I’m fine,” I assured him. “Tired but fine. We’ll never surrender, right? So we’d better get cracking on the new plan.” 
 I quickly scanned my Grimoire for the spell I had used when I’d magically brought Fletch’s body from the hospital, and taking out a pencil, I jotted down a new spell. It was fairly awful but instant poetry was hardly an easy task. Then I got out the rest of my supplies. 
 “I’m going to cast another circle,” I told Bob, “my own circle, a space that I feel safe in.” 
 Bob bobbed his head, completely understanding what I meant. 
 As I cast the circle, I sent a special thank you up to the Goddess for giving me the foresight to pack it all; I’d even remembered matches, which I nearly always forgot. 
 “Bob? I need you.” Bob flew down to my shoulder, and gave me the direction of the East. 
 I lit some incense and walked a small circle, while waving it around to cleanse the space, then pushed it into the earth when I reached the easternmost point of the circle. 
 “I call upon the Guardian of the Watchtower of the East, I offer you Air to guard and bless this circle,” I intoned. I turned and walked a few paces, then set down a candle and lit it.  
 “I call upon the Guardian of the Watchtower of the South and offer you Fire to guard and bless this circle.” I repeated the same at the west point, tipping some water on the ground from a small bottle, and spoke again at the northernmost point, where I dug in the ground with my fingers to offer Earth. 
 With my circle now cast, I got out my wand and raised my arms to the moon. Reading from the paper I whispered: 
   
 “Guardians of the North, East, South and West 
 Please heed with speed my request 
 Bring an Alpha wolf to me 
 Make him as dominant as can be 
 Bring him here to help tonight 
 And save Fletcher from an unfair fight 
 In perfect trust that it harm none 
 So mote it be, my will be done.” 
   
 I pointed my wand to the sky and watched as the tip began to glow. 
 “Again, Mistress, say it three times,” Bob instructed. 
 I read it two more times, and by the end of the third time my wand had a bright white orb surrounding it. I sort of flung the orb up and away, and then watched as it rose high in the air and then zoomed off, presumably to locate me a decent Alpha. 
 It took an awful lot of my energy with it, and I collapsed back down in the middle of my circle. I felt exhausted, but at least I thought it had worked. Maybe just for once, I had managed some magic that wouldn’t all go completely wrong. Maybe… 
   



 
18. Mind over matter 
   

I was sitting on the grass still inside my circle trying to centre myself, when Derry reappeared and gave me a heads-up that someone was coming. I quickly thanked the Guardians and the Goddess and closed down my circle before anyone could see that I had been performing magic. I kicked my bag into the corner, but I knew that even though it was getting dark that anyone with werewolf night vision would be able to see it anyway if I wasn’t careful. 
 “Bob,” I whispered, “I don’t want them to know you’re here with me. Could you go and see if you can find Fletch and make sure he’s okay? I know he won’t be able to understand you in his human form, but please just let me know how he seems?” 
 “Yes, Mistress.” He flew up and away at my command but I could hear him grumbling as he went on about my unhealthy attachment to the “wolf boy”. 
 Derry also slipped away into the darkness, just as three figures crested the edge of the hill. 
 Two men were carrying a third man between them, wrapped in a blanket, who seemed unable to stand. 
 I stood out of the way, and kept my arms behind my back, trying to pretend that I was still tied up as Trefor unlocked the door to my cage, then he and the other man laid the wizard down inside. 
 They barely glanced at me, and thankfully didn’t notice my bag either. 
 “He’s had his bite,” Trefor said, rising to his feet, “but it doesn’t look good.” He shrugged his shoulders, clearly not that bothered. 
 He bent down and checked on the wizard again, taking a moment to arrange the blanket under and around Brian, until the other werewolf walked away. As soon as he was gone, Trefor made eye contact with me. 
 “Can you help him?” 
 I looked at him in surprise. “Why do you care?” Trefor had seemed completely cold and unmoved a moment ago. 
 “Because I owe him my life. Thirty years ago I nearly went crazed; the Wolf Whisperer helped me to become one with my inner wolf. Hywel would have had to kill me, but instead I connected with my wolf and became the pack second. It is a large debt to repay.” 
 “Thirty years ago?” I was confused. Neither Trefor nor Hywel looked old enough to have been running around as wolves thirty years ago. Trefor couldn’t be more than in his late twenties. 
 He saw my expression and gave a weird barking laugh. “You still have much to learn, witch. Fletcher never told you that werewolves live for hundreds of years?” 
 I reeled from that. “No, no one told me.” I remembered Hywel saying to Fletch that he was much older than him. “How old are you and Hywel?” 
 “I’m only sixty-two,” Trefor said as if that were young; “Hywel is just over three hundred.” 
 “Three hundred years old?” I said with utter disbelief. Jeepers, no wonder he thought of me as a ‘child’. 
 “Yes,” he confirmed, getting to his feet, “so can you help him or not?” 
 “I’ll try,” I said, bringing my arms from behind my back and looking at him defiantly. 
 He paused for a moment, clearly weighing up how dangerous I might be. Then he nodded once and walked out, locking the cage behind him. 
 I went down on my knees beside the wizard and lifted the edge of his blanket, and then recoiled in horror. He was a bloodied mess. His throat was torn open and his chest was a mass of lacerations. He was breathing, but shallow rasping breaths that sounded as though each one could easily be his last. 
 “You stupid man,” I said picking up his hand, “how could you possibly choose this? Was it because you wanted to live forever?” 
 Brian’s eyes opened. “Yes. I’m so sorry, Emily.” 
 “Shhh,” I said firmly; he didn’t need to waste his last moments apologising to me, I got it now. He had betrayed both me and Fletcher, but the prize was so much more than just becoming a werewolf. I hadn’t been able to understand why he was willing to throw everything away and probably die doing it, but it made sense now I knew that the wolves were practically immortal. I still hated him for it, but I got it. 
 “I was wrong. I didn’t realise until it was too late. I’m not going to make it, but that’s okay. Please let Fletcher know how sorry I was at the end.” He coughed and blood trickled out of his mouth. 
 “It’s not the end. Not yet. You have to hang in there. Iris will come for me and she can heal you.” 
 “Your faith is wonderful, Emily, but Iris cannot heal this.” 
 “He’s right, Mistress, she can’t heal this.” Bob dropped down through the bars and onto my shoulder. 
 “What can I do, Bob? Tell me how to help him.” 
 “Are you sure you want to, Mistress? Your wolf is badly hurt, and whose fault is it?” 
 “What? Fletch is hurt? Quick, tell me.” I dropped the wizard’s hand. 
 “The pack second, Trefor—It looks as though he stabbed Fletch to weaken him before the fight. He is in a wooden cage; I can’t get in but I could see through a hole in one of the boards. There is no visible wound, it is hidden under his clothes, but one of his arms is not working and he’s losing a lot of blood. The earth under him is soaked with it and he keeps passing out.” 
 “Oh, Goddess.” I felt sick and more shaken than I had been the entire night so far. Was nothing going to go right? 
 “Surely he can’t do that? I thought Hywel wasn’t allowed to hurt him until Fletch turned wolf?” 
 “Hywel would have been careful not to break any laws,” the wizard whispered. “He didn’t do it personally and he probably didn’t even instruct it to be done. But Trefor would know what Hywel wanted of him without it having to be said.” 
 “So that’s what Derry meant when he said Hywel wouldn’t allow it to be a fair fight.”  
 I said a few choice swearwords under my breath as I tried to think what to do, but I was out of ideas as well as running low on magical energy. 
 Somehow I needed to help the wizard not to die, then go and rescue Fletch and take down Trefor and Hywel. A bit of a tall task for a sixteen-year-old pathetic excuse for a witch, who couldn’t control her powers at the best of times or get them to do anything useful even when not exhausted! 
 But I also couldn’t just sit around and wait for Iris or my dad or some unknown Alpha to save us. I had to do something. I grabbed my Grimoire and flicked through it looking for inspiration. 
 The wizard coughed and gasped beside me as he got weaker and weaker, but I just didn’t know what to do. I didn’t even know CPR, not that I thought it would help. 
 I threw the book down. “I’m sorry, Brian. There’s nothing here. There are potions I could brew, but I don’t have any equipment, let alone all the herbs required, not that it would probably work anyway—but no spells I can find to just magically heal you or Fletch.” 
 The wizard clutched at my robe, pulling me closer to him. 
 “You must bond with Fletcher. It is your only hope,” he whispered, his eyes darting to the dusky darkness around us. 
 “What? But we can’t, you said it would be too dangerous. Everyone says it’s too dangerous!” 
 “If not Fletcher then it will be Hywel anyway. Which would you prefer?” 
 “Oh.” I hadn’t thought of that. Hywel was going to try to force a bonding with me anyway. So yes, I didn’t really have much to lose by bonding with Fletcher instead. In fact I had everything to gain. I would become extremely powerful and probably accidentally reveal my magical abilities to the world, but that was going to happen anyway if I bonded with Hywel instead. And if I was bonded to Hywel then apparently I couldn’t hurt him, whereas what I really wanted to do was to inflict huge amounts of pain on his werewolf butt. But if I was bonded to Fletch instead, then perhaps I could teach Hywel a lesson or two before I accidentally blew us all up anyway? 
 “What about Fletch though? If we bond then he’s mated to me for life. He can’t ever be with anyone else and it looks like he’s going to live a really long time, whereas I’m human. I’ll be dead and gone long before him, and he’ll always be alone.” 
 “You’re bonded only for your lifespan, not his. But as long as you are alive his wolf isn’t going to want anyone else anyway.” The wizard closed his eyes and I knew he didn’t have long, but I still wasn’t sure. 
 “But he’s only eighteen, Brian. Bonding now just wouldn’t be right.” 
 “He loves you, Emily. His wolf has already chosen you, he’s just waiting for you to be ready.” 
 I knew he was telling me the truth but it still didn’t feel right. We would be doing it for all the wrong reasons. 
 “Yes,” the wizard agreed, reading my mind, “it is not your ideal scenario, or as romantic as you might hope, but the moon will be full in less than half an hour, and then Fletcher will change and Hywel will kill him. So don’t you think it is worth the leap of faith? Even if it was done for the wrong reasons, at least he would be alive for you to work out your true feelings.” 
 I shook my head. “I know my true feelings. I love him.” Just saying it out loud again made me feel stronger, and my hands once more began to crackle with energy. 
 I looked down at them, wondering if the crackle could somehow be used to get out of the cage. 
 “I love him,” I said again, and my palms began to glow. 
 I smiled, feeling my magic strength coming back. “I love him and if he’ll have me then I’m going to bond with him.” My hands got really hot and bright. 
 Bob, who had been very quiet though all this, poked me hard with his beak. 
 “Mistress, the wizard—try now!” 
 For a moment I wavered, wanting to take my magic and blast my way out of the cage to get to Fletch, but I knew exactly what Bob was suggesting, and I couldn’t just walk away and leave Brian to die. 
 So I turned my hands out, palms towards the wizard, and let all the warmth and the light discharge out of them and into the wizard instead. 
 He gave a jerk and his back arched off the ground; he gave an agonising scream and then magically his wounds began to close and his breathing got stronger. He twitched and flailed, before sinking back down, and then his eyes sprang open looking clear and normal. 
 “By the Sacred Stones, Emily! I’ve never known of anyone who could do such a thing. Are you okay?” 
 “Yup. One righteous witch,” I said, trying not to keel over on my side now that all the energy had dispersed again. 
 He sat up and put his arm around me. “We need to get you to Fletcher right away.” 
 I shook my head. “No can do. That was all I had. I’m not magic enough to get out of here now.” A fog began to descend over my brain and the urge to lie down got stronger and stronger. 
 “You’re not the only with a few tricks up your sleeve, as it happens. There is a reason I earned the title of wizard.” 
 He put his fingers to his temples and closed his eyes. I heard him murmuring, but could only make out the word “Trefor”. 
 Only seconds passed and then Trefor walked up to the cage as if in a trance. He took the key from his pocket and unlocked the cage. 
 The wizard pulled me to my feet. “Go and find Fletcher. Bob can guide you. Just keep going a little longer; you’ll feel better when you reach him, I promise.” 
 I nodded and stumbled out of the cage. Trefor just stood there with a vacant look in his eye. “What’s wrong with him?” I asked. 
 “Mind control.” The wizard actually looked embarrassed. “I try not to do it, but sometimes it is necessary.” 
 “Can you control anyone?” I asked, thinking what a scary talent it was. 
 “Most humans, yes. Werewolves are harder, but Trefor feels indebted to me so he’s more open to suggestion.” 
 “Can you make him punch himself hard in the face?” I asked quite seriously. 
 Brian gave a small laugh and then I watched as Trefor punched his own ear, actually knocking himself sideways. 
 “That was for stabbing my boyfriend!” I said, giving him a rather lame kick in the shin for good measure. I would have liked to do more, but I could barely stay upright myself. 
 “Aren’t you coming?” I asked the wizard. 
 “No, I’ll wipe Trefor’s mind and send him back. We don’t want Hywel getting suspicious yet. I think it will be safest if I stay here and play dead. I’ll call Bob if I need you.” 
 Bob ruffled his wings and clicked his beak angrily. 
 The wizard dropped his head apologetically. “I agree, Bob, I don’t deserve it, and I understand if you don’t want to forgive me.” 
 I heard Bob harrumphing, but I knew he had forgiven Brian already, otherwise he wouldn’t have suggested that I save him. Bob could be quite ruthless when he wanted. 
 I could do with taking a leaf out of his book; I needed to get harder to do what had to be done later tonight. But first I was desperate to see Fletch. Just being near him would make me feel better, but would he even want to bond with me? 
   



 
19. Tired and sorcery 
   

I was pretty relieved to be out of the stone circle as I crept away from my cage and went in the general direction that Bob indicated. We were heading down the hill toward the car park.  
 I could sense that Bob was sulking and I had a pretty good idea why. 
 “He’s not replacing you, Bob. I have to bond with him to save his life, you understand that, don’t you?” 
 “It doesn’t matter why you bond, Mistress. The point is that you will have a werewolf for a Familiar. Why would you need me?” 
 “Don’t be silly! First of all, Fletch is only a wolf one night a month, and secondly, how on earth could he do half the things that you do for me? He doesn’t even live near us, he can’t watch over me like you do and he isn’t going to start running messages for me just because his wolf is a Familiar to my witch. He isn’t connected locally the way you are. He won’t be around to assist me with my magic, and even if he was I’m going to keep needing you, Bob, on a daily basis. And Fletch most certainly can’t fly in my window whenever I want him; can you imagine the fit my dad would have?” 
 Bob laughed his bird chirp at that image and relaxed a little. My dad was aware of what Bob was now, and seemed quite taken with him. But my father did not approve of my friendship with one Aaron Fletcher, the werewolf, whom he also knew about. 
 On the other hand, if Fletch and I were bonded then he was going to have to accept him. But perhaps I could wait a while before actually telling him, like a hundred years or so. 
 The idea of Fletch living that long still seemed unreal, and I couldn’t get my head around the fact that he’d go on and on and I wouldn’t. But first I had to get Fletch to live through the night, let alone what we might have to face later. 
 I was practically crawling on my hands and knees by the time we were halfway there. 
 “I know you’re exhausted, Mistress, but we are running out of time. The moon will be full soon, and when that happens Fletcher will become a werewolf and he will have to fight. If you are going to bond you really must do it before then or he will almost certainly be killed.” 
 “I know.” I redoubled my efforts to simply move forwards. 
 I looked at the sky, trying to draw some strength from the moon above me, and also wondering what had happened to my Alpha spell. Why hadn’t it worked? Or maybe it had and another Alpha was already on his way. He was going to have to hurry up though… 
 “This way.” Bob flapped his wings over my head to urge me forward. In front of me loomed a wooden hut. I recognised it, it was the one where the car park attendant normally sat to charge people coming to visit the standing stones. It was a flimsy affair and I couldn’t see how it could possibly hold Fletch if he didn’t wish to be held. The door was locked with only a simple bolt and it was unguarded. My first thought was that Hywel must be extremely confident in the obedience of his wolves to assume no one would just let Fletch out. But then I remembered that werewolf magic would automatically stop them from disobeying a direct order, which made more sense. Hywel wasn’t a man who would simply trust others to behave honourably, not when he was so lacking in honour himself. 
 Of everyone present, only Fletch, Brian and myself were not sworn to Hywel so far as I knew. Of course, if another Alpha would hurry up and arrive, then hopefully the magic would be much weaker. Derry had said that pack members could even switch their loyalties to a rival Alpha. 
 I pulled back the lock and opened the door. It was pitch black inside, but I could see a shape stretched out on the ground. Fletch. 
 I felt a rush of love and awareness at the sight of him. I was going to be magically tied to this boy for the rest of my life, but the prospect didn’t seem that scary now that I’d accepted it. 
 I’m not a total idiot and I know that first love doesn’t always last, and that this was going to create problems due to the fact we were both so young and still living with our parents. But it felt like it was inevitable anyway, no matter how long we waited. So it might as well be now. 
 I gave a grim smile of determination as I tried to enter the shed, only to be thrown backwards by an invisible force.  
 “Blast it!” I muttered, “Hywel must have used some magic on this.” Which would account for the lack of guards and the apparent trust in his pack. But how? I remembered the wizard telling me that Hywel had some magic of his own, but he wasn’t a witch. Surely he wasn’t capable of magic as strong as this? Or was there yet another unknown enemy wondering around who had magic powers? 
 We were so beaten if that was the case. There was no way I was strong enough to go up against a witch in my current condition. But right now, it was just me and Bob, so I had to keep trying. 
 “Fletch? It’s Emily, can you hear me?” 
 He didn’t answer, but I just knew he was still alive. 
 I didn’t feel remotely capable of doing any magic of my own, but Fletch needed me. Even with my regular nose, I could smell the blood inside the dark shed. 
 For the second time that night I mentally ran through my skill set, trying to work out how on earth to help him. I could produce heat, but even if I managed fire then that would just be dangerous, what with him being inside a wooden structure and no obvious way out. I could make a mild wind, which was useless. I could possibly get water (or maybe just worms) to come out of the ground. That might be helpful if Fletch was thirsty but otherwise, again, a useless skill. I put my head on my knees trying to think. 
 What I needed was to touch Fletch, and then our personal combined energy might break through Hywel’s spell. There had always been a strong magical charge between us, and I was betting it was the key to this door. So how could I get to Fletch or get Fletch to me? He was unconscious and I didn’t have the energy for a full-on spell. Plus I had stupidly left all my supplies back in the cage. What else could I do? 
 Just one more thing in my megre arsenal: telekinesis again.  
 But it was one thing getting my cloak to flap about or a pen to fly across the room or even getting a teddy bear to wave; it was quite another to get a well-built eighteen-year-old unconscious male to move across the floor to the door where I might be able to make contact with him. 
 But I didn’t have any other tricks up my sleeve. It was the best thing I could think of. 
 “Bob, I need you to concentrate and throw anything and everything you’ve got at me, okay? I’m going to try to move Fletcher to the door, and I’m running real low on magical energy right now.” 
 “I will help you, Mistress, as much as I can,” Bob assured me, pressing himself against my cheek. 
 Then he flew up above me and circled around my head three times, in what I can only assume was some kind of Familiar display. 
 I shook off my cloak, so I was dressed only in the white dress, and I stood and held my bare arms up to the full moon. My legs trembled just simply standing up and I couldn’t focus enough to make up a decent spell, so instead I sent up a kind of prayer and just hoped that whatever powers were out there, I could draw on them a little to help me. 
 I relied on pure instinct as I called out: 
 “Goddess of the moon, imbibe me with your magic, grant me the power to move Aaron Fletcher using only my mind. Mother Earth, aid me and enable me to move Aaron Fletcher across your surface. Blackbobhead, grant me what power you are able created by our bond of witch and Familiar.”  
 Bob’s presence was definitely adding to my powers; I could feel his faith strengthening me. My white dress seemed to glow in the moonlight, and I was grateful that we were far enough away from the others so as to not attract attention. 
 I was completely winging it at that moment, but if I was supposed to be a Natural Witch, then I was going to do what felt natural. 
 I brought my arms down and aimed my hands at the doorway of the shed, then I willed Fletch to move towards me with every ounce of will left in my body. 
 At first I thought it wasn’t working, then in the darkness I saw a movement. Something large, coming towards me very, very slowly. I redoubled my efforts using an inner strength I had no idea I possessed. I could hear the squeak of damp grass as his body was dragged across it, and slowly I could make out his shape as he moved towards the bright moonlight around the door. He was just over halfway when my arms began to tremble and the shaking in my legs became too much to support me. I dropped to my knees, still keeping my arms out. I began to see bright spots dancing in front of my eyes. I wasn’t going to be able to do it; I was going to pass out as well before I could get him to me. 
 “Come on, please, I need you,” I begged Fletch, but he was out of it. “Serena Rand, if you can hear me, strengthen me with the magic that I inherited from you.” 
 I don’t know what made me call on my mother for help; it wasn’t something I had even considered, but it felt right. I felt a warmth around me like a parental hug, and I knew I could do this. 
 I closed my eyes, falling forwards with my hands touching the magical force field blocking the open doorway. I willed him to reach out with every fibre in my being, he was inches away now, but I was spent. Completely and utterly spent. I decided that now was as good a time as any to give up. I had done everything I could and it hadn’t been enough. I figured I would simply pass out from exhaustion and let the chips fall where they may. Yes, that seemed like the easiest thing to do. At least Fletch was beside me. I let the darkness flood my mind and just when I was about to sink into it, there was a tingle in my fingertips. 
 I forced my tired eyes open. Fletch was lying on the other side of the door, his eyes were open and his fingertips were touching mine. 
 He gave me a weak smile, and his other hand reached out and touched mine, so all twenty of our fingertips were just touching through the magic shield on the door. 
 There was a loud bang and a bright white light and then the force field was gone. I curled my fingers around his with relief and lay there letting the hot energy of our touch fill me up again. 
 By the Goddess I had needed that boost. My mind started working again and I was horrified by how close I’d been to giving in.  
 “I’m supposed to rescue you, not the other way round,” he croaked. 
 “Then you picked the wrong witch,” I said, feeling my powers getting stronger again just from being in physical contact with him. 
 “Yeah,” he agreed, “you kick arse.” 
 “It’s not that I don’t need you, quite the opposite. I’ve worked it out, Fletch, it is being together that makes us strong, not staying apart.” 
 I used my increasing strength to pull myself though the door and closer to him. The more parts of us touching the better I felt. 
 “I’ve come to ask you to bond with me.” I said, shyly. 
 “Oh, Em, there’s nothing I want more, but I can’t let you.” Fletcher held me close and kissed my hair. “You’re being forced into this before you’re ready, and you might spend the rest of your life resenting being tied to me. We will find another way to beat Hywel. I will kill him if I have to.” 
 “Shhh.” I put my finger over his lips. “I love you. I want to bond with you. Hywel is a separate issue. I agree this isn’t the way I would have chosen, but it is what I would have chosen, eventually.” I felt compelled out of honesty to add the last word. 
 I could see he was wavering as his eyes searched mine. “It isn’t how I would have chosen either. I imagined our bonding taking place somewhere lit by candles with perhaps some romantic music, and a bed, a very big comfortable bed! Not on blood-soaked grass in a ticket booth.” 
 I laughed. “That just sounds like an excuse to get me into the big bed. I’m afraid the romance is going to have to wait. No candles, no music and definitely no taking off any clothes for now. We’ll do a blood bond, just like I did with Bob.” 
 Fletch stroked my face. “I’ll take whatever I can get.” 
 “Don’t mind me,” Bob said sarkily from his perch on the roof of the shed. 
 “Sorry, Bob, but you knew this was coming, and I’ve already promised that it changes nothing between me and you. So would you mind very much stretching your wings and giving us a few moments of privacy?” 
 Bob grumbled loudly and flew off. 
 “I can see I’m going to have quite some competition with that bird,” Fletch said, even though he hadn’t been able to hear a word Bob was saying. 
 “I’m afraid so,” I said with a nod. “Now how are we going to swap blood?” 
 Fletch pulled back his sleeve to show a vicious-looking cut, where a knife had sliced open a large vein in his arm. I showed him the cut I had across my hand and Fletch looked angry when he saw it. 
 “It’s okay, I did it myself. But you realise we have to drink each other’s blood, right? I’m not sure I can face putting that wound in my mouth.” 
 “I think we can manage something a little smaller if you prefer,” he said. 
 He pulled a small army knife from his boot, and before I could react he pricked the end of my finger. A small drop of blood instantly welled up. 
 “Ready?” he asked as he cut the end of his own finger to match. 
 “Ready,” I confirmed, then I lifted my finger to his mouth. 
   



 
20. Blood bind 
   

We lay on the grass, side by side in the moonlight, and stared into each other’s eyes. I sucked the blood out of his finger into my mouth and he did the same to me. 
 I let the tentacles of my mind reach out for his, and lost myself in the green of his eyes—and then everything went spinning and I saw suddenly saw images of myself. I saw me dancing naked at the Halloween full moon, I saw me standing in the street looking shocked as we touched for the first time, I saw me with my head bent over a book and a serious expression on my face, I saw me with sparks coming out of my hands as we kissed, I saw me in reindeer pyjamas smiling… me looking terrified surrounded by fire, me saying “Yes” when Fletch called me his for the first time, me crying on my knees in the darkness, me holding him as he woke up human again, me as we kissed and floated up and up in the air, me in a cage, and me lying in front of him with his finger in my mouth. Me with flowers in my hair. My eyes, my mouth, the smudge of dirt on my cheek. 
 Then a bright light blinded me, and I swear the ground shook from the bang that went with it. 
 I blinked repeatedly trying to see, and I clung to Fletch as my anchor in the sudden darkness that came after the brilliant light. 
 “Are you okay?” It was Fletch speaking, except that I could feel him saying it as well as hear him. I could feel his concern and his love. It was like a cocoon I wanted to climb into and never leave. 
 “Yes,” I whispered. “I think it worked.” 
 “I should say so.” I could feel his smile more than I could see it. 
 “What did you see?” I asked. 
 “You, I only see you,” he said. I knew he was grinning at me when he said it, and I suspected he had seen himself through my eyes just as I had seen myself. But he clearly wasn’t telling. 
 I snuggled closer, not wanting the feeling to end. I didn’t think I’d ever felt so happy, so complete as I did at that moment. 
 It was like all the stars had aligned and we would never be separated again. Just like Verity said they would. Star-crossed no more. We were now fated to be together. 
 “So, it’s done. I’m, like, your werewolf wife?” I asked, feeling a little thrill go though me as I said it. 
 “No. That’s only the first part. Werewolf magic requires a blood exchange just like witch magic, and it binds us to each other, we will always be able to sense each other and we can bring no harm to the other, but we can also walk away from it. That is, I suppose, the marriage part of the deal. The bond can’t be undone but we could lead separate lives. The important bit for werewolves is when I mark you.”  
 I furrowed my brow as the words jogged a memory. Hywel telling Fletch that he should have marked me as his. But he hadn’t, so it was obviously a big deal. 
 “What is ‘marking’ me? What does that do?” I asked. 
 “Once you’re marked by a werewolf no other wolf can harm you either, and no wolf can have you but me.” 
 “Sounds good, kinda romantic.” I smiled. “Unless of course you mark your girl the same way that dogs mark their territory?” I had a fleeting gross image of being peed on by a wolf. So not romantic. 
 He grinned, shaking his head, then quickly sobered his expression. “The catch being that I will never be able to have anyone else so long as you live. Not that I’d want to.” He added, hastily. 
 “While you live I’ll never want anyone else either,” I said, sincerely. “So, do it.” 
 He shook his head, “I have to be in wolf form.” 
 “Okay, then we wait, and in the meantime we can celebrate our bonding.” I pressed my lips to his, and the instant heat felt crazy enough to set the wooden shed on fire. I quickly stopped, remembering the story Iris had told me. 
 “Now that we’re bonded I’m concerned about my powers flaring. I feel a ton of it spiking up when we kiss.” 
 He nodded with understanding. “I’m worried too. Remember what Brian said about the wolf and the witch who bonded? He couldn’t stop himself from biting her when he was a wolf and then she died. We might have bonded as a witch and a Familiar, but we haven’t bonded as mates the way wolves do. I think my instinct is going to be to bite you. The wolf inside me won’t see it as harming you, he’ll see it as another way to cement our bond. But it could easily kill you, and I couldn’t live with that.” 
 “I don’t believe you will,” I said, firmly, cuddling against him. “You made peace with your wolf, and you have excellent self control otherwise we’d have seen each other again way before we did.” 
 Fletch wrapped his arms tightly around me and held me so close that I could hear his heart thumping in his chest. He didn’t say anything but I could sense him still fretting over it. 
 The whole thing seemed so unfair. I was happy, but also a bit scared again. We had decided to be together, we had bonded, but it still wasn’t easy.  
 Fletch kissed the top of my head, clearly picking up on my emotions as much as I was on his. 
 “Em, sweetie. Much as I want to lie here with you forever, I think you should know that I can feel the moon singing. The change is close now.” 
 “Oh.” I scrambled away slightly. “How long?” 
 “A minute, maybe two.” He moved onto one arm and then grimaced as pain went through him. “You need to get away from me, do you understand?” 
 “No,” I said, shaking my head firmly, “you’re hurt and when you change Hywel is going to come for you to fight over me. I can’t just leave you like this. Aren’t I supposed to be a super-witch now? I thought I was going to be all-powerful if I had a werewolf as a Familiar?” 
 I did feel better, but I couldn’t feel raw power surging out of me ready to destroy the world, which is basically what I thought would happen. 
 Fletch frowned, obviously drawing the same conclusions as me. “That’s right. You’re supposed to have gone into overload by now. Did we not bond properly? Maybe it doesn’t work until I mark you, but that’s only a werewolf thing.” 
 “No, I’m sure we did. We definitely bonded. Let me try something.” 
 I pointed my palms at the roof. “Open sesame,” I said in a jokey way. 
 “Emily,” Fletch’s voice was serious, “you have to connect to your emotions. You’re a Natural Witch, so your magic is guided by your emotions, right?” 
 “Right,” I said, “but all I feel right now is really happy and in love.” We looked at each other goofily for a moment. 
 “Then let’s use that.” Fletch’s voice was soft and he curled his fingers into mine. 
 The moment we were touching again I felt it. There was a build-up of energy. Just like the warm crackle we always generated between us, but magnified. What we had created before seemed like a pale imitation of the energy that pulsed when we touched now. 
 With one hand grasping his, I looked down at my other hand and watched it start to glow. Then I placed it over his cut arm and simply said “Heal.” 
 “Bloody hell!” Fletch dropped my hand and sat up, rotating his arm. “How on earth did you do that? It’s better. Like completely and totally better.” He looked at me with wide eyes. “What else can you do?” 
 I smiled and shook my head. “Nothing at all with you over there. It only works when we’re touching skin to skin.” I was pretty confident about that. My power had spiked when we’d kissed, but most of the rest of our contact had been through our clothes. 
 A slow smile covered his face as well. “How very interesting.” He took my hand again. “Try the roof now?” 
 I pointed my finger at the roof. “Open.” It blew cleanly off and we heard it thud to the ground outside. 
 The moon filled the shed and Fletch dropped my hand. “Oh, crap. It’s time. Run, Emily.” 
 I got quickly to my feet and began to back away. Fletch dropped to his hands and knees, seemingly in agony. I could feel his pain as well as see it. His body began to waver, and a purplish light seemed to surround him as his face began to elongate and his hands flexed and grew. He grunted in agony as his back rippled and I could hear others on the far side of the hill, all going through the same—some screaming, some howling, most just puffing like a woman in labour as the full moon magically altered their bodies from human to werewolf. 
 Within seconds Fletch was the wolf I recognised from our first night. A rich chestnut brown fur just like his hair, and bright green eyes that were clearly still his. 
 His eyes narrowed on me. 
 “Fletch? What is it?”  
 He growled in response, his head went down and the look he gave me was predatory in the extreme. I backed up a little more against the wall behind me. 
 I inched along the wall as he slowly began to stalk me. 
 “Fletch, stop!” I pleaded. “This is what they said would happen, your wolf wants to bite me, but you have to control it. If you bite me I might die, do you really want that?” 
 He stopped. He shook his head and closed his eyes, struggling internally. 
 “Emily?” he seemed to be reaching out for me mentally, then the connection went cold again, “Mine!” His jaws snapped together menacingly. 
 “Yes, yes, I’m yours.” I squeaked as he reared up and pinned my body with his paws against my shoulders. “I love you Fletch, please fight it, for me.” 
 His mouth opened, his teeth looked huge and scary, but his eyes looked so human and unsure. He was clearly still battling with his wolf instincts, and then something weird happened. His head began to shift back. His teeth shortened, his long wolf nose visibly shrank, his fur receded into his skin and within seconds I was staring wide eyed into his human face, still on the body of a huge wolf. 
 He looked as shocked as me, but his human head was obviously now in control. He didn’t bite me, instead he lowered his mouth to mine and gave me a quick firm kiss. 
 Then something else weird happened. A round glowing orb of bright light came across the sky and hit Fletch hard in the chest. He was flung onto his back, his legs in the air, and he whimpered as the light filled him and lifted him right off the ground. The purple light surrounded him again and he wavered between human and wolf, and then bits of him went human and other bits stayed wolf; then suddenly the light went out, and he dropped to the ground again fully back to being a wolf. 
 “What the heck was that?” he panted. 
 I had a suspicion that it was the reappearance of my Alpha spell. Had I done that? Or had it just found itself a new Alpha? 
   



 
21. Giving up the ghost

   
 “What is it? Why are you feeling guilty? What did you do?” Fletch looked up at me. 
 I bit my lip. “I cast a spell earlier to bring another Alpha here because I thought it might help you. I thought another Alpha might at least ensure a fair fight between you and Hywel.” 
 “And?” Fletch rolled onto his front and stood up on only slightly wobbly legs. 
 “And the spell disappeared in the form of an orb; presumably to seek out the nearest Alpha. Except that I think it was the same orb that just came back and hit you. I might have accidentally made you an Alpha.” 
 “Actually, you didn’t.” A vaguely familiar voice said from behind me. 
 I shrieked and jumped behind Fletch as a large grey wolf trotted up to us. 
 Fletch sniffed, looking confused. “Brian?” he said cautiously. 
 “Yes, hello, both of you; glad to see you looking alive and well and all that. I got a bit of a surprise when I suddenly changed, but I quickly realised that when Emily saved my life she didn’t actually remove the bite, just healed it. So now I’m a werewolf too.” He sounded pretty thrilled. 
 “You sold her out. You gave her to Hywel!” Fletch’s wolf lips pulled back into a snarl and I felt him tense as though to spring at Brian. 
 “It’s okay,” I said, quickly, putting a firm hand on Fletch’s back. “He knows he made a mistake, and it wasn’t really his fault, Hywel was going to come for me anyway.” 
 “He helped him.” Fletch gave a growl that started in his belly and erupted from his throat. I felt it go through him and nearly backed off, feeling nervous. But I knew that Brian was sorry and I had forgiven him now. 
 “Fletch, he’s our friend, and right now we need all the allies we can get. You still have to fight Hywel.” 
 There was a tense moment where Fletch refused to back down, and Brian just stood there waiting.  
 “Very well.” Fletch accepted reluctantly. “Are you going to help us?” 
 “I will do everything in my power,” Brian said, bowing his head to Fletcher. 
 “You can start with sharing some of your knowledge. What’s the Alpha deal?” Fletch asked, and I was relieved to hear his voice was almost normal again. 
 “You have a naturally dominant wolf, Fletcher. So I think it was only a matter of time before you went Alpha anyway. I’m just guessing, but I would say that your bonding with Emily has escalated things. Plus you just went Alpha when you partially shifted in your attempt to save Emily; it is the strength of your feelings for her that caused the shift.” He looked at me. “I don’t think your spell could have actually created an Alpha, that kind of power comes from within the wolf.” 
 “Oh, um, good,” I said, unsure what to think anymore. “So Fletch is an Alpha now. What does that mean.” 
 We all spun round as another voice came out of the darkness. “It means that he has my loyalty.” 
 A light brown wolf trotted up. 
 “Derry, are you sure?” Fletch touched noses with the wolf. 
 “Not all of us who were pledged to Hywel were always that happy about it. But we had to have an Alpha. Now it can be you.” Derry sank down as if bowing to Fletch.  
 “Don’t,” Fletch said, his voice full of embarrassment. 
 “Get used to it, sir.” Derry teased him. “Wolves for miles around are sensing the power shift. They know there’s a new Alpha. You might find you have a bigger pack than you can imagine.” 
 “But aren’t you sworn to Hywel?” I asked. 
 Derry nodded, “I am, but Fletch is going to fight him and I believe he will win.” 
 “Hywel will kill you for this betrayal if I don’t.” Fletch warned. 
 “He can’t kill me just for being swayed by a more dominant Alpha, that’s the nature of the beast, he knows that.” 
 “He’ll kill you anyway out of spite.” 
 “Then make sure you don’t lose.” Derry said. 
 “More dominant Alpha?” I asked. 
 But before I could get an answer the atmosphere suddenly changed all around us. Derry looked nervously behind him. Then we saw the rest of the pack coming, led by Hywel. 
 Derry, Brian and I took up a defensive stance beside Fletch, but we were faced with the much larger line of wolves behind Hywel. 
 “So it was you.” Hywel’s voice was low and dangerous. “I felt the becoming of another Alpha, but I never thought it would be you. You’re so very young. But I knew you would be trouble. The sooner I kill you the better.” 
 He spotted me and started with surprise. “And your little witch is here. Now how did you get out? Did you have something to do with his new status as an Alpha? Some magic you performed, hmmm?” Hywel swung his muzzle back to Fletch and bared his teeth. “That could be considered cheating, Aaron. I should not even allow a fair fight now. I should tell my wolves to rip you and yours to pieces.” 
 Brian stepped forward then. “No, Hywel. You know your laws, and it is still a fair fight. Much more fair than it was before, and you know it. No magic could have made him an Alpha but our own.” 
 Hywel growled and snarled, and I could see Brian start to shake as he tried to stand his ground. There was obviously something paranormal in their natural inclination to bow down before a more powerful wolf. 
 Then Hywel snapped his jaws, growing bored of his show of dominance. “Very well,” he said, though clearly reluctantly. “Fletcher, take your wolves to the stone circle. We will fight there as tradition dictates. Emily, stay here. I am not done with you.” 
 “I’m not leaving her.” Fletch’s eyes flashed at Hywel. 
 “Yet you have not marked her. She is still fair game.” 
 Fletch and I exchanged horrified glances. In the confusion that had happened after the change we had forgotten to complete the bonding! 
 “I’m not going to harm her. I just want to talk to her about our binding ceremony.” Hywel gave me a calculated look and I took a step back, feeling the menace and intent coming off him. 
 “There will be no binding ceremony between you and her.” Fletch’s hackles rose along his back and I caught a glimpse of purple shimmer coming off him. 
 Hywel actually took a step backwards, before clearly realising what he had done and stepping forward again. 
 But the damage had been done. There were whispers all around. I wasn’t even a werewolf and I understood what had just happened: Hywel had somehow shown that he knew Fletch was even more dominant than he was. 
 A few wolves trotted away from Hywel and moved behind Fletch. They were the smallest and probably the youngest of the pack, but it was something. Fletch said nothing but raised an eyebrow (so far as wolves can do so) at Hywel. 
 Hywel looked ready to do murder, but Fletch put on a very relaxed expression, even though I could sense he was anything but. 
 “Fine,” Hywel spat, “I will kill you first and then we will perform the ceremony. But in the meantime the witch must be securely tied. I’m not having her using magic to unfairly assist you in the fight.” 
 “I wouldn’t do that!” I said loudly, though actually I had been wondering exactly how to do that very thing. 
 “Very well.” Fletch didn’t look at me, but he didn’t need to. I understood it was a show of good faith on his part and that his concern for my safety still came above everything. I attempted to send back my love using my emotional energy. I think he got it. 
 “Trefor, fetch rope. This time I will tie her myself. And Davis, fetch your witch, it seems we need something a little stronger to ensure she doesn’t escape yet again.” Hywel began to walk towards me. Fletch growled but didn’t move. 
 There was a purple shimmer around Hywel and he cracked his neck loudly as his body unexpectedly began to transform back from wolf to human. 
 Within seconds a large man stood in front of me. A very naked large man. I tried to look anywhere but at him. 
 A wolf appeared at his side with rope in his mouth and Hywel took the rope and moved behind me.  
 “Ick,” I said, shrinking away from his nakedness. 
 Hywel just laughed. “If you’re going to spend time with werewolves you should get used to it.” 
 “Uh, no thanks!” I said, flinching as he tied my hands tightly behind me. 
 A large brown-black wolf came toward us, and holding tightly to his neck was Belladonna. 
 “Spell them,” Hywel told her, then he tested his knots and walked away. As he walked he transformed back into a wolf. I didn’t want to admit it was quite an impressive trick. 
 “Davis, watch her, she’s tricksy.” Hywel called over his shoulder. 
 Brian moved to stand beside Davis. “I’ll stay too,” he told Fletch. “Go ahead, I promise she will be safe.” 
 Fletch inclined his head briefly at Brian, making it clear he trusted him to do so, which I thought was very generous of him.  
 “I must go,” he looked at me, obviously reluctant to leave me behind. 
 “What? No. You can’t fight without me there,” I said, suddenly scared that he could die while I was unable to do anything. 
 “There are formalities that must be seen to. It will take some time. The fight won’t start without you.” Fletch promised. 
 “Okay, see you in a minute.” I bit my lip, hoping that nothing else was going to go wrong before I did. 
 Hywel was watching us suspiciously, but his patience had run out. 
 “Fletcher, bring your wolves, we make terms now.” Then he began to lead the way back to the stone circle. Fletch gave me a last reassuring look and followed Hywel’s pack up the hill, with Derry at his side. 
 Belladonna moved toward me cautiously. I glared at her and she dropped her eyes. 
 I suddenly felt sorry for her. She was my age, a young witch dressed just as I was, and also in love with a werewolf. We should have been friends, not enemies. She would also be dead again by morning. 
 “Why are you helping Hywel?” I asked, and she flinched just from being spoken to. I realised she must also be painfully shy. 
 “It was you that spelled the door to where they were keeping Fletcher?” 
 She nodded in answer. 
 “I thought you were a fire witch?” I said. But then I remembered that Iris could do other magic too. She could brew potions and she could do some spells, though they didn’t come easily to her. 
 But Belladonna was shaking her head. “I’m a natural witch, like you,” she whispered, looking terrified. 
 My eyes widened. This was the first time I’d met another like me. 
 “Are you and Davis bonded?” I asked, curiously. 
 Her eyes darted to Davis who stood protectively by and she shook her head again. “We were going to, though. That’s why Anwen murdered me. She made it look as though we had done, and it was Davis who killed me. He had to fake his own death to avoid hanging for it.” 
 I put the pieces together in my head. I would bet anything that Belladonna and Davis were the witch and werewolf in the story that the wizard had given us. Which was why none of it had worked out the way we’d been told it would. The story was wrong. 
 I took a second to remember the story Iris had told me about her and the jackal.  
 “Weren’t you worried about your powers getting out of control because of the bond?” 
 “I’m not nearly as powerful as you.” She said, quietly, still looking at the floor. 
 I blinked with surprise. I was the opposite of powerful in my opinion. Though I suppose I had the advantage of inheriting magic from both sides of my family and also being born on Halloween. But I was definitely not powerful. Of course, that had changed now. I had felt extremely powerful when I’d been in physical contact with Fletch. Iris was a very powerful witch too. I wondered if that had anything to do with it. 
 “I’m sorry,” she whispered as she moved behind me to put a spell on my ropes. 
 “Then don’t do it. Let me try and help you.” 
 “We already have a plan, witch. We don’t need you.” Davis said, in a rumbling growl. 
 Brian had been sitting quietly by, but he stood up now and faced Davis. “You plan to sacrifice Anwen on the altar tonight and use the magic to make Belle live again.” 
 I gasped, but Davis looked furious. “Stay out of my head!” he told Brian in a threatening voice. 
 “It won’t work,” Brian remarked as though discussing nothing more interesting than the weather. “Hywel won’t allow it, you’d be a threat to his position.” 
 I saw Davis waver as he and Belladonna exchanged worried looks. 
 “But if Fletch wins tonight then he will be the Alpha, it would change things for the two of you.” Brian continued. 
 I frowned at Brian. I understood that he was trying to tip Davis and Belle to our side, but I couldn’t see Fletch allowing Davis to murder Anwen, even if she was going to be dead again by morning. I wouldn’t allow it either, I’d already seen enough tonight to last me a lifetime. 
 “Let Emily help you instead,” Brian said, softly. 
 “No.” Davis was firm. 
 I ignored him and looked at Belladonna. “We both want the same thing. Can’t you see how alike we are?” 
 Belladonna looked toward Davis, her eyes troubled with indecision. 
 “Davis?” She said in a small voice. 
 “Hywel has given his orders,” he said, as though it were the end of the matter. 
 She walked over to him and sank down in the grass, putting her arms around his neck. “This feels wrong. Can’t you resist the oath? For me?” 
 “I can for you, but don’t you get it? This is our only hope.” He suddenly looked incredibly desperate and sad. 
 “I know a whole Coven of good witches,” I said, “and I promise we will do everything we can to bring Belladonna back.” 
 “Hywel will know I’ve broken oath,” Davis said. 
 “Then stand with Fletcher,” Brian suggested. “He could use the strength of an older wolf like you to aid him in defeating Hywel. Add your power to his and bolster his force as an Alpha. It will also have the advantage of weakening Hywel a little, and others might follow you.” 
 “Please, Davis, we are on the wrong side.” Belladonna said, tearfully. “I have watched you mourn me for almost three hundred years, and I know you would do almost anything for me. But not murder, this is the best choice we have. I trust Emily.” 
 I tried not to look as uncertain as I felt. I had absolutely no idea if I could bring Belladonna back.  
 “Anwen deserves it,” he said, but I could hear in his voice that he’d given in. He nuzzled at Belladonna and then looked to me and Brian. 
 “We’d better go and join Fletcher, then.” 
 I blew out a relieved breath and the four of us trekked up the path and to witness a fight to the death. 
   



 
22. Cry havoc and unleash the wolves of war 
   

I could feel the energy of the stone circle long before we even entered it. The moon was full now and the circle had reached the full extent of it’s power. I could also still feel a whispering of pagans past, like they had left an imprint of themselves on the stones forever.  
 Being near the circle made me feel unsettled. The now totally full moon looked huge from our vantage point so high on the hill, and the stones cast eerie long shadows. 
 I trailed back to it with Brian at my side in his new wolf form, and Bob perched on my shoulder lending me silent support. 
 “So, just the fight to get through and then what happens to me? Can we go home?” 
 “Yes.” Brian gave me a stern look, “But first you must complete the bond, Emily. You are now bonded to Fletch with witch magic, he is your Familiar and you are very powerful.” 
 I snorted at how very unpowerful I actually felt, seeing as I still had my hands tied behind my back. 
 “However,” Brian continued, “Fletch needs to seal that bond for the werewolf magic to take full effect. You have to do it before the fight.” 
 “I don’t think Hywel is going to let that happen, we missed our opportunity.” 
 “Hywel will not be vigilante enough, his overconfidence is his downfall. He underestimates how powerful the paranormal connection can be between a witch and wolf when they feel as strongly as yourself and Fletcher. He thinks that it will not be an issue if you were fully bonded because he intends to kill Fletcher which will break the bond anyway.” 
 “Got it.” I squared my shoulders with determination. Fletch would not go into that fight without completing the bond! 
 “So are you glad you’re a werewolf, or do you still think it was a mistake?” I asked. 
 “Oh, Emily, it’s just wonderful!” Brian bounced along beside me. “I feel younger, stronger and healthier than I have for years. I won’t age anymore; in fact most werewolves seem to level out at around twenty-five to thirty-five, so I might even get younger-looking, can you believe it? And though I’ll need to keep my farm now. I think I might start converting all the outbuildings for other wolves. Young men who perhaps don’t have a safe place to go, they can always find a home with me, or just somewhere to stay once a month for the full moon. I hope Fletch knows he is always welcome. Assuming he really forgives me, of course. He might not…” 
 “That sounds like a good plan, and I’m sure Fletch will forgive you.” I was quiet for a moment, not wanting to ask an impertinent question but curious all the same. “Why do you say young men? Aren’t women welcome too?” 
 “How many have you seen tonight?” Brian asked me. 
 I frowned. “None actually. That can’t be right. There are always female werewolves on television.” 
 “Female werewolves are very rare. Don’t you remember me telling you that women hardly ever survive the turn? In most packs the females are cherished and they tend to hold very high-ranking positions. But Hywel is strictly old school, he believes a woman’s place is by a man’s side, not in a position of power, so the few women who have managed the turn locally, have all left the area rather than submit to Hywel. If you go and visit somewhere like The Greater London Pack, or the Midlands Pack, you won’t just find female wolves but also plenty of ethnic diversity. That’s the trouble with having an Alpha who is over three hundred years old and who lives in a predominantly white rural area. He’s not exactly progressive or forward-thinking. I think we’ll see an awful lot of changes when Fletch takes over the pack.” 
 “Takes over the pack? What do you mean?” I almost stumbled as I shifted my attention from the ground in front of me. 
 Brian laughed, seeming utterly carefree despite our awful situation. “Oh, little witch, you have no idea what you have done by bonding with Fletch. I don’t think he has remotely comprehended how powerful he’s going to become either. You are both so wonderfully naive. I just hope you’re ready for the responsibility. When Fletch defeats Hywel he will automatically become leader of his pack.” 
 “You seem very sure that he will defeat him. Are your psychic senses telling you something?” 
 Brian nodded. “Oh, I’m sure. You wait and see. I wonder if Hywel suspects what he’s up against yet?” 
 “I don’t know what you mean. I thought I would feel different after we bonded, that I would be out of control. My magic did seem a little stronger, but only when I was actually touching Fletch. For a minute or two it seemed like I could do things just by willing them, but now he’s over there and I’m back here, I can’t seem to do anything again.” I strained in frustration at the ropes binding my hands. 
 “I know! It’s fascinating, isn’t it?” Brian was fairly skipping around me with how fascinating he clearly thought it was. Personally I had to admit to being a little bit disappointed. After Iris’s story I was expecting a little more fire and brimstone, or at least a continental shift. I certainly wasn’t expecting to feel no different at all! 
 “And how amazing that he went Alpha straight away. The fact he can partially shift means that he can control his wolf with his human half whenever he feels the need, so he will never bite you unless you actually want him to.” 
 I nodded, I was certainly extremely grateful for that. 
 When I entered the stone circle I was almost blown over by the emotions contained in it. Back in Chester’s time I had seen Celt people worshiping here, but a lot had happened in history since then, and now that I was inside the circle after the moon had become full, I got a new sense. Witches had worshiped here, witches had performed big magic in this space, and I could also sense some death—witches had died here too. 
 “Powerful, isn’t it?” Brian said, reading my mind. 
 “Scary powerful,” I agreed. 
 “Undo,” I commanded the ropes around my wrists, wondering if I might be connected to all the witchy power floating about. But nothing happened. 
 “Just the sort of place for ghosts,” Brian commented. 
 “Not so many as you’d think,” I said with a wry smile. 
 Inside the stones the wolves had formed a circle. They were watching Hywel and Trefor conversing with Fletch and Derry. Clearly the terms, whatever they might be, were still being discussed. We wedged ourselves in among them, and I wished I could get higher up, perhaps on top of one of the stones that rested sideways over the tall vertical stones. That would be a good vantage point to watch the fight, but with my hands bound there was no chance of my being able to attempt any climbing. 
 At least from my place in the circle I could see and make sure that it was a fair fight, not that anyone was likely to listen to me even if I didn’t think it was fair. 
 Straight away I noticed that at some point during the walk to the stones, the amount of wolves siding with Fletch had grown. It seemed like he had eleven or twelve on his side of the circle now. 
 “That seems a bit disloyal,” I said, nodding at them and whispering to Brian. “Hywel won’t be happy about it, surely he can’t kill them all if he wins?” 
 “It isn’t really about loyalty. It’s true that some of them will have chosen Fletch on purpose to bring a change of leadership. After all, the Alpha’s pack lend him strength, and if they didn’t like Hywel then backing another Alpha is obvious. But actually for most of them they can’t help it, it is instinctual for the wolf to get behind the strongest and most dominant wolf near them. It’s how a pack works and stays safe. The weaker ones will be drawn to Fletch by their wolf even if their human selves wouldn’t make that decision.” 
 “Oh.” I thought about this. “He’s that strong then?” 
 “He is, and he will be even more so when you complete the bonding. His dominance was always strong but his status has been strengthened by blood bonding with you. Why do you think Hywel was so keen to do it himself? He could have called some of the most powerful wolves in Britain to follow him and they wouldn’t have been able to resist, bringing their own packs with them and making Hywel even more powerful as he could then draw on the combined strength of a larger and larger pack. Thankfully for werewolves everywhere, Fletch isn’t the type to force his dominance over other pack leaders. He’ll just maintain the balance, although I think this pack will go from strength to strength anyway under his leadership. Like I said, he’ll encourage some excellent diversity, which can only help the pack as a whole.” 
 There were some words being exchanged between Fletch and Hywel that I couldn’t hear, though I suspected most of the wolves could, but before I could ask, Fletch turned his back on Hywel and walked over to us. 
 He addressed Brian first. “You owe your life to Emily, therefore I want your oath that you will protect her best interests if anything happens to me. I realise you will be forced to submit to Hywel, but you owe her this.” 
 Brian bowed his head. “You have my word, Fletch. I was wrong to allow any harm to come to her, and will trade the life she has given back to me in return for her safety.” 
 “Thank you.” 
 Then he turned to me and put one large paw on my leg. I instantly felt the connection surge between us and took full advantage of it to will the rope behind me to untie. It fell away neatly, but I kept my hands behind my back so as not to alert Hywel of it. 
 “Fletch, we have to complete the bond, right now, if possible?” I whispered as low as I could. 
 Fletch looked over his shoulder at Hywel, then back at me with a worried gaze. “This is the marriage bit, Emily, are you absolutely sure?” 
 I swallowed hard a couple of times, but resolutely muttered, “Yes. If you are?” 
 “I never wanted it to happen like this,” he said, sadly. 
 “Just do it, whatever it is, before Hywel stops us.” 
 Fletch looked into my eyes for a long moment then he put one heavy paw on my shoulder, bringing me down to my knees so that we were face to face.  
 “Thank you, love, for the strength you give me tonight. For taking the risk of bonding with me and for coming to heal me. I know what it took out of you and I know that you didn’t want this yet. But I will love you until there is no breath left in my body, after which time you will be released from our bond anyway.” Then his voice changed slightly, growing deeper as he said, “I claim you as my mate and put my mark upon you that no other werewolf but me might have you, if you agree.” 
 I felt a bit overwhelmed by the grown-up tone he was using and the strange power he put into the words. He sounded like something out of King Arthur rather than an eighteen-year-old boy from Hampstead. 
 But I buried my hands into the thick fur around his neck. 
 “I agree,” I said. 
 His tongue rasped across my forehead and that’s when I felt the magic. It was like a spell passed between us and wrapped around us.  
 “Now make me another promise,” he said in his normal teasing voice, “that when this is over, me and you are going to get some quality alone time? I’m very keen to cement our mate bond.” 
 I shook my head with a smile. “I don’t think I should promise that—what if we caused an earthquake?” 
 “What if we defied gravity again and ended up on the moon?” he joked in return. 
 “What if we caused a flood and wiped the human race from the earth?” I was only half joking. 
 He touched his forehead to mine again in a gesture I was coming to recognise. “What if we were just happy? We’ll take things slowly, but in time I want us to be truly one.” 
 “I promise,” I whispered. 
 I put my hands behind my back again and stood up. “Now, go kick his arse, but be careful of your own hide!” 
 Fletch moved away and I instantly felt the loss of warmth and power. He affectionately butted heads with Derry, then re-entered the circle where Hywel was pacing back and forth looking extremely annoyed. 
 “Said your goodbyes, have you?” Hywel sneered. “Then let’s begin…” 
   



 
23. Invulnerable Invictus 
   

The two wolves closed on each other, growling and jaws snapping. They were both obviously going for the neck, but both failed to get anywhere close as they danced apart again. They circled and closed twice more without really touching. 
 Then Hywel did a clever spring in the air just as Fletch lifted his body to come down on him, and Fletch ended up being flung back. He jumped to his feet in an instant, but Hywel seemed to gain confidence and laughed, flexing his claws. He jumped on Fletch and they rolled over, though this time it was Fletch who seemed to come out on top. He pinned Hywel down but Hywel swiped a massive paw across Fletch’s throat and Fletch rolled away with a pained snarl. Hywel was quick to follow up and hit Fletch again across his face, blood spurting around his eyes. Fletch shook his head to clear his vision but Hywel, so clearly the more experienced fighter, butted him sideways before he could see him coming. But Fletch was young and quick and he was back on his feet on the other side of the circle before Hywel could pounce. 
 It went on like that for a while. With Hywel showing his superior skills and Fletch being on defence. I had to stuff my fist into my mouth to stop myself from crying out with concern. The other wolves didn’t hold back though. They shouted and howled until I thought the sound must carry to wherever the nearest towns or villages were. 
 After what seemed like a lifetime, they both mutually backed off and took a panting breather. But then they were back at it with even more ferocity. Hywel might have underestimated Fletch initially, but it seemed like he didn’t now because he had returned harder and faster than he’d been before. Unfortunately it meant that Fletch had to work harder and faster just to keep out of Hywel’s jaws and claws. He didn’t get a single chance for an attack of his own. 
 But he kept to his feet, waiting for any opportunity and finally it came. Hywel kept pressing closer and closer until he got too close and Fletch suddenly surged forwards, smashing his forehead under Hywel’s chin and knocking the older wolf off his feet. 
 “Kill!” roared the crowd from our side. 
 But Fletch hesitated and then stepped back. 
 I heard Brian groan beside me. “This is no time to be honourable!” he said, shaking his head. 
 But the moment was lost and Hywel was back up. 
 “Good try, but now we finish this,” Hywel growled angrily, spitting out a mouthful of blood. 
 He went in at a speed I could hardly see, and both wolves rose on their hind legs as though in a wresting match. But Hywel was bigger and he used his full weight to throw Fletch sideway where he rolled several times across the ground. 
 For a second Fletch exposed his underside and Hywel took full advantage, using both sets of claws to rake deep grooves down Fletch’s belly. 
 I pressed my cheek into Bob’s side, and could hear his heart beating a mile a minute as he watched transfixed with morbid fascination. 
 There was a gasp from our side of the circle as Fletch’s whole stomach seemed to burst open, and Hywel backed away to see the damage. But then something strange happened. Even as we watched, the gashes simply sewed themselves back together, and Fletch jumped once more to his feet. 
 Hywel howled in rage. 
 “Is that normal?” I asked Brian, my voice quivering. 
 Brian gave me a cheerful grin. “Nope. Werewolves heal really fast, but not that fast.” 
 Hywel sprang on Fletch, once again rolling him. This time his jaws made contact with Fletch’s neck and he ripped his throat out. 
 The breath went out of my body, and I nearly threw up, but even as Hywel was spitting out huge chunks of Fletch’s throat that he’d torn off, Fletch healed, just like that. 
 “What’s going on?” Hywel roared. 
 Then suddenly he worked it out. He rounded on me so fast I didn’t see him coming, and I was on my back with a huge werewolf on top of me before I could take another breath. 
 “You did this. You bonded with him, didn’t you? And now he’s invulnerable.” 
 He sank his teeth into my shoulder and I screamed. Fletch barrelled into him and tossed him off me, but not before Hywel had managed to embed all ten claws deep in my chest. 
 I choked like a fish out of water for a few seconds then miraculously felt fine. I looked down at myself in confusion. Not a scratch! 
 I scrambled to my feet as Fletch stalked Hywel with deadly intent gleaming in his suddenly yellow eyes. k'1'2 
 Hywel backed slowly away from him, round and around the circle. “This is not a fair fight,” he shouted, “the witch wasn’t supposed to bond with you. You can’t be killed now. I demand she be put to death so that we can fight on even terms. It is my right!” 
 “Can he do that?” I asked Brian, suddenly wondering if we had broken werewolf law and I was going to pay the price. 
 “No. He’s making it up. I think he must be feeling a bit desperate. There’s no reason why you shouldn’t have bonded with Fletch, and he knows that. Demanding your death is the only thing he can think of to even the odds. He clearly hasn’t noticed that you can’t be hurt either.” 
 “So Fletch and I are both completely invulnerable?” I said. 
 “Yup! Nice, isn’t it? There’s no way for Hywel to win. Eventually he will run out of energy attacking Fletch and then Fletch will simply kill him.” 
 “No, he won’t!” I said, knowing that it would cause Fletch mental anguish even without physical pain. 
 I stepped inside the circle of wolves. When Fletch ignored me and continued to advance on Hywel, I spoke to him as if to a bad dog. “That’s enough now. Fletch, come here.”  
 He shot me an annoyed look. His eyes were still yellow, but as we stared at each other defiantly I saw them turn slowly back to brown, and he grudgingly walked to my side. 
 “Kill her!” Hywel shrieked at his own followers. But they ignored him; instead they all bowed down to Fletch. 
 He’d won and the pack was his. 
   



 
24. Flying high

   
 I put my hand on his back and felt our power surge. 
 “Up,” I said, using my free hand to indicate, and Fletch and I rose off the ground as if standing on a platform, then landed cleanly on top of the largest horizontal stone. I looked down at the circle of wolves; keeping one hand firmly on Fletch I said, “Anyone else want to try to kill either of us?” 
 The whole circle sank down, their noses to the ground. 
 Only Hywel remained standing, shouting about us cheating. 
 Derry stood up. “Hywel, you are defeated. No laws have been broken and Fletch may kill you if he chooses.” 
 Hywel looked around and realised he was on his own. He shifted back into human form and shook his fist at us. “I will have my revenge, Fletcher. You can’t watch your back or that of your witch forever. A hundred years from now she’ll be dead and you will still be looking over your shoulder.” 
 Fletch’s growl rumbled around the circle like thunder. “Hywel Jones. I banish you from The Black Mountain Pack and all pack territory. If you set foot on my territory I will rip you to pieces, do you understand?” 
 I twisted my fingers into Fletch’s fur. I didn’t think that was going to be enough to keep us safe. So I held out my free hand and directed my palm at Hywel. 
 “I bind you to your human form, you are no longer an Alpha or free to shift at will. I curse you to be once more merely human.” There was a strange greenish gold crackling at my fingertips and it shot out and struck Hywel, who roared with fury. 
 There were murmurs of horror and all the wolves seemed to be looking at me with fear. 
 “What?” I asked Fletch, having personally thought it was a rather brilliant solution. 
 “Well,” Fletch said, “you can’t separate man from wolf, as you well know after what we went through when we first met. So binding him in human form will drive his wolf mad inside him. He will eventually go insane.” 
 I shrugged. “That seems fitting to me. And it’s better than you killing him. I don’t want you to have blood on your hands—or your paws,” I added as an afterthought. 
 “Hear, hear,” I heard Bob muttering in the air above me in agreement. 
 “That’s not like you, Emily. Don’t let the power go to your head, okay?” 
 “Oh, alright then,” I grumbled and addressed Hywel again. “If you show remorse in the future you may come before us again to discuss your curse.” 
 Hywel let fly a string of expletives, most of them directed at me, and Fletch’s hackles rose. 
 “Enough,” he snapped. “Emily has been more than lenient. It’s time for you to leave. Derry, please escort Hywel back to his home. All present here tonight shall witness his banishment. Hywel, you have one week to pack and leave my territory.” 
 Despite Fletch being in wolf form, Hywel obviously understood every word Fletch was saying, which I guessed must be an Alpha skill. Hywel looked furiously at us for a moment as if weighing up his options, then stormed away in the direction of the cars. 
 Derry asked, “You sure it’s a good idea just to let him leave, boss? He could be trouble.” 
 Fletch sighed. “Yes, I’m sure he will be. But I think Emily and I can handle it.” He leaned into me and I stroked his hackles back down. 
 “Okay, it’s your call.” Derry shrugged, then followed after Hywel, presumably to make sure he went home and nowhere else. 
 “So,” I said looking down at the remaining wolves, “it looks like you’ve inherited your very own pack.” 
 “We have. You’re my mate; they’re your pack too now.” 
 “I am not your mate, you’re my Familiar,” I bickered good-naturedly. 
 “’Fraid not,” he said. “You took the oath, you agreed to me putting my mark on you.” 
 I touched my forehead, remembering the magic I had felt when he licked it. 
 “So, marking me was nothing more than licking my head? You could have done that anytime.” 
 “It wasn’t just that, it was also the words, and it was the intent behind the action that mattered. And it didn’t have to be done that way, I could have just bitten you, or done some of other form of swapping fluids instead of blood.” He twitched his eyebrows at me comically, and I shoved him. 
 “There’s no actual mark, is there?” I asked, rubbing my hand over it. 
 “It’s invisible. It’s in your skin. I can smell it.” 
 “You can smell it? Eww!” I rubbed harder. 
 “Every wolf can smell it, Emily, you belong to me now.” 
 “Humph. Well, it’s just as well I didn’t agree to it when I thought you were going to die or something!” I grumbled. 
 “Too late to take it back.” He grinned. “Now, didn’t you promise me a little one-on-one time? Let’s start with a kiss.” 
 “I’ve told you before! I’m not kissing some smelly dog! You’ll just have to wait.” 
 “No, I won’t.” Fletch went all shimmery and purple, and in a few seconds he had transformed back into a human. 
 The wolves below all gasped yet again. 
 “Now what? I thought they knew you were an Alpha?” 
 “It usually takes a few years even for an Alpha to master the change that fast.” Fletch said smugly. 
 That was when I noticed that he was completely naked. I clapped my hands over my eyes. 
 “Oh, holy hemlock. You’ve got no clothes on,” I squealed. I’d caught a glimpse of his magnificent bare chest, but thankfully nothing lower. 
 “It’s not a big deal, Em. None of the wolves mind; they’re all used to it. You’ll have to get used to it too.” 
 “Not in public!” I kept my hands firmly over my eyes. “Change back right now.” 
 “Not even one kiss first?” 
 “Absolutely not. Change back right now.” 
 He huffed and I felt the magical shimmer. 
 “Alright, you can take your hands off your eyes again.” He was back in wolf form. 
 “So what happens now?” I asked. 
 “At this moment I’m afraid we have to deal with something much more scary than Hywel.” Fletch tipped his nose in the direction of the road. 
 “What is it?” I asked, wondering what new horror could possibly be coming for us. 
 “It’s your aunt and a bus full of witches, all baying for blood by the sounds of it!” 

It didn’t take long before I could also hear Iris on her way. She must have brought her entire Coven to rescue me, and they were certainly not being stealthy about it. 
 In fact, amongst them they must have had a pretty hefty amount of firepower; there were bolts of lightning going up into the sky, the wind was whipping towards us and I could see Iris shooting pillars of fire either side of the path to light the way up the hill. 
 They were singing in a very threatening way and Iris was at the front leading the chant. They all stopped when they reached the stone circle and some of the witches said “Ooh!” as though very impressed by the place. 
 “Emily? Where are you? What have you done with her?” Iris actually grabbed a large wolf by the scruff of his neck and shook him, which was pretty brave if not pretty stupid. But the wolves were cowering away from her; whether it was her obvious anger or whether they were scared of her fire powers, I wasn’t sure. 
 “Iris. Up here.” I waved at her from on top of the standing stones where I still stood with my hand on Fletch’s back. 
 She dropped the wolf, who scurried behind a tall stone. “Are you alright? What’s going on?” she shouted. 
 I raised my hand in a palm-up motion, and Fletch and I once more rose into the air and then came neatly down in front of her. 
 “Oh my goddess, you can fly?” She clutched her hand to her chest. “You bonded with him, didn’t you.” It wasn’t a question but more of a statement. 
 “I’m sorry, I had to. It was him or being forced to bond with a different wolf anyway.” I hung my head but I felt defensive. In spite of everything she had told me, I had taken the decision myself. 
 “So, did anything, uh, bad happen?” She sounded really worried. 
 “No. The opposite actually. It would appear that neither Fletch nor I can be harmed by anything. We both got injured by an Alpha wolf but healed straight away.” 
 “And now you can fly?” She looked absolutely amazed by this. 
 “Actually, I’m pretty sure I can do almost anything at all.” 
 A wolf came out of the crowd. “Can you permanently bring back the dead?” he asked. 
   



 
25. Casting about

   
 “Davis,” I gave a warm smile of recognition, (it was still pretty hard for me to tell most of the wolves apart) but Fletch stiffened beside me. 
 “What’s wrong?” I asked him. 
 “Davis is one of Hywel’s closest, he is second oldest in the pack.” 
 “But he’s on our side now, he took the decision even before you won the fight.” 
 “Is that true?” Fletch gave Davis a suspicious glance. 
 Davis inclined his head in a respectful gesture of assent. “Emily promised to try to bring my beloved back to life. For Belle’s sake I was able to break the oath of fealty.” 
 I suddenly spotted Belle peeping out from behind one of the stones and waved at her indicating she should join us. She came silently and stood beside Davis, her hands clutching at his fur. 
 “Emily, you can not do this!” Iris said, in a stricken voice. 
 “What? Why not? I gave my word. She was a ghost and I’ve already made her corporeal for the night. I told them that the whole Coven would help find a way to make it permanent.” 
 “We won’t,” Iris vehemently shook her head. “That kind of magic has consequences.” She gave Belle an apologetic look. 
 “Then I can deal with them if they arise. I told you, I can do anything now. And, I’m pretty sure I can bring Belle back without your help anyway.” 
 I felt Fletch’s concern before I heard Iris echo it as she said, “Emily, be careful, you are going too far too fast.” 
 “She’s right,” Fletch said. “You mustn’t go on a power trip, it could be dangerous.” 
 “It could consume you,” Iris said, her voice getting harder. “It could be the very thing that burns through your life and destroys everyone you care about.” 
 “I’m not you,” I said, feeling my anger rising. 
 “No, you’re just a child. I was an adult when my power overwhelmed me, even with years of experience I couldn’t control it.” Iris was getting angry now, but she wasn’t the only one. 
 “I have complete control,” I said, my voice rising. “I know you didn’t want me to bond with Fletch but it’s worked out. I’m happy, I’m powerful, I haven’t done anything bad at all.” 
 It was unfortunate that a random bolt of lightning suddenly lit the sky as though adding an exclamation mark to my words. Belle cowered down looking terrified. 
 Iris didn’t flinch but she calmed her voice as she said, “Yes, you’re happy now and I’m sure you have control when you feel that way. But it won’t always be like this. You and Fletcher will argue sometimes, all couples do, and then how will your powers act?” 
 “Fletch will help me control it,” I said confidently. “I’m only like this when he and I are actually touching, the rest of the time I’m completely normal.” 
 That bit of information clearly surprised her, because she dropped the anger and said curiously, “Really? I’ve never heard of anything like it.” 
 “Yes, really. I’m apparently invulnerable now, but other than that I’m back to being useless old me without him there to hold my hand.” 
 She gave a theatrical sigh. “I don’t suppose there’s any chance of asking you two to stay away from each other now, is there? It would solve the problem.” 
 “It’s not a problem!” I insisted, just as Fletch gave a forceful “No.” 
 “It’s isn’t possible,” he said, “I physically can’t keep away from her for long without my wolf getting stressed and acting out, she’s his mate.” 
 “I see.” Iris pursed her lips thoughtfully. 
 Davis cleared his throat loudly, bringing our attention back to him. 
 “I don’t want to go against nature,” he said, “but the clock is ticking on Belle being alive. She only has until sunrise before she becomes a ghost again and surely the most powerful time to do the magic is tonight while it is a Solstice full moon?” 
 Iris was still looking thoughtful, but her eyes widened at his words. 
 “This whole super power could be a result of the Solstice, you know. You may find things are quite different by morning.” 
 That made me pause. She might have a point. I remembered the surge of power I’d felt in the past when Chester had been sacrificed, and it had been very similar to how I felt now. So it was entirely possible that the bonding between Fletch and me had also caused a power surge and it wouldn’t last. In which case Davis was right and I didn’t have a lot of time to do powerful magic. 
 Before Iris could say anything further on the subject I pointed a finger at Belle. 
 “Belladonna, you are now mortal once more and I give you back your human lifespan that was unfairly taken from you.” My fingertips crackled and this time a yellow white energy shot out of them and struck Belle. 
 She dropped onto her hands and knees and gasped as the impact of it hit her, but I was confident it had worked. 
 “Oh, Emily,” Iris said. “What have you done?” 
   



 
26. Bubble bubble toil and trouble

   
 “I feel fine,” I said, defiantly, “and the sky hasn’t fallen on our heads.” 
 Iris slowly wagged her head at me. “There will be consequences.” 
 Standing behind her, her entire Coven looked at me with a mixture of fear and pity, making it obvious they agreed. 
 But it was Bob’s reaction that got through. He didn’t say a word but I could feel his anxiety coming at me in waves. He had perched silently on the top of one of the tall stones, watching it all play out. At first, I’d put his odd mood down to the fact that he was upset that it was Fletch who was bolstering my power to such a degree, but he’d been freaked out by me giving life back to Belle and he wasn’t okay with it either. He was scared. 
 I gave a shrug as though not bothered, but on the inside I was now comprehending the enormity of what I’d just done. I’d basically just played God, and for the first time I realised how terrifying and big my power had become. 
 Fletch pressed close against my body, lending me silent comfort. 
 “I won’t do anything else like that,” I said, my voice having lost its confidence. “But I did promise to help them, and it would have been wrong to back out when I could do it.” 
 “Belle and I will leave,” Davis said, realising that the mood was tense. “We’re going to go far away and start a new life. We don’t want to bring any trouble.” 
 “Trouble is coming, with or without you.” Iris said, staring at me as she spoke. 
 Fletch trotted over to Davis and bowed his head. “You don’t have to do that, you are welcome to stay.” 
 He glanced up at Belle who shook her head. 
 “Thank you,” Davis said, “but we want to go.” 
 I went to Belle’s side and took her hands in mine. “Listen, when you get to grips with the modern world, I want you to look me up online and email me. I’d like us to stay in touch.” 
 “I will,” she said, her voice barely audible. Then together they turned and walked out of the circle and out of sight. 
 I turned back to Iris. “I know you’re mad at me right now, but I’ve had a really, really long night and I’m tired. Can we just see what the morning brings?” 
 In response she wrapped her arms around me and hugged me, making me feel like a little girl again. I put my head on her shoulder and resisted the urge to shed a few tears as I hugged her tightly back. 
 “Can we leave?” I asked Fletch when Iris had released me and gone to explain things to her Coven. 
 “Yes. But I should probably say a few things to the pack first, reassure them that they still have a place here now that Hywel has gone. Do you think you could levitate us back up onto that stone?” 
 I placed my hand on his back and we rose above the crowd again, drawing all eyes back to us. 
 Fletch raised his voice and spoke with an air of authority that made me goggle at him. 
 “For those of you that don’t know, my name is Aaron Fletcher and I am now Alpha of this pack by a fair fight. Those of you not happy with me as your leader are entitled to dispute it, or free to find another pack if you wish to. However, any one who wishes to stay with the pack will be welcomed, regardless of anything that has happened in the past.” (Which I thought was far too forgiving of him). “It’s a new beginning, however please be aware that there will be changes made, but I will discuss them with you all.” 
 He looked at me and I saw his eyes soften with tenderness before he turned back to the wolves. 
 “This is Emily, and as you can smell she is my mate. I do not share Hywel’s values and you will accord her the same respect you would show me.” 
 I heard a few muttered grumbles from below and definitely caught the word “witch”, but I guessed that those particular wolves wouldn’t be back next full moon. 
 “Emily and I,” Fletch continued, “will be at Chesters in the morning for anyone with more questions or if you’d just like to get to know me better. We will then be returning to Dremouth, where I imagine the witches would like to have a meeting. In the meantime, it’s the Summer Solstice and I know that you would all like to hunt tonight, and perhaps to process the events that have taken place here. I hope to see most of you again next month. Happy Solstice!” 
 There were a few moments of conversation and then almost as one the majority of the werewolves ran away, clearly keen to make the most of what was left of the night. 
 “Chesters?” I asked Fletch with a puzzled look. 
 “Brian’s Farm, it’s called Chesters. It’s the sight of some great battle one of his ancestors fought and won and the family have made their home in that place ever since.” 
 “What’s Brian’s surname?” I said, realising that I’d never asked. 
 “Owen Wilson, Brian Owen Wilson.” 
 “Huh, fancy that.” I smiled as I put the pieces together. Chester had sworn he would help me in the name of his father, Owen Wyn. So, Chester was Owen Wyn’s son. And over the centuries, Wyn’s son had become Wilson. Yet, how could that be right when I’d known Brian before Chester had gone back and lived instead of died? It was clearly another of those paradox things, but it made me happy anyway. Chester had beaten the Mare-dudes (or whatever they were called) and had a family. His line had lived on all the way to Brian. 
 “I have to talk to Iris before we go,” I said, reluctantly. 
 “I know, and I must speak with Brian briefly too.” 
 I floated us back to the ground and Fletch nuzzled my hand before trotting off. 
 “I’m going back to Brian’s farm,” I told Iris, “I really need to sleep.” 
 She gave me a grim smile of agreement. “You do, it’s 3am. But in the morning we have to talk. I want to know every single thing that happened here tonight and we need to see what kind of powers you have after the dawn comes.” 
 “Okay. What will you do until then?” 
 “The Coven and I would still like to celebrate the Solstice. This stone circle seems like an excellent place to do it. It has some bad energy floating around it and we would rather enjoy cleansing it.” 
 “Great idea,” I said enthusiastically. “But all night long?” 
 “Yes, indeed. We usually celebrate it all night. There will be some dancing and some spell casting, and such like. I’d invite you to join us, but you look completely done in. Maybe next time?” 
 “Yeah, maybe.” I yawned. 
 “Do you need me to drive you back?” She looked out over the Black Mountains, clearly wondering how far away Brian’s farm was. 
 “No, I’m going to do it magically. Might as well enjoy it while I can.” 
 Iris tilted her head. “That’s quite some powers you’ve acquired, please be very careful with them for the rest of the night.” 
 “I will, I promise. Now, I’d better find Fletch and tell him I’m ready to go.” 
 “He’s going with you?” She narrowed her eyes. 
 “Iris, we’re together now, it’s not negotiable. Though I have no idea how we’re going to tell my dad.” (I deliberately didn’t mention that Fletch could now turn human again whenever he wished, as it would only make her worry.) 
 “I’ll talk to your dad, explain about the paranormal bond.” Iris said, looking resigned. 
 “You will? I love you!” I gave her a brief hug, promised I’d see her in the morning and went to find Fletch. 
 As I walked I called for Bob. I could sense he’d gone to sleep somewhere, but he woke up and flew sleepily to my shoulder. 
 “Hey buddy,” I stroked his head. “Crazy night, huh?” 
 “Worse than a skulk of foxes in a tree,” he agreed, grumpily. 
 “A skulk?” I said, amused. 
 “That’s what you call a pack of foxes, duh!” 
 I grinned. Bob was going to be just fine with the changes, I just hoped I was too. 
   



 
27. Bewitched

   
 I used my new magic to get Fletch and me back to the farm. I buried my fingers in his fur, wriggled my nose in a parody of Bewitched, and we were back in the kitchen, just like that. 
 Fletch left the room to change back to his human form and when he reappeared he was dressed. Bob had gone straight back to sleep, and I suddenly found I didn’t really know what to say to Fletch. 
 Despite how keen we’d been to get some ‘alone time’, we were both now quite quiet. I put the kettle on and made some tea and then we sat at the wooden table and sipped at it awkwardly. 
 It occurred to me for the first time, that even though I knew I was in love with him, I didn’t actually know him very well. We’d spent such a short amount of real time together. 
 Fletch put his hand over mine, “So, what happens now, love?” 
 I squeezed his fingers, “I don’t know.” 
 “I really want to kiss you.” He murmured. 
 I looked at him, his messy hair, his gorgeous eyes, he was perfect as far as I was concerned. “I really want to kiss you too, but I don’t want to set the house on fire or anything.” 
 “We’re going to have to overcome it at some point, we’re a couple now.” 
 “Until I die, in fact!” I said, “But I might have a lot less power in the morning, it would be safer to wait.” 
 “Then we’ll wait.” His fingers stroked my arm, making me tingle all over. 
 “I have to go home tomorrow, I’m supposed to get the lunch time train,” I said, feeling depressed by the idea. 
 “I’ll drive you back. It will give us more time to talk.” he promised. “I want to get a look at the town anyway. I’m going to move to Dremouth.” 
 I was thrilled at the idea, but it seemed a big step. “But, what about your parents? Won’t they say no?” 
 “I’m eighteen, Em, I’ve already been looking into leaving to go to college. I’ve applied to Exeter, it’s only half an hour from Dremouth. I wanted to be nearer to you.” 
 “So, you always meant us to be together one day?” 
 “The wolf wants what the wolf wants,” he said, with a smile. 
 “The wolf got!” I said, grinning back. “And you’ll really be living close by?” 
 “As close as I can. I can commute each day from there. I know you’re not ready to leave home yet but we’ll at least be able to see each other at weekends if you dad isn’t happy with us hanging out on a school night.” 
 “Yeah, he’s going to be furious,” I said, grimacing. 
 “He’ll have to get used to it. We’ll take things really slowly and give him time. I’ll play the dutiful boyfriend card to the hilt.” 
 “Boyfriend? I thought we were basically married now?” I teased. 
 “Only in werewolf law. Your dad is a mere human, he might not accept me as your husband quite yet.” 

Husband. The very idea of one day being married for real made me feel dizzy.  
 Fletch smiled as he could sense that his touch was making me too distracted to focus. I could feel his desire too and it was controlled but crazy hot. I pulled my arm away before we forgot why we had to hold back. 
 “I should go to bed,” I said, not wanting to at all anymore. 
 “Yes, me too.” He agreed, reluctantly. 
 “You don’t want to go out hunting with the pack?” 
 “Not tonight, I want to stay close by you. Don’t want some other crazy Alpha sneaking in and taking you away already. I’ll sleep in one of the other bedrooms.” 
 “Okay, good night then,” I said, awkwardly, getting to my feet. 
 “Goodnight.” Fletch pulled me to him and planted a kiss on my lips. 
 And oh, it was intense! I wanted to open my mouth and kiss him properly, but instead I magicked away, and reappeared in my bedroom, still swaying from the impact. 
 I could hear Fletch laughing downstairs, and I was still smiling too as I lay on the bed and crashed out without another thought. 
   



 
28. Apocalypse Not

   
 I woke late, with summer sunshine streaming through my bedroom window, and Bob perched on the bedstead, watching over me. 
 “Morning Mistress,” he said, and hopped onto my stomach. “How’re you feelin’?” 
 “Good, still a bit tired. You?” 
 “Kinda hungry.” He gave me a beady look, silently pointing out that I ought to have thought of that. 
 “Sorry, I don’t have anything up here, do you want to go out?” 
 He bobbed his head. 
 I experimentally pointed my finger at the window and said “Open,” but nothing happened.  
 “Well, of course it wouldn’t,” I rolled my eyes at my own stupidity. “I’m not touching Fletch right now.” 
 I was extremely curious to see if I still had super magic or if I was back to being plain old me, so I bounced out of bed, and opened the window for Bob, then gathered my things for a quick shower. Half an hour later, I was in the kitchen making toast when I sensed Fletch getting closer. He came into the room yawning, and I literally couldn’t stop myself from throwing myself into his arms. He looked amazing, dressed in a grey t-shirt that was stretched tight over his broad shoulders and baggy blue shorts with bare feet. His bed-head hair even more mussed than usual and the sleepy expression on his gorgeous face.  
 I wrapped my legs around his waist and peppered his face with tiny kisses. 
 “Wow, this is officially my new favourite way to start the day,” Fletch said, hugging me close. 
 I breathed in his scent, feeling happier than I could remember. 
 “Mind if I quickly test my powers?” I asked. 
 “Sure.” 
 “Bathroom,” I said, and we both vanished and reappeared in the bathroom where I’d just taken a shower. 
 “Oh dear,” Fletch said, not looking particularly bothered. “I guess we’re going to have to live with it then.” I still had my legs around his waist and he lifted me onto the sink with a look of intent in his eyes as he pushed the hair off my face. I slid my hands under his t-shirt, running my fingers over his six pack, and figured that if our kisses did start a fire, then at least we had plenty of water on hand to put it out. 
 “Emily? Fletcher?” Brian’s voice called up from the downstairs. 
 Fletch gave a dramatic groan. “Foiled again.” He gave my lips the merest peck, and then let go of me. “Come on, we have to face them, it might as well be now, though I could have used a coffee first.” 
 “Okay,” I sighed, then I grabbed his wrist and wished us back to the kitchen. 
 Brian was standing by the door and as he saw us appear he said, “Still got your powers then? That’s unfortunate.” But he was smiling and didn’t look as though he thought it was a particularly bad thing either. 
 “You look younger,” I commented, scrutinising his face. His hair was no longer grey, but instead a greyish blond, like sand, and the lines had gone from around his eyes. 
 “I feel it too,” he confirmed, happily. 
 “How’s your control?” he asked. 
 “Fine I think, although…” I trailed off glancing at Fletch, I didn’t want to admit that I was still concerned that my reactions to Fletch might be less controlled and cause major damage. 
 But Brian was a mind reader and he didn’t need me to say it. “I’m sure it will get easier with practice,” he said, then started humming as he filled the kettle. 
 “Lots of practice,” Fletch grinned, pinching my bottom. 
 I flapped his hand away, blushing. 
 “You two might want to go outside, I have a garden full of tents, and a bunch of witches inside them that are just waking up I think.” 
 He began to put cups on a tray and fill a large pot with coffee. 
 Fletch and I exchanged a concerned look. Iris wasn’t going to be happy about me still having my powers. 
 “Don’t worry,” Brian said, rooting in a cupboard. “This will soften them up. Now five coffees, and…” he tipped his head as though listening, “three peppermint teas, and one camomile.” He plopped the appropriate tea bags into the cups, then poured the water onto them. 
 “Shall we?” He said, picking up the tray when he was done. 
 “Do you want me to carry that?” Fletch asked. 
 Brian laughed, “I’m a werewolf now, remember? I’m strong, wonderfully strong.” He began to happily hum again as he walked out the front door and into the sunshine. 
 “Here we go!” I said, and slipped my hand into Fletch’s for comfort and support. Feeling extra ready as Bob swooped down from the sky and landed on my shoulder as soon as we were outside. 
 I saw Iris emerge from a tent, and a small frown on her brow as she saw Fletch and me holding hands. 
 I fleetingly wondered if I could use magic to make her okay with it. 
 “No, you can’t.” Brian answered my unspoken thought. “Magic can not affect the will of another. Try and make me hop on one leg.” 
 I stopped in surprise but then did as he said, and pointed at him saying, “hop on one leg!” For a moment one of his legs rose off the ground, then with an effort he put it back down again. 
 “You see? I didn’t want to, I would have spilled the tea.” 
 “You could do it, though, change the will of another, with mind control?” I queried. 
 “But I won’t,” he said, affably. 
 The witches fell on the tea tray with delight and soon we were all sitting around, chatting about the events of the night before. I told Iris and her Coven everything that had happened, leaving out only one detail. I didn’t tell her about Brian and his part in Hywel’s plan. 
 He looked curiously at me as I left that bit out, but he didn’t say anything out loud, though I heard his voice in my head. 
 “I’m going to have to tell her the truth. She deserves to know.” 
 “If you want to,” I answered, silently. “But not now, the rest of the Coven doesn’t need to know.” Then I continued my tale. 
 They were all particularly blown away by the time travel, especially Brian who was, for once, taken completely by surprise at the information I could share regarding his ancestor. 
 “So, Anwen’s ghost will be back at the circle now?” One of the witches said as I completed the story. 
 A moment of horror passed through me as I realised I hadn’t made sure of it. What if Hywel had let her loose when we’d banished him, what if she’d found another way to make herself alive permanently? 
 “Derry made sure she remained unconscious until morning,” Fletch said, squeezing my hand as he sensed my sudden fear. 
 “Oh, thank goodness!” I said with relief. 
 “We should try to help her move on,” Iris suggested to the Coven and the others nodded in agreement. 
 “Or just leave her there. Seems a fitting punishment to me.” Bob commented. 
 “You’re all heart, Bob,” I said, ruffling his feathers affectionately. 
 “You’re too much heart,” he said, sourly giving Fletch a scowl. 
 But Fletch merely lifted his eyebrows at me in confusion, and I remembered that he couldn’t hear Bob now that he was back in human form. 
 “So only one question remains,” Iris said, looking at me, “How are your powers now the dawn has broken.” 
 I reached out and put my hand on Fletcher’s bare leg, then twiddled my fingers at the now empty cups around us. There was a small crackle of energy around my hand and then the cups all lifted and plopped down neatly on the tray, only one of them landing on its side. 
 Everyone stared at me in silence, until Iris broke it saying, “Oh, Emily!” her voice full of worry and concern. 
 “It’s not a big deal,” I said. “And it isn’t all the time, remember. It’s only when I’m touching Fletch.” 
 “You’re just so young for so much responsibility,” she sighed. “When the two of you are together, you are the most powerful witch I’ve ever known of. It is a big deal.” 
 “And Fletcher is probably the most powerful werewolf ever known of too.” Brian put in. “He turned Alpha as soon as they bonded, which is unheard of, and now he’s the youngest pack Alpha in history.” 
 All the witches looked at Fletch with interest and he shifted uncomfortably. 
 One of the witches sat forward. She was old, probably in her seventies, and judging from Iris’s look of deference I guessed that she was head of their Coven. 
 “Do you remember me?” She asked. 
 I gave an apologetic half shrug, not willing to say that I didn’t. 
 “I am Sylvia,” she told me grandly, reaching out to shake my hand. “Would you mind if I asked you to submit to a few tests?” 
 “What kind of tests?” I said suspiciously. 
 She waved her hand airily. “Just a few little spells, you can take some time to prepare if you wish.” 
 “No, if you don’t mind Fletch staying with me then I’m quite happy to perform anything you like right now.” I didn’t see where this was going, but I guessed they were all curious to see how far my new powers could stretch. 
 “Very well.” She nodded. “Is that okay with you, Iris dear?” My aunt inclined her head in agreement, but there was definite worry in her eyes. 
 “Use my circle of trees,” Brian suggested, “they could do with being charged up a bit.” 
 We all rose and went over to his new planted trees and the witches all turned round three times inside and took in the sense of the place. 
 I could see from the pleased look on Brian’s face that he had read their thoughts and they had been positive. 
 “Good space.” Sylvia nodded, before looking at me again. “Can you call forth any of the four elements?” 
 “I expect so,” I answered trying to hold back my smile at what seemed such a simple request. 
 I held my hand out palm up. “Fire,” I said, and a fire lit in my hand.  
 “Water,” I said, and a stream spurted up from beside my feet.  
 “Air,” I said, unable to contain my smug smirk any longer, and the wind blew my hair around my head.  
 “Earth,” I said finally, closing my palm and pointing at a stone on the ground. The earth below it opened up and the stone sank down into it. “Undo,” I said, and the earth pushed the stone back into position. 
 “Stop showing off,” Fletch said, with a grin, and I could tell he was really proud of me. 
 “Oh, Emily,” Iris said again, “it’s too much for one witch.” She shook her head as though it was a bad thing, but actually I could see that she was secretly really proud of me too. 
 “One final test, dear.” Sylvia was looking at me with wide eyes. “Blood from a stone. Can you do that?” 
 “I think so.” I reached down to pick up a large pebble, dragging Fletch with me to maintain the physical contact. 
 I put my palm flat against the stone. “Blood,” I said. For a moment I didn’t think it was working, and I wondered if it was impossible to do and that was where the expression came from. But then I felt it; it poured out of the stone and dripped between my fingers. 
 As though of one mind, all the witches dropped to their knees, bowing down to me just as the wolves had done to Fletch. 
 Sylvia lifted a laurel wreath off her own head and placed it on mine. “Priestess, we honour thee,” she said, and also dropped low. 
 I looked at Iris with confusion. But she merely shrugged and knelt as well. 
 “Please get up,” I said, feeling really uncomfortable. After a moment they did, and Brian broke the tension by inviting everyone into the house for some breakfast. 
 “So I’m a witch Priestess now?” I asked rubbing my head as we walked, wondering if things could get any more bizarre. 
 “You and Fletch together are a super power couple,” Brian confirmed happily. “Better get used to it; you might find yourselves some kind of official leaders of all paranormals everywhere before long!” 
 “Bloody hell,” I said with feeling. “And how do you feel about all this?” I asked Fletch, who had been very quiet and thoughtful. 
 “I’m okay with it, as long as we can be together now.” 
 “I’m really not sure I’m ready for all this. We have to lead werewolves and witches too? I don’t want to, to be honest, I just want us to have a relatively normal life, maybe with a bit of magic and a weird full moon every month.” 
 “We’ll work it out together,” Fletch reassured me. 
 After everyone had eaten, we said goodbye to the witches, promising that I’d see them in Dremouth next time they gathered. Then I packed my stuff while Fletch talked with Brian, and finally, Fletch and Bob and I got into the car and drove away. 
 “Alone at last,” I said, breathing out a sigh. 
 “Not with him here,” Bob said, rudely. 
 I laughed. 
 “What?” Fletch asked, unable to hear Bob. 
 “Nothing. Do you really think it will all work out?” 
 “I don’t think it will be easy, and we’ve made an enemy already in Hywel. Plus I have a feeling that the Davis and Belle thing could come back to haunt you.” 
 “Ugh, don’t say ‘haunt’, I’ve had enough ghosts.” I gave a shudder. 
 “Agreed. Anwen might well become a problem again one day too.” 
 “Hope not,” I said with feeling. “What about my magic, do you think it’s going to be a problem?” 
 “I think you have excellent control.” Fletch patted my knee. “But let’s find out, shall we? This looks like a good spot.” 
 He pulled over the car at a turning point in the narrow country road, and we climbed out onto the verge. There was a style in the hedge and Fletch helped me clamber over it, emerging into a large grassy field filled with wild flowers. 
 “How pretty. What are we doing here?” 
 “We’re kissing, this seems as safe a place as anywhere.” 
 “Oh, yuk!” said Bob, and flew off, presumably to look for some worms and to avoid seeing anything he didn’t want to. 
 I took a deep breath and gave Fletch a nervous smile. 
 He pushed one hand into my hair, stroking my cheek with his thumb. “It’s going to be fine.” 
 And he kissed me. Heat burned through me, and I couldn’t stop myself from kissing him back wholeheartedly, because at that moment nothing else mattered in the whole world.  
 And it was amazing, we didn’t cause a tidal wave or set anything on fire. Instead the Earth kept turning as usual, though we might have floated upwards just a bit… k12
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