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1. The Wolfy Boys

   
 You know that feeling when you think life is pretty darn perfect, and then a werewolf savages your best friend and a ridiculously sexy demon drags your boyfriend off to hell with her? 
 No? 
 Just me then… 
   

One week earlier…

   
 The girls and I were giggling as we got near the house that Fletch had rented with two of his friends. I was filled with anticipation about seeing him again, even though I’d been with him last night, right up until my ten o’clock curfew. Verity and Kate were no less enthusiastic about seeing his housemates. 
 Not that they had any idea that Fletch was an Alpha Werewolf, or that Derry and Valiant were actually members of his pack. As far as they were concerned, I simply had a super hot new boyfriend, and he had two hot college friends that he shared with. 
 So much had happened since the Summer Solstice. Fletch had moved to Dremouth, where I lived in Devon, so he could be nearer to me. He’d enrolled in the local college and though I was still at school, it meant we could see each other in the evenings. Not every night though, as my Dad was constantly on my case about homework and studying for my exams. But he had accepted that he couldn’t keep me and Fletch apart anymore, and I was allowed to hang out with him two nights a week until 10pm and at the weekends when I wasn’t working or he wasn’t away dealing with werewolf pack business. 
 Right now, it was a Saturday in October, and I was really happy because I had the day off work from my Saturday job in my aunt’s shop, and a romantic evening with Fletch planned for later. It was also only a week until my birthday on Halloween, which I literally couldn’t wait for because my dad was going to drop my curfew once I was seventeen, at weekends anyway. Which meant that I could stay out as late as I wanted on a Saturday night. And I knew exactly where I wanted to spend it! 
 School had become a constant drag I could do without, but at least this year I had Fletch, now living only two streets from the school gate, to make life wonderful. 
 It was already eleven in the morning as I rang the doorbell, but when Fletch answered it was clear that he’d only just got out of bed. His hair was mussed up and he was wearing only a vest top and jogging bottoms. He smiled at me sleepily and his green eyes filled with the same hunger that I was feeling.  
 But we weren’t alone, and even as he pulled me forward to kiss me, my girlfriends were already telling us to quit it. 
 “Is Valiant here?” Verity said, by way of greeting. 
 “And is that Derry cooking?” Kate said, sniffing the air. 
 Fletch gave a good-natured roll of his eyes and opened the door wide to let them pass. I hung back so that he and I could greet each other properly once the girls had gone through to the kitchen. 
 I felt like I’d never get enough of that burn between us when we touched; I almost wished I’d come alone now. But Verity and Kate had been nagging me all week to invite them to Fletch’s house again. 
 When Fletch and I eventually followed them into the kitchen, we found Valiant trying to read the paper while Verity sat too close and talked at him non-stop, and Kate was by the stove, quietly flirting with Derry as he fed her little bits of bacon from his fingertips. 
 Verity had recently split up with her boyfriend and had developed a massive crush on Valiant, who tolerated it with mild humour, and that often left Kate in the company of Derry, and there were definitely sparks flying between the two of them. This was rather hard on my soon-to-be-stepbrother, Martin, who had been trying to win Kate’s affections for months, and he been doing rather well until Derry appeared on the scene. 
 It certainly made me wonder if werewolves had an added attraction about them that I had not previously been conscious of. 
 Derry was Fletch’s second in command of the pack. Both Fletch and Derry were incredibly young to be an Alpha and a Second, but Fletch didn’t trust anyone in the pack as much as he trusted Derry, and Derry was just dominant enough to be able to maintain his new position.  
 Valiant, the other werewolf living with them, was new to Fletch’s pack. He had been travelling halfway across the country every full moon for years to run with a pack in the Midlands, but now that Fletch had defeated the old Black Mountain Pack Alpha, and thrown out his misogynistic and racist ideals, lots of werewolves like Valiant had asked to join the pack. I think Fletch was a little concerned by how big his pack was growing, but very pleased to have been able to introduce diversity, and had welcomed them all. 
 Valiant was an older wolf – in real years he was actually a hundred and seventy-five, though he only looked to be in his mid twenties. He had a fascinating and slightly unsettling history as a black man living in Britain through huge cultural shifts over the years, but if it had angered him then he never showed it, he was friendly and calm to be with and definitely had an “eye for the ladies” as he put it. Though not ladies as young as me and my friends. Not that Verity would listen; she was convinced that eventually Valiant would succumb to her charms. 
 Derry, however, was not old, he was nineteen in both age and appearance, and as Kate had already turned seventeen, the age difference between them was way more acceptable. Much the same as with me and Fletch. I was nearly seventeen and Fletch had turned eighteen in May. 
 We both knew we were kind of young to be having the type of relationship we were having, but the paranormal connection between us was crazy intense. Not that we were rushing things, in fact we were taking the physical side of our relationship incredibly slowly, just in case. But we were magically bonded. 
 We had made the bond of a witch with her Familiar, and we had also made the bond of a wolf and his mate. 
 Fletch and I had never meant to bond, at least not for a long time yet, but after I was kidnapped by the Black Mountain Pack Alpha, we’d had no choice. It was bond with each other or otherwise I would be forced to bond with the evil Alpha, who would then have killed Fletch. 
 Despite all the warnings that our being together would cause my magic to overload and create chaos and mayhem, it hadn’t happened – in fact quite the opposite. I was now ridiculously powerful, with pretty good control, and the only downside I could see was that I had to actually be touching Fletch to access my new magical abilities. He was the talisman that made me a super-witch. And it was his love for me that had made him go Alpha at such a young age. Something unexpected had happened too, we had both become invulnerable to harm. Even apart, if we got cut or bruised or anything, then it healed instantly. Which was ridiculously cool. It turned out that instead of needing to stay away from each other, we actually made each other stronger. 
 But if I wasn’t touching him then I was back to being a useless witch with limited power, unable to do anything except mess stuff up. 
 Not a problem for me though, as I rather liked touching Fletch as often as I possibly could! I wanted to do more than just touch him or kiss him, I wanted to be able to stay in his bed and snuggle all night long, but as I said, we were taking things incredibly frustratingly slow. Just kissing had a tendency to spark off my magic. I was getting better at keeping us on ground level (if I didn’t remember to focus then we had often ended up floating upwards until we hit the ceiling) but there were other side effects occasionally too. Like the time I accidentally teleported us to the beach (which thankfully nobody saw) or the time I made every flower in the park suddenly burst into bloom (which loads of people witnessed, but thankfully didn’t connect to me). 
 It had been a truly magical summer in so many ways, and I couldn’t remember a time when I’d been happier than the months I spent with Fletch as my new boyfriend after the solstice full moon. Throughout the school holidays, Fletch had travelled back and forth from the pack territory in the Black Mountains of Wales, to Dremouth where I lived in Devon, spending as much time together as physically possible and being utterly in love. 
 It was just too bad that we didn’t give a second thought to the enemy we’d made along the way. 
 When Fletch had banished Hywel the previous Alpha, from pack territory, Hywel had left swearing revenge… 
   



 
2. A Familiar feeling

   
 The six of us seated ourselves around their kitchen table to have an impromptu brunch. 
 I was interested to note that all three of the guys helped themselves to several rashers of bacon, yet not a lot of the scrambled eggs. Was that another werewolf thing, the appetite for meat? I’d actually recently gone vegetarian, it seemed somehow right and in keeping with my new powers, especially now that I could hear animals talking. I wasn’t a vegan or anything, but I still avoided the eggs too. When you are as close to a bird as I am to Bob, the whole idea of eggs is a bit unsettling. 
 I was looking forlornly at the lack of food on the table that I could eat, when Derry put an extra plate in front of me of garlic mushrooms on toast. 
 “Suck up,” I teased, giving him a warm smile of appreciation, before I remembered that neither of my friends would understand that the gesture could be taken as more for Fletch’s benefit than mine. But Derry knew what I meant, and he also knew I didn’t really mean it. Derry and Bob had become firm friends recently, in fact, I’m pretty sure that Bob liked Derry a whole lot more than he liked Fletch, so Derry got it when I told them I couldn’t eat eggs anymore. 
 “Suck up?” Kate asked, a confused look on her face. 
 “Yeah,” I grinned, “he’s being thoughtful to me just so he can impress you.” 
 It was a total lie but Kate’s cheeks turned slightly pink and Derry gave me a conspiratorial wink.  
 “It’s so cool that you guys have your own house,” Verity commented. “You should throw a party.” She leaned in even closer to Valiant, “Music, drinks, fun, maybe even a dressing up theme?” 
 Valiant leaned away slightly as she lowered her voice suggestively. He cast a “help me” glance my way before saying, “Um, maybe. It’s up to Fletch.” 
 Verity pouted at his response. “Why? Is he the boss of you?” 
 I had to work hard to hide my smile, and I could see the guys were doing the same. Mainly because Fletch was the boss of Valiant. It didn’t matter that Fletch was younger, or that they were human right now. Fletch was still Valiant’s Alpha, and that meant something to werewolves whether it was full moon or not. 
 “Uh, the lease on the house is in his name,” Valiant said, clearly thinking fast, “and he might not want it trashed with a party.” 
 “Also, we don’t really know that many people in Dremouth yet,” Fletch added smoothly, “so it would be a pretty small party. Maybe next year.” 
 “I don’t mind a small party,” Verity fluttered her eyelashes, still focussed only on Valiant, “that would be more intimate.” 
 Valiant was saved from answering by a knock at the front door. 
 Fletch went to answer it and returned looking serious. Behind him I saw a member of his pack had arrived, and he didn’t appear happy either. 
 Glynn was another older wolf, but very gentle. He wasn’t dominant by nature so apparently he held a low position in the pack, but he was super intelligent and everyone respected him. He looked to be in his late thirties, though I had learned he was actually closer to eighty, and he still dressed like something from The Great Gatsby. Today he wore a cream linen suit and carried a satchel. He hovered in the hallway as Fletch came back to the kitchen. 
 Fletch ran a distracted hand through his messy hair and I instantly knew he was worried about something. 
 “There’s some trouble with our class schedules,” he said, addressing Derry and Valiant. I instantly sat up, knowing that “class schedule” was code for “pack business”. 
 “Would you girls excuse us for a few minutes while we sort it out?” Fletch shot me an apologetic look as Derry and Valiant rose to follow him without question. “Do you mind waiting?” 
 I knew what he was really asking me: he wanted to know if I had a problem being left out of the discussion. As his “mate” I had a right to sit in on anything pack related, but the fact that Verity and Kate were there made that awkward. 
 I flapped my hand, dismissing his question. “No, we’re fine in here. You go ahead.” 
 Fletch looked relieved, which should have given me a clue that something big was up, but I didn’t take much notice. 
 The four men disappeared into the living room and closed the door. 
 “I think I might be making progress with Valiant,” Verity said. “Did you notice that he didn’t move away when I touched his arm? Man, he has some bulging biceps.” She waggled her eyebrows at Kate and me with a suggestive leer. 
 Kate laughed, “Give it up, Vee, he likes older women, remember?” 
 “You don’t think this top makes me look older?” Verity tightened her halter a little more, in an attempt to maximise her already considerable bust. 
 “Probably still not old enough,” I said with a sympathetic smile; “he was in the shop the other day flirting with my aunt.” 
 “No way, but she’s ancient! Like thirty or something.” Verity pulled a disgusted face. 
 “Maybe he just likes experienced women,” I teased her. 
 “I’m experienced,” she pouted. “Well, not completely naive anyway. I’ve had several boyfriends.” 
 “You’ve had one boyfriend,” Kate grinned. “I don’t think that going out with Simon Lock or Jonah Eastern when you were eight years old really counts as real boyfriends.” 
 Verity huffed. “But Valiant doesn’t know that, and how will he ever find out if he doesn’t even give me a chance? We’d be great together, Verity and Valiant has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?” 
 I patted her consolingly on the arm. “Fletch has other friends I could introduce you to – there are some totally cute guys in his class.” 
 Fletch had decided to study psychology at college, because he thought it might help make him a better pack leader. Personally I thought he was a natural leader anyway and it wouldn’t make any difference, but I didn’t say so mainly because I was just thrilled that he was attending college in the town where I lived, and I couldn’t care less what classes he took so long as we were together. 
 Derry was attending the same college, and was doing a catering course. He said he’d always wanted to be a chef, but I suspected he had come with Fletch partly in support of his friend, but also as an act of allegiance to his new Alpha. 
 I wasn’t so sure about Valiant’s motives. He already had two degrees under his belt, and was now studying Engineering at the nearby university in Exeter. My guess was that he enjoyed furthering his skills, and that it was also a convenient way of securing his position in the pack by becoming close to Fletch. 
 Pack politics were really fascinating, I mused, as I listened to Verity wax lyrical about Valiant’s mechanical abilities. Maybe I should consider doing a course in psychology myself when I finished school. Then Fletch could give me some private tutoring. My mind began to wander as I pictured us “studying” together. 
 “Oh jeez,” Kate’s voice brought me back as I realised the girls were both giving me a look, “she’s got that expression on her face again.” 
 “What? What expression?” I tried to hide my embarrassment, as I knew they were both well aware of the fact I was daydreaming about my gorgeous boyfriend yet again. 
 “Just give it a rest,” Kate gave me a hefty nudge, “you’re making us jealous.” 
 “You don’t do so badly,” I nudged her back, “with both Martin and Derry dancing attendance on you.” 
 She blushed. “Do you think they are? I don’t know. Has Derry said anything about me?” 
 She looked disappointed when I shook my head. 
 “Oh. I like Martin a lot, I really do, but he’s just normal, you know? Whereas Derry is…” 
 She paused, and I held my breath, wondering if I was going to get some clue as to whether werewolves had some kind of edge. 
 “…in college,” she finished. 
 “Exactly.” Verity nodded vigorously. “Girls are so much more mature than boys our own age, so an older man seems obvious.” 
 “Martin is very mature,” I said in his defence, even though it was blatantly untrue. Martin was a bit of a gamer nerd and often acted as if he was still about twelve years old.  
 It wasn’t that I didn’t like Derry, because I did, but Martin was going to be my stepbrother soon and even though I’d hated him at first, he’d really grown on me over the last year. I had been kind of mean to him when he and his mother had first come to live with us, and so trying to get Kate to go out with him was my way of attempting to make up for it. And I was pretty sure she fancied him, but she didn’t want to admit it in front of Verity. 
 “What’s the use of you having an older boyfriend if we can’t date his friends? Why on earth would we settle for a schoolboy now that there are college boys on our radar?” Verity said, reinforcing the point about why Kate was leaning more towards Derry. 
 I had just opened my mouth to answer her, when I suddenly got an overwhelming feeling of anxiety. I didn’t personally have much to be anxious about, which meant it was coming from one of my Familiars and I was feeling what they were feeling. 
 A Familiar is an animal that is bonded to the witch and helps to enhance their magic, among other things. It isn’t normal for a witch to have more than one Familiar, but I actually had two. I had been lucky enough to get a great one on my very first day as a witch. A crow by the name of Blackbobhead, or Bob for short, had offered his services and we had hit it off. He was funny, smart, cheeky and incredibly loyal. He could fly to me in seconds if I needed him and he could pick up on any extreme emotion I had and help me. Bob was definitely my official number one Familiar. 
 But when I’d bonded with Fletch to save his life, not only had I become the ‘mate’ of his wolf, but that same animal part of him had become my Familiar. So I was now in the strange position of having two. I didn’t treat Fletch as a Familiar of course, even though his presence obviously was the cause of my improved magical abilities, but that was the only real change. Except for the sensing emotions thing. I could reach out my mind and feel what he was feeling even if we were apart. 
 And right now one of them was incredibly worried about something. 
 I shut my eyes to better tune in. 
 It wasn’t Bob. Bob was in my bedroom asleep. But he’d just woken up, because he was now worried about why I was worried. I tried to send him calm thoughts to reassure him that I was fine. 
 Which meant it was Fletch. 
 “Emily?”  
 I opened my eyes to find Kate and Verity looking at me with concern. 
 I glanced towards the closed living room door and wondered what was happening in there. 
 “Sorry.” I gave a fake smile to the girls. “I just thought of something I need to tell Fletch, I’ll be back in a minute.” 
 I paused outside the door, wondering whether to knock or whether to wait for a minute and see if I could pick up what they were saying. But I don’t have any special powers of hearing, and Kate and Verity were laughing loudly together just behind me, so I got nothing. 
 The werewolves however, did have super hearing, and Derry opened the door for me just as I raised my hand to knock. 
 My eyes went straight to Fletch. “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 He didn’t look at me; instead he glanced from Derry to Valiant as though warning them not to speak. 
 “Nothing, go back to your friends, we’ll be out in a minute.” Fletch’s voice was normal and he looked calm and relaxed, but my emotion sensors were still getting major anxiety off him. 
 I put my hands on my hips. “Something’s up, what aren’t you telling me?” 
 “Not now, Emily, please.” 
 I was about to argue, when it suddenly occurred to me that perhaps it wasn’t me he was hiding his feelings from, and that maybe he didn’t want to show his level of concern in front of his pack members. He might be trying to look strong and in charge. His face was certainly giving nothing away, and they wouldn’t be aware of his inner turmoil the way that I was. 
 “Okay,” I backed down, “later?” 
 He gave me a brief nod, so I closed the door and returned to the kitchen. But now that I had deliberately tuned into him I was picking up more and more. 
 He was anxious, angry, frustrated and a little bit scared. What could possibly make an invulnerable Alpha werewolf feel scared? 
   



 
3. Bodyguard and Basque

   
 Glynn didn’t stay, but left as soon as their meeting was over, and the others returned to the kitchen. We hung out for a little while and conversation was kept light-hearted until twelve o’clock, when Derry said he had to go head off to the restaurant he was working at part-time to gain experience for his course. 
 Verity and Kate got up too. We were supposed to be spending the afternoon shopping, but now I was too nervous about what Fletch was keeping from me to want to go. I went out into the hall with them but I wasn’t intending to leave. 
 “Um, I think I’ll stay here for a little while. I need to talk to Fletch about some stuff, if that’s okay?” 
 Verity gave me a look that clearly said, no, it wasn’t okay. 
 “Don’t become one of those girls, Emily.” She frowned at me. 
 “What girls?” 
 “Those girls who ditch their friends as soon as they get a boyfriend. This is the first Saturday you’ve had off work in weeks, and you spend all your free time with Fletch already.” 
 I bit my lip, because what she was saying was true. I normally worked at my aunt’s shop on Saturdays, and I only had this one free because she had closed to attend a conference. 
 I felt Fletch coming before I heard him. Verity may have thought that what we were saying was private, but she didn’t know about werewolf hearing. 
 “You should go, Em, it’s fine, we can easily talk later,” he said, quietly. 
 I thinned my lips at him, wondering if he was trying to avoid telling me whatever it was. But he shook his head. “I promise, it’s nothing that can’t wait.” 
 I hovered indecisively until he gave me a push towards the door. 
 “Alright, but you’ll tell me tonight?” 
 “Definitely.” He gave me a look laden with promises and wrapped his arms around me for a goodbye kiss. 
 Verity cleared her throat loudly and we broke apart with rueful smiles. 
 I was just getting my coat on when Valiant came out of the kitchen too. 
 “I’ll walk with you girls, if you don’t mind – I could do with stretching my legs,” he said. 
 Verity beamed, but I was looking suspiciously at Fletch. Why did I get the feeling that he had asked Valiant to come with us? 
 Fletch smiled innocently, too innocently. I could still sense he was worried. But in the end I just shrugged and blew him a final kiss on my way out the door. 
 My suspicions increased when Valiant stuck with us. Even underwear shopping, Valiant sat on a bench outside the shop and waited. 
 “Do you think I should accidentally let Valiant see me trying this on?” Verity whispered gleefully as she held up a black basque. She clearly thought he was hanging out with us to spend time with her, but I was pretty sure that wasn’t true. 
 “Were you going anywhere in particular?” I asked him pointedly, when we left the shop with our purchases. 
 “Nah, just mooching about today; is it cool if I tag along for a bit?” His tone was light, but his eyes bored into mine with a silent plea not to argue. 
 I frowned at him and was about to ask for more details when Verity interrupted. 
 “Of course not, we love having you here, you can give me an opinion on these…” She smiled coyly and pulled out the red lace set she’d just bought. 
 Valiant coughed a few times, probably because he was old-fashioned enough to be shocked, but managed to nod approvingly, if not actually speak. 
 “And that, ladies and gentlemen, is exactly the reaction she was going for,” Kate murmured to me with a laugh. 
 After that we went for ice-creams, then accessory shopping. The rest of the day was fun, and I loved hanging with my girlfriends, but a large part of me was always hankering for Fletch. I began to wonder if our relationship might be slightly unhealthy. I just wanted to be with him all the time. I couldn’t really concentrate at school anymore, and Verity was right that I wasn’t putting quality time in with my friends anymore either. But it was like a part of me was missing when I wasn’t with him. Was that normal? Was first love supposed to be that extreme? But of course, we were so much more than a regular couple. Even now, I could constantly sense him; he was still worried. I had to physically push my thoughts of him aside to stay in the moment and not race back to him. 
 When the shopping trip ended, Valiant insisted on walking me home. I had planned to get showered and changed before heading back to Fletch’s for the evening. 
 “Are you going to tell me what’s going on?” I said as soon as we were alone. 
 He shook his head. “You need to ask Fletch.” 
 “Oh, I will.” I said, starting to feel irritated at being kept in the dark. 
 I got ready as quickly as I could, promised my dad I would be home by ten, and left the house. 
 Valiant was still there. 
 He was waiting on the other side of the street, hidden in the darkness of the evening under a tree. 
 “Are you supposed to be a bodyguard or something?” I snapped, preferring to stick with irritation rather than let an unknown fear take over. 
 He shrugged. “Something like that.” 
 “Why? No, don’t say it, I need to ask Fletch, right?” I huffed my frustration and stomped off down the street, leaving him to follow behind me. 
 When we reached the house Valiant didn’t come in. He simply waited until Fletch answered the door and then quietly left. I looked down the street after him, then banged the door shut behind me. 
 “Tell me what’s going on, right now, or I swear I’ll torch something,” I threatened when Fletch tried to kiss me hello. 
 He sighed, and ran his hands through his hair. I followed him as he walked into the kitchen and then seated myself at the table. Fletch sat in the chair beside me and took my hands in his. 
 “You remember Trefor?” 
 I nodded, feeling suddenly apprehensive. k^1^2 
 Trefor was the only member of the pack who hadn’t chosen to stay when Fletch had beaten Hywel and become the new Alpha. Trefor had been responsible for secretly stabbing Fletch, to ensure he lost the challenge, and I guess he knew that Fletch would never truly trust him after that. 
 “Trefor was on pack territory last night,” Fletch continued, “in the local pub.” 
 “Is he allowed to be?” I wasn’t sure of the rules around this. 
 “Yes,” Fletch nodded, “he can come and go as he pleases, but he has to apply to me if he wishes to be there on a full moon. I have to be aware of all wolves on my territory that night, for safety and security reasons. But any other time is fine.” 
 “So what’s the problem?” 
 “He was drinking heavily, and got pretty drunk and chatty. He apparently said that he’d seen Hywel and that Hywel was planning to get even with me and take back the pack, and that you and I both would soon pay for what we’d done to him.” 
 “Okay,” I took a deep calming breath. “But that’s not news, is it? I mean that’s the same thing Hywel said when you banished him. Plus now that we are bonded, neither of us can actually be killed.” 
 Fletch stroked my hair. “Don’t freak out, but apparently he’s found a way to break our bond.”  
   



 
4. Control issues

   
 Hywel had found a way to break our bond? But surely that was impossible! I suddenly had a very bad feeling, and it wasn’t just coming from Fletch. 
 What was Hywel capable of? He was a very old Alpha wolf, over three hundred in fact, and he was descended from a pretty powerful witch. He might know all sorts of magic that we had never even heard of. But beating him had seemed so easy once Fletch and I were bonded. Fletch had gone Alpha, which meant he could take over the pack without challenge. Plus the fact that we were both invulnerable to harm, and I could do pretty much anything magically as long as we were touching.  
 Unfortunately I let that go to my head a little, without really thinking about the consequences. And so, when Fletch had defeated Hywel at the Summer Solstice, I had done something kind of terrible. 
 Once it had become obvious that Hywel couldn’t kill Fletch, the pack had made Fletch their new leader, and it was his right to then kill Hywel. But killing wasn’t in his nature and he had chosen to banish the previous Alpha instead. Hywel had warned us that he would be waiting for an opportunity to get us back and so I had used my newfound power to bind him to his human form.  
 An Alpha wolf can change form at will, regardless of full moon, and I figured that Hywel would be much less of a threat if he stayed human. But the other wolves had made it clear that they thought my punishment was harsh, because by containing his wolf I would drive it crazy inside him, pushing Hywel into possible insanity. 
 Realising I had maybe got a bit carried away, I had made the amendment that if he showed remorse then I would release him from my spell. But months had now passed and we had not heard from him. Was that long enough to drive him into madness? 
 That would make it three full moons since the solstice where he hadn’t been able to go wolf, and if I had been thinking of anything much at all except Fletch, then maybe I would have been concerned. 
 Occasionally, when I was visiting Fletch at pack headquarters in Wales, I would catch him in deep conversations with members of the pack, and they would stop talking as soon as they saw me. I should have guessed he was just trying to protect me.  
 I knew there were one or two who viewed me with a wary eye. Stupidly I just thought that they didn’t like the fact that their Alpha had chosen a non-wolf for a mate. I was an outsider, yet I held rank, and I really should have taken that more seriously. Perhaps if Fletch had just told me his fears then maybe we could have worked something out about Hywel, but we didn’t know where he was or what he was doing, and now he might be about to separate us? Just let him try! 
 “Emily!” Fletch’s voice brought me back to the present. “Just relax, breathe, it will all be alright.” 
 I blinked at him wondering what he was talking about. I’d been staring into space thinking about the idea of us being separated and had been completely oblivious to the fact that I was still touching Fletch and my magic had gone haywire. 
 All four of the elements had been activated by my negative thoughts. The kitchen taps were all flowing, a wind was blowing in the room, the floor was bulging beneath us and the curtains were on fire. 
 “Argh!” I quickly directed my energies into putting it right, making the water flow across the room to soak his curtains and tamping down the earth beneath us before the floor cracked, then let go my hold on Fletch. I backed right to the other side of the room, feeling the need to put as much distance between me and my magic as I could. Which meant putting distance between me and Fletch. 
 This was exactly what I had been warned about. Both my aunt, who was also a witch, and Brian the wizard had said I wouldn’t be able to control my magic if Fletch and I bonded. But I had been mostly fine, until now anyway. This was the first time I had felt any extreme emotion, apart from love, in quite a while, and clearly I did have some control issues. Fear had caused this. 
 Fletch held his hand out to me. “It’s okay, just stay calm.” 
 “No,” I shook my head, “Did you see what I just did? Your curtains are ruined.” 
 His mouth twitched, like he was trying not to laugh. “So, I’ll buy new ones. They were ugly anyway.” 
 “Don’t joke! Today it’s your curtains, tomorrow it could be the house, or I could flood the street.” 
 “Don’t be silly, you’ve been fine until now.” Fletch made to move towards me and then stopped when a shrill noise came from the window. “Oh, great,” he muttered sarcastically as Bob, my crow Familiar, began banging his beak on the glass demanding entry. 
 I ran to the window and opened it. Bob hopped straight onto my shoulder and I cuddled my cheek into him with relief. 
 “What’s up, mistress?” He allowed me the brief snuggle before pulling slightly away. “Has wolf boy been upsettin’ you?” 
 The relationship between Fletch and Bob was laden with suspicion at best. Bob always felt like Fletch was trying to replace him as my Familiar, and didn’t bother to hide it, and Fletch was well aware that Bob said a lot of rather unkind things about him behind his back. 
 “No, it’s Hywel, he might know a way to break my bond with Fletch.” I fetched Bob a biscuit from the cupboard and he flew to the table to nibble it. 
 “That might not be such a bad thing,” Bob looked thoughtful, “if the bond was broken then you’d be a proper witch again.” 
 “What do you mean? I am a proper witch, in fact I’m a much better witch now.” I pulled a chair up to the table and concentrated on Bob. I didn’t want to look at Fletch at that moment. I was still too freaked out over my loss of control. 
 Bob scratched at the table, clearly wondering how far to push me. “What you have with him, well, it ain’t natural. And you’re a natural witch. You ain’t doing proper magic no more, with wands and that. You’re relying on him instead.” 
 I frowned, and then looked at Fletch with concern for his feelings as he banged shut the cupboard door I had just left open. 
 “Don’t mind me,” Fletch huffed, “I can’t hear him when I’m in human form, remember?” 
 This was true. Fletch could understand Bob when he was in werewolf form, but not the rest of the time. Although, interestingly, he could still understand all werewolves even if he used his Alpha ability to revert back to human. I wondered if it was something to do with his link to them as their Alpha. It was impossible to know if non-Alpha wolves could do it as they had no option but to be a wolf on the full moon and a human the rest of the month. 
 I gave a slight smile. “I’d stay human for now if I was you.” I was fairly sure that Fletch wouldn’t appreciate Bob’s views. 
 Fletch took a bottle of water out of the fridge and leaned against the counter with it. 
 “I don’t mind what he says; at least you’re more chilled with him here.” His voice betrayed a little jealousy, but he was right, Bob always did calm me. 
 I turned back to Bob. “I don’t want to break the bond with Fletch. We might have to go back to staying apart, or it might devastate his wolf by losing his mate.” 
 Bob clicked his beak, clearly telling me he didn’t care about either of those things.  
 “And I would go back to being a disaster for a witch – remember the zombies?” 
 “You were just startin’ your training. You was getting better, with my help.” 
 There was no way I was okay with having my bond broken with Fletch, but I did get Bob’s point. I stroked his head. “You’re right, you and I should be practicing more magic on our own. It’s just so hard when it’s on tap.” 
 To make my point I reached out my hand and made contact with Fletch’s leg. I instantly felt the sizzle between us and used its power to make my hair go from wavy to ringlet curls. 
 Fletch smiled smugly at my demonstration of joint power. 
 Bob gave my hair a disgusted look and snorted something that sounded like “poodle,” so I changed it back again. 
 “Tell him the rest,” Fletch said, “About how Hywel wants his pack back and that if he manages to break our bond then he’ll probably just kill us to make it happen.” 
 “What?” Bob’s wings flapped in outrage. “Can he do that?” 
 I shrugged. “We don’t know. Maybe.” 
 “I’ll protect you, mistress, I’ll stay with you at all times.” 
 I smiled at him. “I know you will, Bob, thank you.” 
 If only I’d had the sense to watch out for more than just myself. 
   



 
5. Baptism of blue

   
 Sunday was a weird one. Kate and I had been invited by Verity to attend her baptism. It seemed strange to me that a girl with Verity’s assertive and flirty personality would suddenly find God, but then, who was I to judge? It had only been a year since I myself had embraced what was essentially a new religion.  
 Being a witch meant a total shift of perspective when it came to worship, and while I was still unsure about what I believed exactly, I liked the values of it. Lots of getting back to nature and respecting the balance in all things. 
 But Verity had gone full on with her new found faith. She handed me strange leaflets that were filled with ‘end of the world’ stuff. 
 I hadn’t actually been into a church since I’d become a witch, and I’d been nervous enough about it to speak to Iris a couple of weeks back and ask her opinion on whether it was a good idea for me to go. But she’d been fine with it. 
 “Why ever not? Churches are lovely places, and usually filled with peaceful vibrations.” 
 “Really?” I’d been surprised by that. “What if it has a graveyard, I don’t want another experience with ghosts like I had last Halloween.” 
 “But that was Halloween, any witch worth her salt knows to avoid such places when the veil is that thin, but you should be fine on a regular Sunday. Here, what is it called? I can look it up if you like.” She got out her phone to do a search while I rummaged for the details that Verity had given me. 
 “It’s called The Church of the Avenging Angels.” I rumpled my brow, Dremouth isn’t a big town and I couldn’t think of any churches with that name. 
 Iris tapped her phone a few times looking confused. “It’s not a regular church, but there’s almost no details on the website, just a contact number and email. Strange.” 
 And so, with no real idea of what to expect, Kate and I walked to the address Verity had given us, which turned out to be a large house on the very edge of town. 
 I had a prickle up the back of my neck as we walked and an uneasy feeling of being watched. So when we passed a shop, I asked Kate if she’d mind going in to get us a can of lemonade, while I made a show of sitting down to take a stone out of my shoe. As soon as she was inside I called softly for Bob. 
 “Yes Mistress?” he said, making me jump when I realised how nearby he already was. 
 “Were you following me?” I asked. 
 “Yes, Mistress.” He bobbed his head. 
 “Oh, well, good job, I didn’t sense your emotions at all.” 
 “I was keeping my mind blank,” he said, looking pleased. 
 “Fine. I just thought I felt someone, but I didn’t realise it was you, I thought it might be Hywel. I kept getting a creepy feeling like I was being stalked. Are you sure he’s not around?” 
 “It wasn’t me giving you that feeling, it was Derry.” 
 “What? Derry is stalking me?” I huffed out a sigh, “Yes, of course he is. I’m still under bodyguard watch, then?” I scanned the area until I caught sight of a shadow lingering in a doorway further down the street. I waved at him and he gave a sheepish wave back, but stayed in the shadows. 
 I let my mind reach out for Fletch and pushed the feeling of mild irritation his way, but I could feel that he was determined and so grudgingly accepted it. 
 “Okay, tell Derry I said thanks,” I grumbled at Bob, “but you should both keep out of sight. Kate’s going to be out any moment, and Verity won’t like uninvited guests.” 
 Bob flew off just in time as Kate emerged from the shop and we carried on to the house. 
 “Fancy place,” Kate whispered, as we went through two wrought iron gates and admired the grand Georgian style red brick façade of the house. “But an odd venue for a baptism.” 
 “Maybe it has it’s own chapel in the grounds?” I suggested. 
 A young man opened the front door and directed us straight through the house and out to the garden at the back. Here we found about ten people gathering under a gazebo. There was no chapel in sight but there was a swimming pool and a table set with delicious looking sandwiches and cakes.  
 I couldn’t see Verity but there were two other girls about our age were wearing long dresses in pale blue, there was a man who was also in a same colour blue shirt and white shorts, and I noticed that he looked like a younger version of Valiant. Maybe he was the reason for Verity’s sudden passion for church? But she’d never mentioned him. 
 The man came straight over and introduced himself. “Hi, I’m Michael, I’m Minister Gregory’s assistant.” His white teeth shone brightly against his dark skin and both Kate and I perked up a bit at having someone so handsome look so delighted to see us. 
 “We’re Verity’s friends. I’m Emily and this is Kate.” We shook hands with him and I got a very buzz of his skin when our hands made contact. 
 My eyes widened. That buzz meant that he was a paranormal of some sort. I gave him a questioning look, because he must have felt it too, but his smile remained friendly and open and his expression didn’t change at all. 
 Hmm, I wondered what he was. Not a witch, but maybe a werewolf? Except he couldn’t be, because Derry would have been able to smell it if he were. 
 I glanced around looking for Derry and saw Bob settled on a bush near the path that led from the front of the house. Which meant that Derry was probably behind the bush. I made a plan to seek him out as soon as I could and ask him to get a good sniff of Michael to see if he could tell what he was. 
 “Verity is upstairs with the minister, but I’ll let her know you’re here.” Michael said. 
 “Verity’s parents aren’t here,” Kate whispered as soon as Michael had moved away. 
 “I know, that’s strange, right?” I whispered back. “Should we ask her about it?” 
 Kate gave a shrug. “I hope it’s not an issue. I’m staying with her for the half term break.” 
 “Really? Why?” 
 “My parents are going to Spain to look for a villa to buy, they want to retire there. But I couldn’t think of anything worse than trailing round a bunch of properties, so Verity’s mum offered to have me instead. To be honest, I wish she hadn’t. I’m old enough to stay home alone, but my mother said yes without asking me, so I’m stuck with it now.” 
 I gave her a look of sympathy. “That’s going to be a trial, especially if Verity keeps banging on about her new passion.” I jerked my head towards the group of people under the gazebo. 
 “Yeah, but do you think it’s maybe less about church and more about Michael?” Kate’s eyes twinkled with humour. “He’s rather her type isn’t he? He looks a bit like Valiant, actually.” 
 “That’s just what I was thinking.” 
 “How old do you think he is?” 
 “I don’t know, about twenty-one?” I paused then asked, “Do you think there’s anything, um, different, about him?” 
 Kate furrowed her brow at me as though I was being unkind, so I let it go. 
 At that moment Verity came out of the house with another man in a blue shirt, she was also wore a long blue dress the same as the other two girls. 
 This man was older and he almost glowed with goodness, which instantly made me wary. 
 Verity hugged Kate and I and then introduced us to Minister Gregory, but he didn’t shake hands. I found this a bit annoying as I wanted to check if he had a paranormal buzz about him too, but he stayed well out of arms reach. He just smiled and said, “It’s a pleasure to welcome you, but we ask that you leave all judgement behind and support your friend in her rebirth today.” 
 Kate and I nodded uncomfortably. 
 “We also value only purity and honesty,” he continued. “So, perhaps your young man in the bushes would like to join us?” Then he strolled away to speak with the others, while Verity glared at me and looked around for my “young man”. 
 I silently groaned as explaining Derry’s presence was going to be difficult. 
 “Derry, come out.” I said, barely raising my voice as I knew he’d hear me anyway. 
 He did, though Bob stayed where he was. 
 “Sorry,” he said, “I just came to give Emily a message, I’ll leave.” 
 But Kate looped her arm through his, “Don’t go, the minister said you were welcome to join us.” 
 Derry’s eyes darted to me and I gave a brief nod in agreement. 
 “Okay, sure,” he said, relief evident in his voice. 
 Verity, however, looked slightly annoyed, but all she said was, “Well, if it’s fine with Gregory then it’s fine with me.” 
 The Minister then clapped his hands and everyone fell silent. “Initiates, come forth.” 
 There was some shifting around and then Verity and the other two girls moved into the gazebo and knelt in front of Minister, the rest of us formed a semi-circle around them to watch and Michael stood beside the Minister holding a bowl of what looked like oil. 
 The Minister dipped his finger into it and anointed each other girls on their forehead. I tried to see exactly what he was doing. He appeared to be drawing a symbol on their skin but with the oil, but instead of a cross it looked like an upside down V with a line through it. A capital ‘A’ perhaps? I could see it quite clearly glistening on Verity’s forehead. 
 Maybe it was something to do with the fact that this place was The Church of the Avenging Angels? 
 He talked for a while about righteousness and the importance of opening your eyes to truth even if it was unpleasant and other stuff about evil inside people and how they had lost their path. I was starting to tune it out when he suddenly got my full attention.  
 “Those that practice witchcraft, those that stray from the light, those that work with the dark powers to change their shape, those that commune with the dead, and speak of unnatural things…” The Minister was now saying. “… You will seek it out, and through me shall you purge it and make the world clean as I cleanse your soul now and forever.” 
 I exchanged an alarmed look with Derry. Surely none of this was traditional speech at a baptism? 
 The Minister then beckoned the girls to their feet and led them to the swimming pool. He walked into it, using steps that led from ground level down into the shallow end of the pool. All three girls followed him unhesitating into the water, their blue dresses floating out around them and then sinking to their knees again as they reached chest level in the water. 
 Verity was first, and I felt an overwhelming urge to shout at her not to do it, but that probably wouldn’t have gone down very well. Instead I took a step back and dragged Derry with me so that we could talk without being heard. 
 “There’s something wrong here,” I muttered, “None of this sounds like a normal Christian ceremony.” 
 “I agree.” He whispered. “I don’t think this is a church at all, it’s a cult.” 
 “In Dremouth? That seems unlikely.” 
 But Derry’s expression was totally serious. 
 “Oh brilliant,” I rolled my eyes. “Verity’s got herself into a cult. That means I’m going to have to be really careful around her until she’s out of it again. What do you think of that guy over there, Michael, I got a tingle off him like he might be a paranormal?” 
 Derry shook his head. “I don’t know. He’s definitely not a werewolf.” 
 Kate stepped back and nudged me, “Look at Verity, at least now we know why she bought that red underwear yesterday. It wasn’t for Valiant after all!” 
 I peered into the pool and noticed that Verity’s dress had gone almost see-through in the water and you could now clearly make out the red lace she wore underneath. 
 I joined Kate in her giggles. At least Verity hadn’t changed all that much, she was still going to maximise her advantages even in a so-called religious ceremony. 
 The Minister appeared not to notice, though he did seem to have slightly wandering hands as he held Verity and prepared to dunk her under the water. 
 “Ugh, gross,” Kate whispered, clearly seeing the same thing as me. 
 “Verity Ann Crawley,” the Minister said. “When you re-emerge you will be an Angel of God.” Then he pushed her back and under. 
 The water rippled and then turned from an insipid blue to a vivid turquoise, then back again as she came up. 
 “Neat trick,” Kate said, with a smile.  
 But I was looking at Derry again. “Magic?” I mouthed. 
 He looked hesitant, but then pursed his lips and nodded. “Yeah, I think so, I can smell it in the air.” 
 It wasn’t until we were leaving half an hour later that I became seriously worried. The minister had gone, presumably to change, as soon as the ceremony was over, but Verity had merely donned a long bath robe over the top of her wet dress. We made some small talk, ate a cake, and then decided to head off. 
 I didn’t want to say anything much to Verity because I didn’t want to offend her, but I did give her a hug, and say “congratulations”. But as my skin came into contact with hers I felt a jolt of energy. 
 Verity looked surprised, then said, “static?” 
 I gave her a nervous smile. “Probably. Anyway, I’ll see you at school tomorrow.” 
 But the moment we were off the grounds I grabbed Derry’s arm. “Whatever happened today, it’s changed Verity. She’s not normal anymore…” 
   



 
6. Halloween horror

   
 A week later, I had relaxed considerably. Verity had been completely normal at school, nothing bad had happened and no sign had been seen of Hywel. 
 I spoke to Iris about Verity, but she seemed to think I was over-reacting. 
 “There’s always a little magic in these things, but I’ll have a chat with my coven and see if they’ve heard of this cult.” 
 But now it was Halloween and it was my birthday, which gave me plenty of fun things to think about. Not only that, but it was half term break. Which meant I had an entire week’s holiday stretching in front of me, and I was planning to spend it with Fletch, visiting the Wizard who lived in the middle of Fletch’s territory in the Black Mountains of Wales. 
 The Welsh Wizard, also known as the Wolf Whisperer (and as Brian), had become a werewolf the same night that Fletch and I had bonded. He’d been pretty close to dying after his ‘bite’, which is unfortunately fairly normal, but I’d healed him. He was now going to live for hundreds of years, as most werewolves do, and had converted his farm to be the Headquarters of the Black Mountain Pack, and so Fletch spent a great deal of his time there. Not just at full moon, but also at times during the rest of the month if there was pack business to deal with. And in two days it was full moon and Fletch was going to Brian’s, and Brian had asked if I wanted to come too. My dad had been hesitant to let me go, but Brian had spoken to him and reassured him that I would have my own bedroom and that he would ensure we were all on our best behaviour. 
 But first I had to spend the day working because it was a Saturday, also because of Halloween. My aunt owns a shop called The Crystal Fire, which basically sells witchy stuff, and so Halloween is the busiest retail day of the year for her. So there was no slacking off just because it was my birthday. 
 Fletch was taking me somewhere fancy for dinner, but until then I had eight hours of standing on my feet as a sales assistant, helping every goth in Dremouth stock up on candles, incense, spell books and other paranormal paraphernalia. Actually, it wasn’t just the goth types, it was everyone. The whole town seemed to have gone magic mad, and I was exhausted from constantly smiling, and wrapping stuff. 
 Valiant was helping though. He’d been trailing around after me all week when I wasn’t at school or with Fletch, which had annoyed Bob to no end, but it made Fletch feel better so I put up with it. Bob felt as though he was body-guard enough for me, but actually Valiant had been really useful in the shop – carrying things from the storeroom, reaching down books from high shelves and taking purchases to cars for people who bought heavier items. He didn’t have to do any of it, but I suspected he was trying to impress my aunt. He spent far more time watching her than watching out for me. Too bad she was having none of it. I could tell she was secretly flattered, but she kept him at arm’s length, because she would never even consider getting involved with a werewolf. 
 Iris is a fire witch, and a pretty powerful one, but a long time ago she had accidentally bonded with a man who turned out to be a jackal shifter, and her power had gone rocket-fuelled. She’d burnt everything in her path. Apparently the jackal-man had taken her down to the underworld and my mother had died rescuing her. So I could totally understand why she wouldn’t go anywhere near that kind of thing again. It was also the reason that she disapproved of my relationship with Fletch, and I knew she wouldn’t hesitate to part us if she could. 
 Knowing how Iris felt about Fletch made it impossible for me to tell her about my recent loss of control. I just knew she’d go all parenty on me over it and blame him. But I definitely planned to follow Bob’s advice and practice my paltry solo witch skills. I just hoped I wouldn’t do anything stupid in the process, like raising the dead again. 
 It wasn’t until Iris finally flipped the sign to Closed that I checked my phone. 
 Five missed calls from Verity. 
 I rang her straight back. “Hey, Vee. What’s up?” 
 She sounded really strung out. “Have you heard from Kate? She’s supposed to be staying with me while her parents are away this week but she didn’t turn up yet. She’s not answering her phone and there’s no one at her house.” 
 “No. That’s not like her.” I furrowed my brow, trying to think if Kate had said anything to me about what she was doing that day. 
 “I thought maybe she might be at your place with Martin? Or maybe at Fletch’s seeing Derry?” 
 “Maybe. Let me check and call you back. Don’t panic though, I’m sure she just forgot her phone or something.” 
 I hung up and found Valiant hovering over me, looking concerned. He’d caught the whole conversation with his werewolf hearing. 
 He shook his head as I raised my eyes in question. “Derry’s at work today,” he said, his mouth thinning grimly. 
 Bob had been sleeping on top of one of the display cases but he flew down the moment the first prickle of dread went through me. 
 “I’ll call Martin, I’m sure she must be there,” I said, even though I knew how unlikely it was. 
 That’s when Fletch’s emotions hit me. I got so dizzy I slumped to the floor. 
 “What is it?” Bob flapped around me. 
 “Fletch. Fear. Rage.” I fumbled with my phone, but it rang before I could focus on it. 
 “Is Valiant still with you?” Fletch’s voice was taut. 
 “Yes. What happened? Is it Kate?” I felt tears prickle my eyes, just knowing something was very very wrong. 
 “Just get Valiant to bring you here, quickly.” He hung up before I could ask him anything else. 
 We were there in about four minutes. I’d told Iris it was a “pack emergency” and bolted before she could slow me down with questions. Valiant drove Bob and I in his car, and Fletch was at the door before I was even out of the car. 
 He wrapped his arms around me and I absorbed his body, letting it warm me. But there was still a chilly feeling inside me. 
 We went into the kitchen and Fletch picked up a sheet of paper from the counter. 
 “I found this nailed to the front door when I got back a short while ago.” 
 “What does it say?” 
 He read it out: “Tell your witch she’d better undo her spell if she wants to see her friend alive again. Meet me at eight at the Sinnery Crossing, just the two of you, or else.” 
 I looked over his shoulder to read it for myself and saw that Fletch had been trying to spare my feelings. It didn’t say “witch”, it said something that rhymed with it. 
 “Right, enough of this nonsense. He’s messed with the wrong witch!” I grabbed both Fletch’s hands with mine and concentrated hard. “Take us to Kate.” 
 Our bodies began to physically shift to teleport, then I felt like my brain smacked into a brick wall and we were back in the kitchen. 
 “What was that?” Fletch looked disorientated. 
 “I don’t know. Why can’t I get to her? Is he using some kind of spell to hide her?” 
 “But you’re a super witch, far more powerful than he could ever be.” Fletch cocked his head looking at me questioningly. 
 “Take me to Hywel,” I told my magic firmly. Another shift in our bodies and another brick slamming me in the forehead. 
 “Ow.” I rubbed my head. I looked at Fletch with wide-eyed horror. “I can’t do it.” 
 “Can you do it at all?” Fletch took my hands again. 
 “Bedroom.” I said, and we teleported straight to the bedroom. 
 I looked miserably at his bed. I was seventeen now, which meant my curfew was over, and I had planned to spend the night in that bed for the first time ever. Was it so stupidly selfish to just want a normal night being a seventeen-year-old girl? But that could never happen with Kate in danger. 
 I followed Fletch back to the kitchen, where he got me a glass of water. 
 “So basically, Hywel has somehow managed to acquire magic that is even more powerful than yours,” he said, grimly. 
 I felt sick at the thought of Kate in Hywel’s hands. More than sick, I started to shake. The house began to shake with me. 
 “Get a grip!” Fletch’s voice was firm. 
 Cupboard doors shook open and plates and cups fell out, smashing on the floor. Bob circled the room wildly, trying to stay out of harm’s way. 
 I looked at Fletch with wide eyes – we weren’t even touching. I sat on the floor and breathed deeply. He sat next to me, but didn’t touch me. 
 “He can’t hurt us. We’re invulnerable to harm,” Fletch tried to reassure me. 
 “He can hurt Kate though. Or anyone else we care about. Your family, mine.” I suddenly remembered Verity. “I need to tell Verity the truth.” 
 “You can’t.” Fletch put his hand on my arm and the kitchen table jumped about a foot in the air. Valiant, who was stood quietly by the door, gave a startled sound and jumped with it. 
 Bob sailed down and pecked hard at Fletch’s hand, forcing him to remove it. 
 “For goodness sake, Bob, we’re on the same team!” Fletch yelled. 
 “Don’t shout at him,” I yelled back, and the table overturned completely. 
 “Stop it, all of you,” Valiant boomed at us, “you’re acting like children.” 
 Strangely that calmed me like nothing else. He sounded like my dad. I suddenly felt like there was a grown-up in the room to take charge. Fletch and I were still only teenagers, but Valiant was old, and I felt better. 
 Unfortunately Fletch did not react the same way at all. He let out a fierce growl of fury and his whole body shimmered purple. In two seconds flat a wolf stood in his place. 
 Valiant reacted quicker than I could even speak. He dropped to his hands and knees and bowed his head. 
 “Forgive me. I was not challenging you. I spoke out of turn.” 
 I put my hand into Fletch’s fur and let my new calmness channel into him.  
 “Fletch, he’s right. If we fight then Hywel wins. This might even be how he can break our bond. We’re stronger when we’re together. Please, I need you to stay calm, for my sake.” Sometimes I forgot that Fletch had a dominant wolf inside him that needed to be considered too. 
 I looked up at Bob, who was still giving off waves of anger. 
 “You too, Bob. Apologise to Fletch, please.” 
 Bob chacked with irritation. 
 “Now, Bob.” I said sternly. 
 “Sorry, Fletcher, I shouldn’t have pecked you,” Bob said reluctantly, then landed on my shoulder and dug his talons into my skin in retaliation. 
 Fletch snapped his jaws. “One day, Bob, you and I are going to have to make our peace. But we both love Emily, so I understand your desire to protect her from my influence. But yes, we are stronger together.” 
 “Good wolfie.” I patted him patronisingly and he growled at me. Then he got his revenge when he shimmered back to human form and I found myself with my hands on his naked body. His clothes were now just a pile of rags at his feet. 
 He laughed when I covered my eyes. It wasn’t as though I hadn’t seen most of him naked, but it was still weird, especially in the kitchen with Valiant right there. 
 Valiant hadn’t moved from his submissive stance, and Fletch put a hand onto Valiant’s shoulder. 
 “We’re good. You can get up now.” 
 Valiant rose cautiously. Then he set about putting the table back in place and straightening the chairs. 
 Still with one hand over my eyes, I grasped Fletch by the ankle and used my powers to magically mend all the cups and plates and return them to the cupboards. 
 “Will you please put some clothes on!” I said. 
 Fletch didn’t move. “You can’t tell Verity the truth. It isn’t allowed.” 
 “Fine, I won’t. But I have to call her now. Are you going to get dressed or not?” 
 Fletch grinned. “Not?” 
 I took hold of his ankle again, and magically put him in a pink ball dress. That would teach him. 
 Valiant looked far more shocked by this than he had been by the nakedness. Werewolves tend to be pretty blasé about being naked in front of each other, but I’m not a wolf and it was never going to be “normal” to me. 
 Fletch glowered at me, but I knew he was really more amused than angry. He stomped off to his bedroom to get the dress off before I could damage his reputation even further. 
 I rang Verity and told her that Kate was out with Derry and would spend the night with me. Verity was pretty mad, at both me and Kate. She suggested rather nastily that Kate should stay with me for the rest of the half-term holiday week instead of her and hung up on me. I felt awful, but at least it solved one problem. 
 I looked at my watch. It was nearly seven. Fletch and I were going to have to get going soon if we were to make it to meet Hywel at Sinnery Crossing by eight. The crossroads was on a back road out of town, and a dark and creepy place even during the day. I gave a shiver. Now I knew what beasties there were out there, Halloween was way more scary than it used to be. So far this was turning out to be my worst birthday ever. 
   



 
7. Sinners summoning

   
 Derry wasn’t answering his phone. He was probably right in the middle of a dinner service at his restaurant, so Fletch sent Valiant to tell him what was happening. Then Fletch and Bob and I got in his car and he drove us to Sinnery Crossing. 
 All the way he half-heartedly tried to talk me out of just giving Hywel what he wanted, but he knew he was wasting his breath. There was no way I was risking Kate’s life, not for anything. 
 It was pitch dark when we got there, with no street lamps anywhere. The surrounding trees seemed to hang over the road, like evil giants reaching down for us with long fingers, cutting out the light of the moon that wouldn’t be full for a few days yet. 
 I took Fletch’s hand and waved my other hand at the sky. A big lantern appeared and lodged in a tree, casting a yellow glow over the area. It was better lit now, but still totally creepy. 
 “I don’t like this place.” I hugged Fletch close. 
 “Yeah, it has a really malevolent feeling, doesn’t it? Like some evil happened here.” 
 “Which is exactly what did happen.” Hywel strolled onto the crossroads from the shadow of the trees. “I rather like places of great power, and this one is an untapped gold mine of darkness.” 
 “Why?” I asked, while trying to get a sense of his emotions. 
 “When I was young, men and women who were convicted of crimes were always hanged at a crossroads. They were considered to be disassociated places, with no boundaries or ownership, perhaps even portals. I knew there was sure to be such a place in this area, I just had to find it. This one would have originally been called Sinner’s Crossing. It’s where the damned crossed over.” 
 I was struggling to get any kind of a read off him; he seemed too calm, especially considering that his wolf must be making him crazy, and that he knew he was up against my powers, which were pretty much unlimited now. 
 Fletch didn’t let go of my hand, but he moved slightly to place himself between Hywel and me. 
 “Let’s get to the point, shall we? You want Emily to free your wolf and in return you must promise to give her friend back. I realise that you will never accept me as your Alpha, but as long as you completely stay off my territory then I believe we can go our separate ways in peace.” 
 Hywel gave a nasty laugh, and I saw the first glimmers of madness in his eyes. They were unusually yellow, and I wondered if his wolf was controlling him. Wolves are much more instinctual than humans; it must be taking enormous control for him to hold off from physically attacking us. But his human side knew how futile that was. Fletch would kill him. 
 “Don’t force me to kill you,” Fletch said, as if reading my thoughts. 
 Hywel laughed even harder, and Fletch and I inched closer, really unnerved by his confidence. What did he know that we didn’t? 
 “Undo your magic and then step apart,” Hywel instructed, suddenly going cold and serious again. 
 “No way.” Fletch’s hand gripped mine tighter. 
 Hywel shrugged. “Suit yourself. But if you don’t then I can have your friend killed, just like that.” He snapped his fingers. 
 “It’s fine, Fletch. Let’s just get this done. He can’t hurt us even if we’re apart, remember?” 
 “I don’t trust him, he’s planning something.” Fletch eyed Hywel warily. 
 Hywel stuck his hands in his pockets, and began to whistle the tune to “Why Are We Waiting?” 
 I took the initiative and waved one hand toward him. “Hywel, I release your wolf from his binding. You are now free to change at will as before.” 
 Hywel’s whole body began to shimmer purple, but only his head changed. I watched, unnerved, as his jaw extended and his teeth lengthened. He lifted his snout and howled at the moon. Then he changed back and smiled, a horrid scary smile. 
 “Now give me back my friend,” I said. 
 He gave a nod. “She will be returned to you before morning, alive, as our bargain stated, but we still have business between us. Step apart.” 
 “No,” said Fletch. 
 Hywel cursed and then walked away to our left, positioning himself right in the centre of where the cross roads met. He began to turn on the spot while we watched him cautiously, wondering what this was about. 
 “Shall we teleport out of here?” I whispered. 
 “No. I want to know what he’s planning, or we’ll never be able to relax. We can’t spend forever constantly looking over our shoulders, wondering what he can do.” 
 Hywel was clearly casting a circle of some sort, and I felt all the hairs rise on the back of my neck. 
 Shadows seemed to be moving down all four roads, converging on the centre where he stood. Then he hurled some powder or ash onto the ground and leaped back. 
 The tarmac bubbled like it was boiling hot and then cracked. A jet of smoke came up through the crack and then cleared. Where it had been stood a woman. Not just any woman though; she was quite obviously a demon. A really sexy demon. 
   



 
8. Tacky temptress

   
 If there was ever a cliché then she was it. Her outfit could have come from a Halloween costume shop. Dressed head to toe in a black catsuit, with a forked tail and little horns poking through her hair, way more sexpot than scary. 
 Her hair was blood red, which matched her lips, which in turn matched her long elegant fingernails.  
 I hated her on sight. 
 So did Bob; I could feel him up in the tree above me. He was absolutely petrified. 
 She looked around, as though surprised at being there and then spotted Hywel. 
 “Hello, Howler,” she greeted him in a sultry voice. “When you said you were bringing me the soul of an Alpha, I didn’t think it would be your own. Yours is worthless without a pack.” 
 Fletch and I shrank back as Hywel pointed to us. 
 “There’s your Alpha, but you need to separate him from his witch.” 
 “Get us out of here,” Fletch hissed urgently. 
 But before I could react, his body seemed to slip away from mine. I tried to retain my hold but it was like catching melted butter. 
 There was a second where I thought I had him, but my hands were burning, and then he was gone. 
 He reappeared in the centre of the crossroads, rings of fire encircling his body. 
 The demon walked slowly around him, as if assessing her prize. He didn’t even struggle and seemed frozen in place, though his eyes followed her movements. 
 “Give him back!” I raised my voice, trying to put as much force as I could into it. 
 The demon turned to look at me. “You’re a powerful one, Emily Rand, but no match for me. Especially without your boy toy. Try me again when you’re a little more experienced, and then we can duel if you want, but for now, you are of no consequence.” 
 “The hell I’m not!” I pulled my wand out of my back pocket and Bob flew down to my shoulder. My hair crackled and stood on end like it was charged with electricity. 
 She looked momentarily stunned, though whether it was my bravado or my potential power I wasn’t sure.  
 But her eyes weren’t on me, though, they were focussed on Bob.  
 She gave an unearthly screech and red lightning shot out of her fingertips. There was a blaze of white light from my shoulder and I shielded my eyes, temporarily blinded. 
 I couldn’t see exactly what was happening but the white and the red light seemed to battle in the air in front of me. 
 Then there was a noise like a whip cracking and Bob dropped from my shoulder to the ground, where he lay, his eyes closed and his feet in the air. 
 Dead. 
 She had killed my Familiar.  
 I screamed and fell to my knees beside Bob, all fight instantly gone out of me. 
 Fletch’s eyes registered fury as he stood unable to speak or move. But I could feel his molten anger, and his fear. 
 I picked up Bob and cradled his body to my chest. 
 The demon promptly lost interest in me. She looked around again and then turned back to Hywel. 
 “I like this place. So much pain and misery. So many souls screaming and choking.” Her long tongue came out to taste the air. “Mmm, acrid with hate.”  
 She moved behind Fletch and pressed her body against his back, putting her arms around him. “But this gift, this tastes delicious.” Her tongue ran up his neck and circled his ear. 
 I wanted to throw up as she did it. 
 I huddled on the ground, clutching Bob tightly and letting the anger fill me, hoping it could somehow be channelled to help me. How dare she attack Bob and how dare she touch my boyfriend like that? 
 She smirked at me, as if aware of my anger. She ran the red-tipped fingernails of one hand down Fletch’s chest and his shirt burned where she touched it. As the ragged edges fell away from his body I saw matching scorch marks on his torso. But they quickly healed. She looked at the receding wounds with interest. “Such a fine specimen of a wolf man, but firmly bonded I see.” 
 “Can you break it?” Hywel spoke. “I need their bond to be broken if I’m to take back my pack.” 
 “Hmm, It will take some time.” Her nails burned across Fletch’s chest again as if testing how badly she could harm him. “I’ll enjoy the effort, anyway. But he won’t be a problem for you again; he’s with me now. He’ll be the prize of my collection.” 
 “Then I have business to see to.” Hywel gave Fletch a mock salute. “Enjoy the rest of your long life in The Pit, Fletcher. It’s what you deserve.” Then Hywel shimmered and turned wolf, disappearing into the night. 
 “Say goodbye to your lover; you’re mine now, and I’m going to break you.” The demon giggled and pressed her lips to Fletch’s, passionately kissing him. He didn’t move or return the kiss in any way, he didn’t even look at her but kept his eyes firmly focussed on me. 
 Time was running out, I had to do something. I pressed my face into Bob’s lifeless body, willing him to give me enough anger to blast the temptress back to hell, to make his death at least count. 
 But instead of power I got a heartbeat. 
 It was faint but it was there! Bob wasn’t dead, but he was near to it. Relief flooded through me and warm energy crackled in my hands. I looked from Fletch to Bob, wondering how to use it. 
 Fletch gave me a look of anguish, but he knew I loved him, and that would get us through anything. 
 “I’ll come for you.” I projected the thought as strongly as I could to Fletch, then directed every ounce of the energy into Bob. 
   



 
9. Lost that lovin’ feeling

   
 Bob jerked like I’d given him jolt to the heart, it seemed to stop and then start again. I hugged him close and then looked back to Fletch. But I was too late to do anything for him. Fletch and I locked eyes, then there was a horrible laugh, a bang of smoke, and he and the ridiculously sexy demon disappeared into the earth – leaving only a tiny smouldering hole in the ground. 
 The moment he was gone my lantern vanished, and I was left alone in the darkness. 
 No, not alone. Bob was still unconscious, but his heartbeat was stronger now. He was going to be all right. I kissed his feathers and tucked him inside my coat to keep him warm. 
 Now what? 
 I went over to where Fletch and the demon had vanished and examined the hole in the ground. It was still hot to touch but too small to even fit my finger into. There was no way I could follow him down there. 
 I reached out my mind to check on Fletch and got nothing. Pure emptiness inside me where he was supposed to be. Wherever he was, I couldn’t sense him anymore. What did that mean? Was our bond broken now? Was he dead? Did he have to die to go down to hell? Was he in hell? Was there even such a thing? 
 I didn’t know any of the answers, but my instincts told me he wasn’t dead. I was sure I would know that if nothing else. 
 What I did know was that I was cold, and at least three miles from home. 
 I was also back to being a bumbling no-hope witch at best. Bob was right; I had been relying on Fletch for my magic and had neglected to make any improvement at all to my natural powers. 
 So what could I do? Make a breeze? Not helpful right now. Could I still move objects with my mind? Not without a great deal more energy than I currently had. I weighed my options. Finally I selected a stick from the ground and concentrated hard on trying to make it catch fire. It got slightly warmer. Okay, that was something. Maybe if I worked hard enough I could make it warm enough to stop my shivering? 
 After a few seconds of effort I decided that I really couldn’t be bothered. I walked over to where we had left the car and kicked the tyre a few times in frustration. Fletch had the keys, but maybe I could smash a window? 
 That’s when I noticed it was unlocked. 
 Rolling my eyes at my own dumbness I quickly opened the boot and got out a picnic blanket. I took my coat off, and rolled Bob snugly inside it with his head poking out, then wrapped the blanket around myself. I climbed into the driver’s seat and wondered how one hot-wired a car. They made it look easy in movies. Surely you just pulled out some wires and touched them together? I felt around under the steering wheel. Just a solid panel. Where were the wires? I jammed my fingernails into a crack at the edge and promptly broke a nail. How did this stupid thing come off anyway? After snapping two more fingernails I gave up. Why was I bothering? Even if I managed to start the car, I didn’t know how to drive. I’d just end up in a ditch. I drummed my aching fingers on the wheel and decided that I really was the most pathetic heroine ever. 
 I reached over to the back seat where I’d left my bag, and rummaged for a nail file. Then I whacked myself on the forehead in a d’oh moment. I had a phone in my bag. 
 I could only blame all the stress I had been through for not thinking of it immediately. Getting it out I found twelve missed calls from Derry and rang him straight back. 
 “Where’s Fletch?” he demanded without even waiting for me to say anything. 
 “I don’t know. Gone.” My voice cracked and I started crying. 
 There was a long pause. “Where are you?” he said in a gentler voice. 
 “At Sinnery Crossing – it’s on the Exeter Road out of town. I can’t start the car.” 
 “Just stay there, we’re on our way.” 
 I turned on the headlights to break up the darkness while I waited, but jumped like a scaredy-cat when the sudden light startled a fox, who barked something rude at me. Then a bat flew past and I turned them off again, thinking that I was actually less scared when I couldn’t see what was out there. 
 I tapped my phone, wondering if I should call my aunt, Iris, or maybe my dad. But they both thought I was safe at Fletch’s house, and this would only worry them. What could they do anyway? Plus it was Halloween. Iris would probably be dancing on the town common with her Coven. I tried Kate’s phone, but only got her voicemail, I didn’t leave a message. 
 There was a small movement from Bob, and I quickly unwrapped him, thinking he was waking up. But his eyes remained closed. I held him up to my ear to check he was still breathing. He was. I gave him more cuddles and kisses and wrapped him up again. 
 It seemed like forever until I spotted the headlights approaching. I jumped out of the car and waved my arms to show where we were. It was Valiant who was driving but Derry was with him.  
 I collected Bob and climbed into their car. Derry put his arms around me and I had a cry on his shoulder before telling them everything that had happened. 
 “So he might be gone for good?” Derry’s expression was bleak. 
 “Of course he’s not! We’ll get him back, there must be a way…” I glanced desperately from one to the other, but neither Derry nor Valiant looked remotely positive. 
 “This is going to make trouble.” Derry spoke to Valiant: “I’m not sure if the pack will still obey Emily…Or me.” 
 “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 Derry bit his lip. “The whole pack can sense their Alpha at all times. We knew Fletch was in pain and then his presence simply disappeared from us. The implication being that he’s dead. That’s usually the only reason the connection would be gone. But if he’s not dead then you are currently the pack leader as his mate. But how can we prove he isn’t?” 
 “The pack can jump in a lake as far as I’m concerned,” I said through gritted teeth. “I have bigger problems. Anyway, you’re the Second, not me.” 
 Derry shrugged. “But you’re the Alpha’s mate, you rank above me. And to be perfectly honest, I’m not sure I’m even dominant enough to hold my rank as Second without Fletch backing me.” 
 I frowned. “Will you be challenged?” 
 “Maybe.” He shrugged. “There are several who would want the position. The big problem is that there is no Alpha. We need to get to pack Headquarters to sort this out.” 
 “I’m not going to Wales, not right now. I need to find Kate and I need to work out how to get Fletch back.” I began to shiver again. 
 “Take her back to the house, I’ll bring Fletch’s car,” Derry told Valiant, who nodded. 
 I was silent as we drove back into town. My mind turning over ways and means to find Fletch. But as far as I knew he was now in the underworld and I had no idea how to get there. But I knew it was possible. I knew of one person who had saved someone from the underworld. My mother. And she’d died doing it. 
   



 
10. Once bitten

   
 When we pulled up at Fletch’s house, Valiant swore loudly and bolted from the car. I went after him wondering what he’d seen, and found a large bundle on the doorstep. 
 No, not a bundle, a body. Valiant rolled her over onto her back and I saw her face. 
 Kate. 
 I stood with my hands over my mouth. “Is she…?” 
 “She’s alive.” He squatted down beside her and ran his nose down her length. “She’s been attacked by a werewolf. Shredded pretty bad.” He looked up at the moon in confusion. “But it’s not full moon.” 
 “Only an Alpha could have done it.” Derry had pulled up in Fletch’s car behind us. He too knelt beside Kate and sniffed at her. Then he nodded, “Hywel. It’s his scent.” 
 “He promised he’d give her back unharmed,” I whispered. 
 “Did he? Or did he only promise to give her back alive? He’s tricky like that. And she is still alive … for now.” 
 “Will she be okay?” I asked. 
 Derry put his finger into Kate’s blood and tasted it. “She’s had the bite. There’s werewolf in her veins.” 
 “So she’ll become a werewolf?” 
 “If she survives the bite. Not many do, especially not girls.” He put his hand on my shoulder. “I’m sorry.” 
 “It must have been awful for her.” Tears sprang from my eyes. 
 Valiant shook his head. “She reeks of chloroform, I expect she was unconscious and didn’t even know. But she will wake up, and the transition is very painful. We should keep her sedated.” 
 “We need to get her to a hospital!” I ran back to the car to get my phone, but Derry stopped me. 
 “We can help her much better than they can. They won’t know what it is or how to treat it. We do. The best chance she has of survival is to stay with us.” 
 I knew he was right. I watched as Derry lifted her in his arms and carried her into the house. I followed slowly, carrying Bob, and feeling like things couldn’t get any worse. 
 But things seemed far, far worse when I saw the extent of Kate’s injuries. It looked like an animal had clawed a groove from her neck to her stomach and then feasted on her innards. Which, of course, might be exactly what happened. And it was my fault. Hywel had done this to punish me. As if taking Fletch wasn’t enough, not to mention nearly killing Bob, now I would probably lose Kate too. 
 Derry laid her on his bed and fetched a bucket of warm water and a sponge. I cleaned Kate up as best I could and undressed her, then Valiant cleansed, stitched, and bandaged her body, using medical training I’d been completely unaware of. 
 “Second World War,” was all he said when I asked. 
 As he did his job I repeatedly tried and failed to summon some magic. But I was tired. My heart ached and my head throbbed. I kept rubbing my hands together hoping for some crackle, but all I got was more exhausted with the effort of it. 
 No sooner had I tucked the blankets around her than she began to twitch and mumble. 
 “I’ll go for supplies,” Valiant said. “There’s a twenty-four-hour pharmacy on the other side of town.” 
 “Thank you.” I took Kate’s hand and sat on the bed. 
 Derry sat next to me and cleared his throat. “Do you remember when Brian was bitten?”  
 I nodded, remembering the Wizard being in a very similar state at the Solstice full moon. 
 “You healed him, and you weren’t even bonded to Fletch then. Can’t you heal Kate?” 
 I sighed heavily, “I’ve got nothing, Derry. Don’t you think I haven’t thought of that? The problem is that magic is like a muscle. You need to work it to keep it strong. Since bonding with Fletch I just haven’t bothered. I thought he would always be there, and always come if I needed him. So I didn’t practice. I was pretty useless before I met him and I’m worse now, because I don’t even have Bob. I can’t do anything without at least one of them.” 
 “So if we healed Bob you might have more power to heal Kate?” 
 I tilted my head considering this. “Maybe. But I don’t have any power to heal him either.” 
 “What’s wrong with him?” 
 “I don’t know. I think the demon tried to take him out, but he’s a tough old bird.” I smiled sadly. “I used the last of my magical energy keeping him alive. But she did a real number on him and now he won’t wake up. What if he never wakes up?” I got tearful yet again, then clenched my fists. I couldn’t give in to despair; I’d never get Fletch back if I did that. What I needed was to get angry, or any emotion that was strong and forceful. My magic was governed by my emotions, and giving into weakness just wasn’t an option. 
 I paced the room, wondering whether we should be trying to reach Kate’s parents, who were in Spain. They surely needed to know if their daughter was dying. But I couldn’t think like that. I would find a way to save her.  
 If I saved Fletch then I would have my power back and I could easily save Kate. That was the key. To save Fletch I needed to save Bob, I couldn’t do it without his help. So Bob was the key… How did I heal Bob? With magic… I needed to charge my magic. 
 I rang Iris. No answer. She was probably currently in a state of undress, doing her witch Coven thing, which meant her clothes and her phone would be elsewhere, plus she always turned it off during a ceremony. 
 I rang Brian next. The Welsh Wizard didn’t carry a mobile, so I had to call his landline, and it rang and rang without answer. But I knew that with his werewolf hearing he would hear it even if he was out on his farm somewhere so I kept ringing in the hope that he hadn’t gone out. 
 He was breathless when he finally picked it up. 
 “Emily, thank goodness. I really must get an extension in the barn. Half the pack are here and we have a near mutiny on our hands. You need to come here straight away and reassure them that Fletch is not dead.” 
 “How do you know he’s not?” I asked. I mean, I was pretty sure he wasn’t, but I didn’t know. “A demon took him, down to hell or wherever it is that they live, and I can’t sense him. Please tell me you know he isn’t dead?” 
 “Valiant already called me with the details, but I’m afraid this isn’t my area of expertise. However, there is a very simple test, if you are willing?” 
 “Anything. I’ll do anything.” 
 “Cut yourself, a cut that is deep and visible. And could you possibly get a video of it? If you and Fletch are still bonded then you will heal. If he is dead, then you will not. The pack need to see, and quickly.” 
 I didn’t hesitate. “Derry, get in here and film this on your phone please.” I raised my voice as I moved into the kitchen and took a carving knife from the drawer. 
 He didn’t question why but simply did as I asked. I put my phone down, took a long breath and then drew the knife firmly down my arm. I couldn’t help but scream as it cut deep, through my skin almost to the bone. Blood gushed everywhere. For a second I thought it wouldn’t heal, then magically, the blood stopped and the skin knit back together like it had never happened. 
 I sagged against the kitchen counter with relief and grabbed the phone. 
 “It healed.” 
 “Goddess be praised,” Brian said, and I heard the relief in his own voice and knew he’d been unsure until that moment. 
 “Tell Derry to forward the video to every member of the pack. They will not believe without that proof. Fletch’s absence is apparent to all right now. Can you get here?” 
 “No. I’m not leaving Dremouth. Kate could die at any moment and I have to see Iris to find out how to rescue Fletch.” 
 “Of course, I understand. I will come and assist you. But Derry must come here; he needs to restore order. May I speak with him?” 
 I put Derry on the phone, and managed to catch the conversation even without super hearing. 
 “You need to come in and smash some heads together, Derry. Tempers are high with fear, and you will be challenged if you are not assertive with them,” the wizard was instructing. 
 “I don’t know if I can.” Derry suddenly looked much younger than usual, and my heart went out to him. Some of the other wolves were old enough to be his father, or even his great grandfather, and he had to tell them to behave? 
 “You need to. Now that they know Fletch is alive they will only challenge you if you appear weak in the crisis. None can fight you until the full moon in two days, but they may issue their challenge at any time. You simply must stand firm.” 
 Derry swallowed a couple of times. “Very well,” he said finally, “tell them I’m on my way.” 
 “I will come with you,” Valiant said, coming through the front door. “Fletch has given a home to both the man and the wolf in me, and I know that you are his choice. I will support your position.” 
 “Wouldn’t you support him anyway?” I frowned, “I mean, you’re friends.” 
 Derry shook his head. “Packs don’t work like that. It is based on dominance rather than loyalty. We instinctively support the stronger over the weaker.” He went and shook Valiant by the hand. “Thank you for that; hopefully it won’t be necessary to go against your nature.” 
 “Wait,” I held up my hands, “you can’t both leave! What about Kate?” 
 “We have to.” Derry looked upset. “The pack comes first.” 
 A drawer shot open and all the cutlery jumped out of it and fell on the floor. We all turned to look at it in surprise. 
 “What happened?” Brian’s voice came from my phone. 
 I grabbed it off Derry. “I think my magic was activated by my anger. Can I somehow use it to heal Bob?” 
 “Absolutely, your emotions are the key,” he said, hitting on the same answer that I had. “I will leave shortly and come to be with you. But in the meantime you should contact your aunt; she will help you tap your emotions to build your magical energy back up. You really should have kept practicing, Emily.” I didn’t appreciate the lecturing tone in his voice, but my irritation wasn’t strong enough to make magic happen. 
 “I will, but until I can get hold of her, do you know anything that might help me?” 
 “Anger seems to be the strongest trigger for you right now. How angry are you with Hywel for hurting your friend?” 
 “Furious, obviously,” I said, “but nothing is happening when I think about that.” 
 Brian sighed. “I guess that is because you blame yourself for his actions more than you blame him.” 
 “Are you reading my mind?” I asked. Brian was psychic, but he’d claimed it didn’t work over the phone. 
 “No, just a little basic psychoanalysis. It’s how I’d feel too.” He paused. “Tell me about the demon, was he a vile creature?” 
 “Actually it was a woman; she was kind of stunning, in a trashy obvious sort of way.” 
 A few teacups rattled behind me. 
 “Interesting,” said Brian, “Did she take a fancy to Fletch by any chance?” 
 “Yes, she…” I paused, unwilling to relive the memory, “… she kissed him.” 
 There was a massive blast and the windows in the room smashed, the light bulb smashed, and all the glasses in the cupboard smashed too. 
 Brian’s voice floated out of the sudden silent darkness. “I think we’ve found your trigger.” 
   



 
11. Trigger happy

   
 I left Derry and Valiant sorting out the kitchen and took my phone into Fletch’s room. Bob looked peaceful lying on the bed, still wrapped in my coat, with his little feet poking out the bottom. But his head lolled at an angle that looked more dead than asleep. 
 “Right,” Brian coached me, “put me on speaker and concentrate on creating all that energy in your hands.” 
 I did as he said. 
 “Now, tell me more about the demon. Was she very beautiful?” 
 “I suppose so.” I rubbed my hands together trying to build up a charge, but got nothing. 
 “And her assets? Were they considerable?” 
 “Extremely – any more cleavage and you could have parked your bike in it,” I said, rudely. 
 Still nothing. 
 “Tell me what she did to Fletch.” 
 “She held him in rings of fire. She used her fingernails to burn his shirt off and touch his chest.” 
 Crackle crackle. Finally some electricity tingled my palms. 
 “Touch it?” Brian pushed. 
 “Stroke it. Burn it. She was testing our bond.” 
 Still just a tingle, but getting warmer. 
 “And she was planning to break that bond?” 
 “Yes, she said he was hers now.” He’s not hers, he’s mine! I thought fiercely. 
 Super crackle! My hands got hot and glowed. 
 “Anything else?” He kept pressing my memory. 
 “She licked him.” 
 Bright light filled my palms and I instantly knew it was enough.  
 I covered Bob’s body with my hands and let all the heat and light flow into him. His eyes popped open and he began to jerk and flap and squawk. 
 “Hush, hush, baby, calm down.” I quickly unwrapped him from his confines, and he jumped to his feet and stretched his wings to their full extent. 
 “What the bleeding bogworm happened? How did we get here?” Bob almost shrieked at me. 
 “Just relax, you’ve had a bit of a near miss. That demon cow tried to kill you, I think.” 
 “I hope you kicked her buns straight back to hell?” Bob was hopping mad and wouldn’t keep still. 
 “Uh, no. She left and took Fletch with her.” I was exhausted after my show of magic, and just wanted to crawl under the covers of the bed. 
 “I take it Bob is suffering no after-effects?” Brian’s voice came from the phone. I’d totally forgotten he was even there. 
 “Watcher, wizard,” Bob greeted the phone. “Fit as a fiddle, me. Well-rested you might even say.” 
 “I’m glad to hear that, Bob. I too was quite energised after Emily cured me. Well done, Emily, I know that was difficult for you.” 
 “I’ll work harder to do magic without Fletch in future,” I mumbled. 
 “Good idea. Now, I’m going to leave and I’ll be with you in a few hours. You concentrate on getting Fletch back.” 
 “Okay, see you later.” I hung up and lay back on the bed. The temptation to close my eyes was overwhelming. I looked at my watch. It wasn’t even nine o’clock. How had my life gone so disastrously wrong in little more than two hours? But at least I had Bob back, and just knowing that made me more convinced than ever that we could rescue Fletch. Not that it was an option – we had to rescue him. There was no way I could do any more healing in my present state, and I knew that Kate would require way more magical energy than I had needed for Bob. The only way to save her was to save Fletch. And there was no way I intended to lose either of them. 
 There was just one problem –  I was back to being a bumbling teenager with no talent for anything except messing up. 
 I stroked Bob’s head. “Do you really feel fine?” 
 “Yes, Mistress. Nothing wrong with me that a good meal won’t fix.” k`1`2 
 “Oh, of course, sorry.” I heaved myself off the bed and took him to the kitchen. “After that do you think you might be strong enough to find Iris for me? I think she’s celebrating Halloween on the Common.” 
 “Yes, Mistress.” 
 Derry and Valiant had restored most of the kitchen back to its former state, but the windows would need professional repair, though the boys had done their best to seal them up with plastic sheets in the meantime. 
 “I’m really sorry about all that,” I apologised. 
 “It’s fine.” Derry came over and rubbed one finger on Bob’s cheek. “It’s worth it to see this little feller again.” 
 “Do you have anything I can feed him?” 
 “Yeah, I’ll fix something, and then we really have to go.” 
 “Thank you.” I left them to it and went to check on Kate again. 
 She was tossing and turning, but didn’t seem in pain. Whatever Valiant had given her had obviously taken effect. But I needed to find Fletch and I couldn’t leave her on her own. I wondered who I could call that Kate knew and would be relaxed with. Not Verity, she would totally flip out and I’d have to spend hours calming her down. Plus she wasn’t a paranormal or the family of one, so I wasn’t actually allowed to tell her. Then it came to me – Martin. He wasn’t strictly family yet, but he was going to be. His mother was going to marry my father, so technically I thought he would probably count, eventually anyway. 
 Stuff it. I was too worried about Kate to be overly concerned with the rules. But how was Martin going to react? 
   



 
12. Brother beyond

   
 “Martin? Hi, it’s me. Are you home yet? Oh. Look, if I clear it with Dad and Claire would you mind staying at Fletch’s house tonight? I’ve got a bit of a situation. No, nothing like that. I can’t tell you right now, but if it’s okay with them could you come straight here and I’ll tell you everything then? Thanks, I owe you one.” 
   
 That was the easy phone call; now I had to make a really tricky one. There was no way I could tell my dad where I was planning to go to rescue Fletch, because my mother did exactly the same thing to rescue my aunt, and she died. On the other hand, I’m not a liar – it just isn’t in me. So I somehow had to tell my dad what was going on but not tell him everything. The best approach would be to tell him as much of the truth as I could and omit the really dangerous bits. 
 My dad knew I was a witch. My mother was one and his mother was too, so he wasn’t totally clueless, but he did like to pretend it didn’t exist most of the time. It was going to be an awkward conversation. 
 Getting him to let me have Martin might also be difficult. Now that I was seventeen my ten o’clock curfew had been removed, on weekends anyway, but Martin was a few months younger than me, and his curfew was still very strictly upheld. It was really dumb – I mean, how different are you going to be when you’re a couple of months older? And pretty mean on Martin considering we were basically the same age. But those were the rules, and Claire, my dad’s girlfriend, loved rules. 
   
 “Hi, Daddy.” 
 “Hi, Pumpkin, are you having a nice birthday?” He sounded surprised, but not suspicious of my call. 
 “No, I’m sorry to land this on you but I kind of have a paranormal crisis on my hands.” 
 He sighed. “Well, I can’t say I didn’t see that one coming.” 
 “What do you mean?” Now I was the surprised one. 
 “Well, it’s Halloween, isn’t it? So what is it this time, more ghosts? More zombies? Or another spell gone wrong?” 
 I couldn’t help but smile. “No, I’m afraid it’s a werewolf problem. Kate’s been attacked and she’s here with me at Fletch’s. She’s badly hurt but I can’t take her to a hospital because they won’t understand about her transitioning.” I deliberately didn’t tell him how serious she was but I heard a sharp intake of breath and knew he had grasped the situation. 
 “Who was it? One of the pack? Where’s Fletch?” Wow, my dad clearly paid more attention than I gave him credit for. 
 “No, not one of the pack, and Fletch … he had to leave. Derry and Valiant are heading for Wales now; the pack is in a bit of a crisis mode right now.” 
 “I’m not surprised, if there’s a strange werewolf running around biting people! Shall I come and get you both?” 
 “Actually I think it’s better if she stays here. She’s going to need help from other werewolves.” If she makes it, I thought to myself. “But they can’t be here right now and I was wondering … hoping … than you might let Martin come and help me watch over her tonight?” 
 His voice sharpened. “I don’t think that’s a good idea, Emily, sorry. I would prefer we kept Martin out of your world as much as possible.” 
 “My world?” That was a bit of a blow to the chest. I knew he wished I wasn’t a witch but he made it sound like my life was kind of shady. 
 “I didn’t mean it like that. Isn’t there anyone else? Claire and I are not married yet, and you know the rules.” 
 “Kate’s not in good shape, Dad, she needs someone she trusts. She and Martin are friends, and he is going to be family soon, isn’t he? Or are you suggesting he might not be?” 
 I knew that was a hurtful thing for me to say, but I was desperate. 
 “Of course he is. Very well, I suppose he would have found out eventually. I will talk to Claire, but I don’t want her to know about this yet, is that understood?” 
 “Thanks, Dad, you’re one in a million. The best. I’m so sorry to land this on you.” 
 “As long as you’re okay, pumpkin, I can handle the rest.” 
 Guilt swamped me. “I love you.” 
 “Love you too. I assume you’re staying the night there?” 
 “Yes, is that still okay?” Hello, awkward! I was finally seventeen and staying over at my boyfriend’s for the first time, and that wasn’t something you want to discuss in detail with your father. “Fletch won’t be here,” I quickly added. 
 “Fine, fine.” He was clearly as uncomfortable as I was. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 I texted Martin and told him he was allowed to come and then went back to the kitchen. 
 Derry had just finished giving Bob the full story, and Bob was raring to go and get Iris. He seemed to have more faith in her powers than mine, which was hardly reassuring in one’s Familiar, but I suppose she was much more experienced than me. 
 “Are you sure you’re up to it, Bob?” 
 “Yes, Mistress, I’ll find her, you can count on me. Now I’d better hop to it. I don’t want to leave you alone too long.” 
 I gave him a nod and Derry lifted a flap on the plastic stuck to the window. Bob flew out. I felt a moment of panic but then my mind connected with his and I felt calm again. I had Bob back anyway. One saved, two to go. 
   



 
13. Curious Cowan in the night

   
 Derry and Valiant seemed hesitant to leave me and Kate, but I told them about Martin coming. 
 Derry pulled a lot of faces, but he knew he had to go and sort out the pack. He kept saying that Fletch wouldn’t want him to abandon me, so I literally had to push him out the door. 
 I sat next to Kate’s bed and took her hand. 
 “Kate? I don’t know if you can hear me. It’s Emily.” 
 Kate moaned and kicked at the covers without opening her eyes. 
 “It’s going to be alright. I’m going to find Fletch and then I’m going to make you better. I promise.” 
 She looked more peaceful so I talked some more. 
 “Martin’s coming here to look after you while I go and find Fletch.” If Martin didn’t run a mile when he heard my secret, that is. 
 “I think Derry was jealous. He wants to stay with you himself, but he has to go. You’ll find out all about werewolves and the silly hierarchy they have when you become one. And you get to live for a really long time. You always did love the idea of werewolves, didn’t you? I don’t know if there’s such a thing as vampires, but I bet we could find out. Did I mention that I’m a witch? I don’t think I did, but I can tell you now, because you’re going to be a wolf. How weird is that?” 
 I chatted on until the doorbell rang. I hoped it was either Martin or Iris, but I checked through the spy hole just in case it was a nasty Alpha looking for more people to maul. 
 It was Martin. I pulled him quickly into the house and took him to the kitchen. 
 “So what’s the big emergency?” He was grinning, clearly thinking I was including him in something fun. 
 “Do you want some tea? Or a beer maybe?” He was going to need a drink when I got through talking. 
 “Yeah, a beer.” He looked delighted, but what sixteen-year-old boy wouldn’t? 
 I went over to the fridge and got one out. I put the bottle down in front of him and then sat there like an idiot, not knowing how to begin. 
 “Do you believe in witches, or ghosts or werewolves or anything like that?” 
 He laughed, clearly thinking I was joking, but then seeing my face he stopped and gave the question some consideration. 
 “Ghosts maybe. I used to think our house was haunted.” 
 I beamed at him, pleased that he wasn’t totally closed off to the idea. 
 “It was haunted actually. But it’s not anymore.” 
 He raised his brows at me mockingly and I flapped my hands to dismiss that issue. After all, that didn’t matter now. 
 “Okay, look, how would you react if I said, hypothetically, that I was a hereditary witch, and I could do real magic.” 
 “I’d ask you to show me.” 
 Hmm, that was a fair and balanced response, except that I didn’t think I could show him. 
 “I know a few magic tricks too, if you’ve got some playing cards around here.” 
 I blew my cheeks out in frustration. I didn’t have the time for long-winded explanations, I had to get to the point. 
 “Okay, it’s not hypothetical. I’m an actual witch and I can do real magic, not just tricks, but I can’t just do it on demand, especially not when I’ve used up my magical energy, like I have done tonight.” 
 “Is this some kind of Halloween prank? Because I left a party to come here, and I was having a good time.” 
 I sighed. “Okay, forget the witch bit for a moment, but bear it in mind because I’m deadly serious.” 
 “Right.” He drew the word out, clearly just humouring me. 
 “Let’s try werewolves. Fletch is a werewolf.” 
 “So you’re a witch and your boyfriend is a werewolf? Handy.” 
 “Not massively, no,” I snapped. 
 “No, just think of your children, flying around on broomsticks howling.” 
 “I said I was serious, dammit! Don’t you remember that massive dog at the cinema, the one that I was looking after? That was Fletch as a wolf. And how about Peter, the boy in my room last Halloween wearing pyjamas, have you ever seen him before or since? That was a ghost that I’d brought back to life for a night.” 
 “Em, are you feeling alright? Have you been taking drugs or something? Because you’re being really weird.” 
 There was a sudden tapping on the plastic at the windows and Martin jumped a mile. 
 “Thank goodness,” I muttered, going to the window and letting Bob in. 
 “Cripes, is that a crow?” 
 “Yes, this is Bob, my witch’s Familiar. Bob, you know who Martin is, right?” 
 “Of course, Mistress, but he’s a Cowan, not magical at all; why is he here?” 
 “Is that bird tame?” Martin couldn’t hear Bob speaking, but looked impressed when Bob flew first to my shoulder, then perched on the table. 
 Bob cocked his head. “He’s dumb. I can’t believe he’s going to be your brother.” 
 “Stepbrother,” I corrected, “which is why he’s here. He’s family.” 
 Martin looked both confused and flattered. “I’m sorry, are you talking to me or about me? Are you actually talking to the bird?” 
 “His name’s Bob. Yes, I can understand animals.” 
 “Sorry, Emily, but I think I’ve had as much as I can take of this game. I have to go if I’m gonna make curfew.” 
 I sighed. “It’s not a game. Bob, could you, like, shake hands with Martin or something so he knows I’m not making it up?” 
 Bob gave me a really? look, but hopped over and stuck out one leg. Martin reared back in his chair. “No way!” 
 “As I said, dumb.” Bob put his leg back down and gave me a long-suffering look. 
 “This isn’t going well. Look, Martin. I’m a witch, Fletch is a werewolf, he’s been kidnapped by a demon, an Alpha wolf has attacked Kate, and she’s either going to become a werewolf or die, depending on whether I can get my magic back and save her. In the meantime I need someone to stay with her so I can go and find my boyfriend in the underworld. I don’t know who else to ask. So it would really help if you could move past disbelief and just accept it.” 
 “Kate’s hurt?” 
 At least that registered. “Yes, she’s been bitten by a werewolf, and mauled badly in the process. She’s sedated, but I think it’s wearing off. I really need to go and find Fletch, and all the other wolves are sorting out the issue of the pack missing its Alpha, but I can’t leave her alone. I’ve checked with Dad and he says it’s okay for me to tell you everything and for you to stay here tonight. But you can’t tell your mum.” 
 Martin stared at me for a long silence. “You’re serious?” 
 “I keep saying so, don’t I? My aunt Iris will be here in a minute, and she can show you some real magic and prove it to you.” 
 “Just look me in the eye and tell me that it’s true.” 
 “It’s true.” 
 “Okay, where’s Kate?” 
 “What? Just like that you accept it? With no proof or anything?” I frowned, unwilling to believe he was just fine with it suddenly. 
 “Why would you make up stuff about your friend being hurt, and about your dad too? That’s not like you, so I guess you’re telling the truth.” 
 “Huh.” Bob gave Martin a considering look. “Maybe he’s not so dumb, after all.” 
 “Or maybe he’s just humouring me,” I said, suspiciously. 
 Martin got to his feet, and I wondered if he were waiting to see my lies unravel when I couldn’t produce my injured friend. So I led the way to Kate. 
   



 
14. The total pits

   
 Martin stood in the doorway and looked at Kate lying on Derry’s bed. Her face was bruised and a bandage was wrapped around the head to protect a split cheek. There were marks on her neck and then signs of more bandages before her body disappeared underneath a light quilt. Even as we watched, Kate moaned and whimpered in her sleep. 
 “And you say a werewolf did this?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “And she’s going to become a werewolf now?” 
 “Yes, if she survives. I’m working on a plan to make sure she does.” 
 “Shouldn’t she be in hospital? She looks awful.” 
 “They can’t help her, not with this. At least here she stands a chance.” 
 “Holy smokes,” he whispered, absurdly reminding me he was a total Batman fan. 
 At that moment Kate began to scream. She arched on the bed and then fell back kicking violently. I quickly sat beside her and took her shoulders, pressing her gently back down. 
 “Shhhh, you’re safe, I know it hurts, but I’ve got you. Martin is here – you know you’re safe with him, he’ll take care of you.” I murmured platitudes while looking at Martin with a question in my eyes. 
 He nodded, and came and sat beside me. I moved over and let him take my place. 
 “Hi, Kate. You look like you’ve been in the wars. But a werewolf bite is pretty cool, and you’ll be beautiful again in no time, with like, super powers. So that’s worth it, right?”  
 Kate calmed slowly. Her eyes remained closed, and her head moved from side to side, but her leg movements subsided into twitching rather than all-out kicking. 
 Martin stroked her forehead and took her hand. Kate’s fingers seemed to curl round his. 
 “Thank you,” I said, feeling hugely grateful for his presence. 
 There was a loud knock on the front door and I went to answer it, once again wary about who it might be. 
 Iris barged in, with Lyra, her cat Familiar, at her heels. She was in a terrible temper.  
 “I knew that boy was trouble. I said it when you met him, and I told you to stay away from him,” she ranted at me. “And now Bob tells me he’s been taken by a demon? Well, you can kiss that relationship goodbye, there’s no way he’s coming back from that.” 
 My eyes filled with tears as she stamped into the kitchen and dumped several bags on the table. Eventually she halted her tirade and turned to look at me. Her face was bleak and etched with worry. 
 When she saw I was crying, her shoulders slumped and the anger went out of her. She held out her arms and I fell into them. They wrapped tight around me and I wept on her shoulder. 
 “Oh, Emily. Why do these things always happen to you? I’m so sorry about your boyfriend. I know it’s going to be hard to let go, what with being bonded, but it’s for the best, I promise it is.” 
 I pulled back, swiping at my tears. “I’m not letting him go, Iris, I’m getting him back.” 
 “No. Don’t even think about it, Emily, absolutely not. I forbid it. Your father would forbid it if he knew. Heck, your mother would forbid it too! You’re not going into The Pit and that’s final.” 
 “What’s the pit?” Martin walked into the room. “She’s sleeping peacefully now,” he said, referring to Kate. 
 Iris looked from Martin to me. 
 “It’s okay, I’ve told him everything. I need someone to stay with Kate while I fetch Fletch back.” 
 “You’re not going.” She said forcefully, then smiled at Martin. “Hello, Martin, dear. Bit of a shock for you, all this?” 
 “Yeah. Emily said you could show me some magic?” 
 I narrowed my eyes on him, suspicious that he hadn’t believed me after all, but he held up his hands. “Don’t look at me like that. I just want to see some, I mean, wouldn’t you in my position? Just out of curiosity?” 
 Iris didn’t answer but just opened her hand with a flame burning in her palm, then she threw the flame like a fireball into the air and it bobbed there for a moment while she controlled it. Then she snapped her hand shut and it was gone. 
 “Totally cool!” Martin said in awe. “So what’s the pit?” he repeated. 
 “It’s on the other side.” Iris pulled out a chair and sank into it. “We call it The Pit and The Perch. It’s kind of like Heaven and Hell, but it encompasses all religions and beliefs.” 
 “So is there a God and a Devil?” Martin asked, and I realised I should know the answers, but didn’t. 
 “No. Well, yes, but not in the traditional sense you’re thinking of. God is the term used to mean the greater good, an all-encompassing entity rather than an actual being, and the Devil is the opposite, the greater evil. But good and evil come from us, not a divine being.” 
 I pulled out a chair beside her. “So if there are demons, are there also angels?” 
 She nodded. “There’s everything, Emily. Everything you have ever heard of in fairy tales, or passed down in legend. It’s all out there, and most of it is pretty dark in reality. But the chances of coming across any of it are slim to none for most people. Except of course, tonight. Halloween thins the veil, and far too many people invite beings from the other side into our world. That’s how your demon will have punched through – she couldn’t have done it any other night, and she has to have been invited.” 
 “That would explain it,” I said thoughtfully, “I was wondering why Hywel waited so long to get his revenge; he must have been waiting for Halloween to bring his demon over.” 
 “How about vampires?” Martin was clearly enthralled by it all. 
 Iris gave a shiver. “Vampires are one of the worst. Deathless and lifeless. They are pallid wraiths, barely human at all. They certainly aren’t sparkly and sexy. If you do ever see one then run as fast and as far as you can.” 
 She rummaged in her bags and pulled out an old-looking hardback book. “Take a look.” 
 Martin and I bent forward to see the page she opened it at. The creature pictured was certainly ugly. It was ash white, with skin stretched thin across its skull-like face, and no hair on its head. The fangs were long, almost to its chin. 
 “Urrgh,” Martin and I both said in unison. 
 “Quite. So describe your demon to me,” Iris said, flicking towards the back of the book. 
 “She was curvy, wearing a cat suit, had red hair and horns, and a tail. She was … attractive.” 
 “Uh huh. Did she have wings?” Iris flipped forward another page or two. 
 “I’m not sure. I don’t think so.” 
 “They were probably folded. Is this her?” She pushed the book towards me. I looked with loathing at the woman who was drawn there. 
 “Yeah, that’s her.” 
 “She is hot,” Martin commented, giving me a half sorry smile, then leaving the room as we heard movement again from Kate. 
 “She’s called Abraxa; she collects immortal souls to feed on. Fletch isn’t immortal, despite his long lifespan, so I don’t know why she’d want him.” 
 “She said she wanted the soul of an Alpha.” I squinted my eyes trying to remember. 
 “Ah, yes. She can probably feed on the power of the whole pack through the Alpha. All those long werewolf lives added together would keep her going for several centuries.” 
 “So she’s draining the lives of all the pack?” My eyes widened in horror. 
 Iris shrugged. “I don’t honestly know, it’s just a guess. It could simply be that an Alpha has a lot of power to tap into, especially Fletch, now that he’s bonded to you.” 
 She snapped the book shut. “She could be draining your life too, through him.” She slapped her hand on the table and swore. She stood up and circled the room, clearly thinking it through. 
 “The only solution is that I fight her myself.” Iris came to a stop in front of me. 
 “No, Iris. I’m going. This is my fight.” 
 “Emily, you’re seventeen years old and you have no control over your powers.” 
 I stood up too. “I don’t care. I’m going. I will find a way even if I have to bargain with the devil himself. I will never leave Fletch if there is a chance to save him, and without him by my side then Kate is as good as dead too. You know I can’t turn my back on her either; if there is even the remotest chance then I would rather die trying. I’m far more powerful than you are, especially if I can get to Fletch. Now will you help me or not?” I thrust out my chin assertively and stared her down. 
 She rubbed her head and gave a loud huff of frustration. “You can be so like your mother sometimes.” She walked to the table and tipped out the bags. The strangest things were inside. Clearly they were supplies from her shop. 
 “You brought all this even though you intended to stop me?” I couldn’t help smiling. 
 “Well, I had to try. But I suspected that I would end up going, in fact I still think it should be me, but the truth is that you are more powerful than I am, so at least I can prepare you somewhat.” She held up a wooden board with strange symbols carved into it. “Now, who do you know that’s dead?” 
   



 
15. Dearly departed

   
 “Huh? I don’t know anyone. Well, there was my granddad, he died a few years ago… Oh, and my mother I guess.” 
 Iris went slightly pale at my words. “I really don’t want to bring back your mother. She would be so angry with me for helping you do this – it’s not exactly how I pictured our eventual reunion.” 
 “I think she’d understand better than anyone,” I said stubbornly. “She did it for you, so she’d get why I have to do it for Fletch, and for Kate too.” 
 Iris smiled sadly. “She would never have let a friend die, it’s true, but you’re her baby girl. And are you really ready to see her again? Under these circumstances?” 
 I felt a little bit overwhelmed at the thought. “No, not like this.” 
 “Exactly. So, how close were you to your grandfather?” 
 “Not close at all; it was always dad’s mum, Grannie Mara, who spent time with us. Granddad was just an old guy in a chair who smelled of humbugs. But he was nice.” 
 Iris pursed her lips. “It’s not a very good connection then, but at least he’s a blood relative. The blood makes the bond stronger.” 
 “Blood bond!” I snapped my fingers. “What about Peter? I bound him to me by blood, remember?” 
 Peter had been a ghost in my house since before I came to live there. He’d been quietly haunting the place for years until I became a witch and could suddenly see him. Last Halloween, with the help of Iris’s Coven, we’d managed to help him finally cross over. 
 “Perfect.” Iris nodded pleased. “And being as how it is Halloween, a simple séance should bring him back. Would you like to move this to the Seven Sisters? The magic circle of trees is where you helped him cross over, and it might make a good point for him to find his way back to.” 
 I shook my head. “I don’t want to leave here until I have to, though surely my house would be the best place? Peter haunted it for years.” 
 “Hmm, I can’t see your father being happy with us summoning a ghost in his house. But we could use Martin as an extra anchor. Peter must feel some connection to him as well…” 
 “Yes, he totally did. He used to sit for hours watching Martin playing video games and pretending to play too.” 
 “Good, now let’s get you prepared for your crossing.” 
 “My crossing? I’m going now?” 
 “Why else do you think we need a dead person? You need someone to take you with them over to the other side. Humans can’t cross through the veil alone.” 
 “I’m going too.” Bob came to my shoulder and pecked affectionately at my hair. 
 “I don’t think you can, Bob,” Iris said, “Only magical animals, like spirit guides or creatures with powers of their own, can access the other side.” 
 “I need Bob.” I was panicked now and starting to get pretty scared. “I have next to no powers without him.” 
 “We could try chaining him to you, but it could kill him when you pass through.” Iris bit her lip, clearly indecisive. She knew that Bob would add to my powers, but she was fond of the bird and it was clearly a risk. 
 “No, I can’t risk your life, Bob. I’m sorry, but you stay here.” 
 “Not a bleeding chance in an oak tree am I staying!” Bob’s talons dug into my shoulder. “I’m your Familiar and it’s my duty and my honour to die helping you.” 
 “I can’t lose you too.” I stroked his head. 
 “If you die because I wasn’t there then I ain’t gonna forgive myself, not ever, so we might as well go down together.” 
 I looked at Iris and she shrugged. “We can try. I have an iron chain necklace we could link you with. Iron is immune to most forms of magic, so perhaps that might work here.” 
 “Fine, and I’ll need my cloak.” I went to Fletch’s bedroom and found it in the drawer he had allocated for my stuff. I had taken to keeping all my magic supplies at his place so that Martin or Claire wouldn’t find them. 
 Iris draped various stones around my neck, all hung on a black silk ribbon. “These will offer some protection.” She handed me an orange and black stone. “This is a Tiger’s Eye. Keep this in your pocket, it will lend you some of my power.” Then she gave me another stone. “This is an Opal, it’s your birth stone and should help you channel your power. Keep it close to your heart.” I took the stone and tucked it into my bra; it felt warm and comforting. Next she took off one of her own necklaces, removed the silver locket from it, and then twisted the metal clasp into a circle. “Come here, Bob.” He held out one leg and she fastened it to his tiny ankle, then she strung the other end around my wrist. Bob flapped upward testing the connection – he could go about an arm’s length from me – then he settled back on my shoulder. 
 With the crow on my shoulder, my black cloak around me and the precious stones all over me, I felt suddenly pretty powerful. This was how I was meant to be; I was a witch.  
 “Okay, I’ll set up the board, you go and see if Martin is willing to participate.” 
 Martin was extremely enthusiastic. “This is so cool, like a Halloween from a movie. One minute I have an ordinary life, and the next I’m summoning ghosts, living with a witch, and the girl I like is a werewolf.” 
 “Martin, just try and remember how those kind of films usually end. We’ll all be dead and you’ll be huddled in a corner going insane waiting for the demon to come for you next!” I tried to dampen his spirits, but he clearly believed everything was going to work out – which was strangely reassuring, despite the seriousness of the situation. 
 “You look totally rad, by the way, like some mythical goddess.” 
 “Thanks, Martin, I’m glad you’re here.” We smiled at each other awkwardly. I gave Kate a final pat goodbye and promised to be back soon. It was time to summon a ghost. 
   



 
16. A little magic goes a long way

   
 We were about to start the séance when my phone rang. Iris frowned at me, but I answered it anyway. It was Derry and he sounded scared. 
 “Have you made any progress getting Fletch back?” he whispered. 
 “Not yet, I’m about to try. Is the pack getting restless?” 
 “It’s not that. Hywel is here. He’s trying to take command and the pack don’t know what to do. Me and Valiant are holding order for now, but we’re not Alpha’s and one or two of the younger ones are being swayed – please hurry!” 
 “I’ll do my best. Just hang on a little longer. We’ll speak soon.” I turned the phone off. “Let’s do this.” 
 Iris lit candles and turned off the lights. The three of us sat down around the board, with the two familiars on our shoulders, and then Iris cast a circle. Martin and I put our hands on the board, keeping our outstretched fingers just touching, and Iris dropped some ashes from a velvet bag onto the board. 
   

“Guardians of the East, South, West and North, 


Help us to bring Peter forth,


Bound by blood to Emily


This is my will, so mote it be.”

   
 Iris intoned the rhyme three times and then on the third rendition she held high her Athame, a ceremonial dagger, and sliced the air a couple of times before bringing it down and cutting open the back of my hand. 
 “Hey,” I yelped and made to move my hand, but Iris grabbed my wrist and held it in place. The blood dripped onto the board, there was a bang of bright light and then Peter appeared in the centre of the circle. 
 Lyra hissed and spat and jumped into Iris’s arms. 
 “Emily! My best girl, did you call?” He stretched and cricked his neck, “Wow, it’s good to be here and see you again. And Martin, dude! You a level five warlock yet? And Bob, little buddy, still rocking it all-in-black.” 
 Bob made a rude noise. 
 I smiled. “Hello Peter, I missed you. Been stalking any girls’ bedrooms recently?” 
 Martin’s mouth dropped open. “Holy ectoplasm, it worked.” He scrambled backwards. “Hey, where did he go?” 
 “That’s interesting.” Iris tilted her head. “I haven’t heard of it before, but I think you can only see Peter when you’re touching Emily.” 
 Peter reached out to take Iris’s hand but passed right through it. He bowed over it anyway. “The beautiful and talented Aunt Iris, it’s a pleasure to see you again.” 
 Iris actually giggled. “Stop it, Peter. I’m a sucker for chivalry.” 
 Martin looked annoyed and grabbed my hand again. “Oh, there you are,” he said to Peter. “So you’re really and truly an actual ghost?” 
 “Yes, sadly not corporeal this time.” He raised his brows at me questioningly. 
 “Sorry, I need you to stay a ghost. I have to get to somewhere called The Pit, can you take me?” 
 Peter gave a mock shiver. “You must be joking! I’m not going to The Pit, not on purpose. It’s a hell hole.” 
 “You don’t need to go in, Peter, just pull Emily through the veil and wait for her,” Iris explained. “Can you do that?”  
 “Please, Peter, my boyfriend is in there, he’s been kidnapped by a demon and I have to get him back,” I pleaded with him. 
 Peter scrunched up his face, “You have a boyfriend now? Is he as good-looking as me?” His voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper, “Does he know how badly you sing? And that you’ve memorised all the words to Evita? Bet he wouldn’t date you if he did. And let’s not even go there on your wailing along to Joseph, urgh. I don’t miss that.” 
 “Peter!” I stamped my foot in frustration, “Can you focus, please – did you hear me say demon?” 
 “Sorry, Emily,” but he didn’t look sorry. “It’s just good to chat with you again. Do I have time for some Warrior with Martin?” 
 “No, you don’t, we have to go, now.” 
 “Aw,” both boys said together, and I rolled my eyes. 
 Peter reached out towards Martin. “Sorry, dude. I hope we’ll see each other again some time, and I’m really glad you and Emily are closer now.” 
 Martin looked uncertain but kind of flattered. “Thanks. Our parents are getting married, and Emily is going to be my sister soon, so look after her please.” 
 “Will do. I’ve been around for most of Emily’s life so I’d like to say she’s like a sister to me too, except that she’s not!” Peter gave me a leer and a wink, and I rolled my eyes. “But no matter how annoying she is and as much as I like winding her up, I don’t want anything to happen to her.” Peter turned to me looking more serious as he said, “Are you really sure you want to go into The Pit?” 
 I sighed. “Yes, I have to. So how do we do it?” 
 “With this.” Iris held up a translucent scarf. It was pale and floaty and seemed to glow slightly. 
 “What’s that?” I reached out my fingers to touch it but they seemed unable to get a hold. I couldn’t work out if it was real or if it was a ghost scarf. 
 “It was apparently torn from the cloak of Rhiannon, a Celtic Goddess, who crossed over to save her son from a demon, so I’m hoping it will aid you. It’s very precious, so if there is any chance of getting it back then I’d appreciate it. Hold out your hands.” 
 I shook free of Martin, who looked disappointed, and held out my hand to her. Peter did the same, and Iris attempted to wrap it around both our wrists, bringing them together. Weirdly it tied around my wrist and it tied around Peter’s, like it was sort of from our world and his. 
 “I can feel it, I can actually feel it.” Peter’s voice was excited. 
 I clasped his hand, and even though I couldn’t touch him I experienced an awareness of him. I hoped it meant that we were still bonded in some way, which could only help. 
 “Are you ready?” Iris said. I swallowed hard and nodded. Bob pressed into my cheek and I rubbed it against his feathers. 
 “You must be back by midnight, Emily, or Halloween will be over and you might not be able to get through the veil. With or without Fletch, okay?” she said firmly. 
 I looked at my watch. It was already a quarter to eleven. 
 “Time moves differently there, but it’s like an illusion, sometimes it goes faster, sometimes slower, but your watch doesn’t know where you are, so it will keep real time as it is moving here. Good luck, Emily, I love you.” 
 Iris waved her hands at the candles and they went out one by one; as the last candle flame vanished, the circle broke and I was consumed by nothingness. 
   



 
17. Heart of Darkness

   
 It was like being inside a cloud. I was floating, but I was being pulled in two directions. 
 One arm, bound to Peter, was taking me forwards, but the other arm, which was chained to Bob, was resisting and tugging me back. 
 I was through the veil but Bob wasn’t. I couldn’t hear him anymore, but I knew by the pulling I could feel that he was flapping his wings, beating them against whatever kept him out. If I yanked on the chain would it kill him? I didn’t know what to do. Relying purely on instinct I asked for magical assistance. 
 “Goddess protect my crow, Goddess protect my crow, Goddess protect my crow,” I chanted, while trying to connect my mind with his. I slowly drew the chain towards me. 
 “We are one, we are one, we are one.” I muttered, not having a clue if it helped but desperate to do something.  

“One mind, 


bound by blood, 


bonded as one, 


witch and Familiar 


together come.”  
 I made the spell up on the spot but it felt strong. 
 There was a bang of energy that blasted in both worlds, but instead of the usual bright light there was a black one. It was hard to describe – it was like an exploding star being sucked into a black hole, a whirling vortex of deepest darkness. I thought I was falling, spinning, screaming, clawing, light and dark ripping at me. 
 And then it was over. I fell on my butt, and Bob fluttered down landing on my chest. 
 I felt weird and different, but I didn’t care, Bob was through the veil and alive. 
 “You made it, you’re okay?” I hugged Bob to me until he protested. 
 “Mistress? What happened to your hair?” 
 “Huh?” I picked up a strand and looked at it. Instead of being light brown it was now jet black. “Weird! How did that happen?” 
 Bob shrugged. 
 I looked around; we were back in the cloud and there were yawning passageways in front of me. One was filled with happiness and light, the other bleak and dark. Peter sat beside me, looking shaken. 
 “What just happened?” he said. 
 “I don’t know. I take it that wasn’t normal?” 
 “No, that was you, you did some magic and I think I passed out. Not easy when you’re dead already.” 
 “I felt it too, like fainting, only into a nightmare.” I got to my feet and pulled Peter up. 
 “Yeah, that pretty much describes it. Anyway, you’re here. Are you sure you want to go in there?” He gestured towards the dark passage. 
 “I have to.” 
 “Then I’ll come with you.” He sounded scared but resigned. 
 “No. I need you to stay here. You’re my ticket back to the real world, we can’t put that in jeopardy by losing you in there.” 
 “Oh, okay.” He looked relieved. 
 “I’ll see you later. Come on, Bob, we can’t afford to waste any time, we’ve got to find Fletch and quickly.” 
 I didn’t give myself time to think about it, because the dark passageway was just too darn terrifying, but just strolled right in with my head held high. 
 The instant we were inside everything changed. It wasn’t a passageway anymore but like a building. A creaky scary haunted house kind of building, and we were in the front hallway. There were doors, hundreds of doors stretching away, and I didn’t have a clue how I was going to find Fletch. 
 But he was here and so was I. I closed my eyes and felt for him with my mind. I sagged with joy when we connected. 
 He was startled by my presence; for a moment fierce hope came off him, and then he retreated from me, in disbelief that it was really me. His emotions receded to dull misery. Nothing but pain and loneliness. 
 What on earth had happened to him? I projected love and courage as hard as I could, then set off in the direction I had sensed him. 
 I stopped at several of the doors. It was odd because Fletch was behind them but not behind them. Like they all led to the same place but different places. But my strongest sense of him was further down the corridor. 
 As I passed the first door it opened a crack, and I saw a dark pair of eyes peer out. There was the sound of a sharp intake of breath and then the door slammed shut. 
 This strange occurrence kept happening. As I walked each door began to open, just a tiny bit at first, like the people inside were curious, then they got wider and I saw eyes looking out, but whenever they saw me the doors slammed shut again. They looked scared of me! I was pretty sure that the eyes weren’t human, but if they were the monsters in the dark then why on earth would they fear me? Maybe because I wasn’t supposed to be there. I don’t suppose they got many alive people walking down this way. 
 “Is it me or is something strange going on?” I whispered to Bob as we crept as quietly as we could, trying not to be heard. But the doors continued to open and then shut. 
 Halfway along I stopped abruptly; this was the door. It didn’t open, so I opened it myself. Inside wasn’t a room as I’d expected but a huge crater in the surrounding nothingness, like the mouth of a volcano, going down and down further than I could see. The walls were pockmarked with caves and tunnels, there were fires burning everywhere and screams drifted upward. It was pretty much exactly as I imagined hell must look. This must be The Pit. 
 Steps were carved into the stone from where I stood and they circled round and around the edge all the way down, finally disappearing into the blackness that was too far to see clearly. 
 “Please tell me I don’t have to walk all the way down there? If only I had Fletch we could just fly.” Even as I said it, there was a great rustling behind me. I looked around fearfully, and got a face full of feathers. Black feathers. It was like Bob had stretched his wings, but the feathers were huge. 
 “Whoa!” I backed away, but the feathers came with me. 
 Bob pecked at them. 
 “Ouch!” I said, as I felt his sharp beak like he’d just pecked me personally. They were attached to me? I tugged one and felt a slight pain in my shoulder. 
 “What’s happening, Bob? What is this?” 
 “Um, wings, Mistress?” 
 “I can’t have wings! I don’t want wings. Am I dead? Am I an angel? I can’t be! These are black, aren’t angels’ wings white?” 
 “These are crow wings.” Bob ruffled them with his own. 
 “Oh crumbs, did I somehow become half crow when I pulled you through the veil? That is so not good!” 
 “It’s good right now. You wanted to fly, now you can.” 
 “Right, yes, crow wings will have to be a problem for later, maybe we can undo the magic – let’s just find Fletch.” 
 I tentatively spread the wings and willed them to flap. They did. 
 “Here goes nothing.” I stepped off the edge and sailed down into The Pit. 
 To say that my flying left a lot to be desired would be an understatement. Bob squawked and shouted instructions in my ear as I first collided with the wall, then dropped like a stone and then flapped my way back up to the top rising almost vertically, before setting off again straight back into the stone sides of the pit. 
 “You ain’t got a steering wheel, mistress. You need to lean into the turn, angle your wings. That’s it, now glide, now tilt to the right, a bit less…” 
 With Bob’s guidance, I slowly began to get a feel for it, and it was kinda fun. 
 “Wheee!” I shouted, as I shot towards the wall and then flipped before I reached it, swooping back, laughing as I realised I’d vaguely mastered it.  

Flying is amazing, I thought as I got near a fire and then let the heat catch under my wings which lifted me up again. I’d give anything to be able to do this all the time. I’m so keeping the wings.

 Bob dug his talons into my shoulder. “Mistress! Your wolf.” His voice was repremanding and I sobered quickly, the exhilaration suddenly leaving me. 
 “Right. Thanks Bob.” 
 I let the warm air currents hold me up as we circled, getting slowly lower while I tried to sense Fletch. 
 “This way.” My black cloak streamed out behind me as I angled for one of the caves in the wall. I came in too fast, and not being very experienced with the wings or landing, I ended up tumbling over and over as I landed. 
 “Who’s there?” a high-pitched voice called. I shrank back, but there was nowhere to hide. 
 There was a stumping sound and then a small person came out of the nearest tunnel. I say person, but he looked more like a rat than a human. He took one look at me and then screamed. 
 He bolted into the tunnel, running half upright and half on all fours. He was yelling at the top of his voice. “The Morrighan. The Morrighan!” 
 “What did he say? The Morri-something?” I asked Bob. 
 Bob was looking at me with shock, and I could feel his emotions were extremely mixed. 
 “What is it?” 
 He flapped away from my shoulder and surveyed me from head to foot. 
 “You can’t be,” he said at last, but he was clearly far from sure. 
 “Can’t be what?” 
 “The Morrighan – she’s a myth. A Goddess who can take the form of a crow, and always appears with a crow and a wolf beside her.” 
 Did that seem spookily familiar or what? 
   



 
18. Far Fletched

   
 I laughed, feeling almost hysterical. “Like this trip couldn’t get any stranger, now they think I’m this Morri-whatsit Goddess?” 
 Bob shrugged his wings, and returned to my shoulder. 
 “Wings away,” I instructed my own larger pair, but although they folded down a little, they didn’t go anywhere. “Well, clearly I don’t have the powers of a Goddess anyway,” I joked. 
 I started down the passageway in front of me, going deeper into the cave. There were no lights to be seen, and yet it wasn’t dark. I couldn’t work that one out. 
 We seemed to walk for ages. I heard scampering in the passages either side, but no one appeared or tried to stop me. I looked at my watch in concern. It was quarter to eleven. That couldn’t be right – we’d been at least half an hour, how could no time have passed since I last checked it? I was suddenly scared that my watch was broken. 
 “Time moves differently here, Mistress.” Bob reminded me. I wasn’t convinced but I clung to that hope. 
 I was getting closer to Fletch, but it was making me feel worse. His emotions were making me nauseous. He was fighting our bond, rejecting me mentally, trying to force me out of his head. 
 When at last I got to a side tunnel that led to him, I went down it and found him trapped in a hollowed-out cave. I was horrified. His cave had iron bars on it and the boy inside was almost unrecognisable. He was huddled in a corner, wearing nothing but some ragged trousers. His feet were caked in mud, his hair was thick with dust and his chest was scarred and bleeding. Even as I approached he dragged his nails across his shoulder on one of the few clear patches of skin. Blood welled up and then dried. 
 “Still bonded, still bonded, can’t break it, can’t ever break it,” he was muttering to himself. 
 I got down on my knees beside the bars. “Fletch?” I spoke softly, but he jumped and huddled further away. 
 His hands gripped hard in his hair. “Not her, not real. Can’t break it.” His voice rose to a shrill shout: “You can’t break it! Go away.” 
 Tears sprang up in my eyes. “Fletch, it’s Emily. I’ve come for you, Fletch.” 
 “Get out of my head. You won’t ever be her. No one but her.” 
 Who? Did he mean the demon would never be me? Or had she won and he only wanted her now? My heart hurt at the very idea of it. 
 “Fletch, it’s Emily, I love you, do you hear me? We’re bonded, Fletch, can you sense me? Can you feel how much I love you?” 
 His eyes lifted a little, and he looked at me warily. But they weren’t Fletch’s green eyes, they were a horrid green-yellow. His wolf was in control. 
 I stretched my hand, “Can you smell it’s me? Your wolf mate. We’re mated, Fletch. Come to me.” 
 He didn’t move but his head rose a little further to sniff at my hand. 
 “Demon magic, you smell wrong. Wrong hair, wings.” He snuffled and curled into a ball as if protecting himself. 
 “This is so bad.” I sat back, not knowing what to do. 
 Bob chacked with anger and flew straight through the bars. He pecked roughly at Fletch’s hair. “Listen, wolf boy, Emily has been through the veil of death to come for you. Now get up and start being grateful!” 
 “He can’t understand you in human form,” I reminded Bob. But Fletch had sat up anyway. He was looking at Bob. 
 “Bob? Never Bob. Always Emily, never Bob.” Fletch was talking to himself still, but his mind was opening slightly. I mentally pushed at the chink. 
 “Yes, it’s Bob. My Familiar. He goes where I go, remember?” 
 “Yup, even into the pit of hell for you, wolf-face.” Bob bit Fletch sharply on the arm, letting him know he was definitely real. 
 “That’s enough, Bob,” I said firmly. “He’s got the message.” 
 “No, no, no!” Fletch began banging his head against the wall. 
 “Stop that right now!” I got to my feet and shouted at him. “You’re hurting yourself, you dummy.” 
 Fletch stopped and looked at me, confused. 
 I thought I might finally be getting through to him, when Bob began to pull on my hair. “Someone’s coming,” he hissed. 
 I pulled my cloak around me and retreated in the opposite direction from the approaching footsteps, trying to blend into the wall. 
 I must have been invisible enough, because the girl didn’t even look in my direction. But I could see her clearly. 
 It was me. 
   



 
19. Something to crow over

   
 The girl who looked just like me pressed her hand against the bars and they parted. Fletch watched her warily but didn’t move. 
 “Hello, my darling.” Her voice was low and sultry. 
 “Emily?” My heart broke as I heard the hope in his voice. 
 “I said I’d be back, and here I am.” She knelt beside him and ran her hands through his hair. 
 “I thought I felt you, I didn’t want to believe it.” Fletch leaned into her. 
 I quivered with anger. She was unknowingly capitalising on the fact that I had almost gotten through to him, and now he was even more confused. 
 “It’s me, I’m here.” Her fingers stroked lovingly down his arms, and she pressed her lips to his. 
 I clenched my fists, wondering if now would be a good time to face her. But I wasn’t feeling any magic despite being furious. Did my magic even work in this place? 
 Bile filled my throat and I almost threw up as Fletch kissed her back. 
 Then suddenly he threw her against the far wall. 
 “You’re not her!” he shouted, then curled in on himself again. 
 She laughed, and turned back into the demon we all hated. 
 “Where’s my wolf today? Can he come and play? How about a game of chase? We can take turns to catch each other. I’ll even let you bite me.” Her voice dropped several octaves, “Then you’ll be mine, Fletcher, isn’t that what you really want? It’s been so long now.” 
 She changed again, becoming me once more. “Here I am, just bite me and make me yours for eternity.” 
 Fletch turned away from her. “You can’t break it, you’ll never break it. Not as Emily, not as Bob. That was clever, but he’s not here, she’s not here.” 
 She morphed back into the demon. “Bob? Who is Bob? Who was here?” She shook his shoulder roughly. 
 “Bob. Bob was here, wasn’t he? Did I imagine that too? And Emily with black hair, and wings, huge wings. More tricks, but you can’t break it.” 
 The demon towered over his huddled body. “Tell me what you mean!” 
 Fletch whimpered and cowered away from her. 
 “Tell me,” she screamed. The red lightning came out of her fingertips, as it had at Sinnery Crossing, and his body got a jolt like a thousand volts going through it. He twisted in agony, and I totally lost it. Anger roiled inside me and I roared my fury. 
 I hurled my hands out towards her even though I couldn’t feel a single jot of magical energy, and was completely surprised when black fireballs cannoned through the air and hit the demon. 
 I stepped away from the wall, throwing the black fire at her, again and again. Each one that hit her knocked her across the cave. Abraxa screamed in agony but I didn’t care. I kept smashing her around like a rag doll off the walls, turning her into a bloodied mess. I intended to keep going until she was nothing but pulp, when a strong voice stopped me. 
 “Enough, Morrighan, you’ve made your point.” 
 I whirled around and found myself looking at a man. A very ordinary man in a business suit. 
 I threw another ball of black fire, this time directly at the man, but he deflected it easily with a raised palm. 
 “Calm yourself, you have won.” 
 “Give me back Fletch,” I said through gritted teeth, struggling not to throw a few more at the demon who had taken him. 
 The man inclined his head. “He is your wolf?” 
 “Damn straight he is.” 
 The man looked past me to the demon. “How could you have been so stupid, Abraxa? Of all the Alphas in the world, you took one belonging to The Morrighan?” 
 Abraxa picked herself up off the floor slowly. “She was not Morrighan, just a witch.” 
 “But you must have seen what she could become?” He frowned at her. 
 “She didn’t know, and I killed the crow to be sure.” Her eyes went to Bob on my shoulder and she crumpled again. “I thought I killed it.” 
 He tutted. “The witch chose a crow and a wolf, the symbols of Morrighan. You should have known you could not kill them. You still have much to learn, Abraxa; another thousand years in the lower pit should educate you.” 
 “Please, no!” She went down on her knees before him and touched her forehead to the cave floor. 
 He sighed. “You are fortunate to be one of my favourites. You will not be alone. Who offered you this wolf’s soul?” 
 “It was an Alpha werewolf named Hywel,” I spoke up, totally bemused by what was being said. 
 The man wiggled a finger. “Very well, you can feed on him instead, so don’t say I’m not good to you.” The ceiling cracked above our heads and Hywel fell through it. 
 “Thank you, Master.” Abraxa crawled over to Hywel and covered his body with her own. I heard him shouting and cursing as the floor beneath them opened and they were sucked through it, then it sealed itself closed again. 
 “Morrighan,” he turned to me, “we are honoured by your presence.” He gave me a low bow. “Will you be taking up your duties here with us?” 
 “I think you’ve got me confused with someone else.” I didn’t want to admit to not being whoever he thought I was, but I certainly didn’t want to stay either. “I’m just Emily, a witch, and my dad’s expecting me home in the morning.” 
 The man laughed, which was kind of creepy, but I faked a smile for him. 
 “You are she,” he said, “I have been expecting you.” 
 “You have?” I was slightly thrown by how confident he sounded about it. 
 “Yes, since Masha went. Her mantle had to pass to someone.” 
 “Masha?” I was feeling anxious about the time, but not wanting to annoy this man. There was something very different about him and it made me nervous. 
 “She was one of the three.” 
 “The three what?” 
 “Morrighan. There are three of you, at least there should be,” he gave a sigh, “But all things must end, even immortality. She’d had enough.” 
 “Um… sorry to hear that,” I said, lamely. “But I’m not sure what it has to do with me?” 
 “You bound yourself in blood and magic to a crow and a wolf, making all three of you immortal.” 
 “What? We are?” 
 “Have you not learned yet that you can not be hurt or killed? Did it not change when you made the second bond? That is a safety measure, to ensure you survive long enough to complete the transition.” He asked the question as though he already knew the answer, but wanted me to work it out for myself. 
 “I…. Oh.” Suddenly the penny dropped into place. “That’s why Fletch and I became invulnerable? You’re saying Bob is too? But Abraxa nearly killed him.” 
 “Nearly, perhaps, she is powerful, but she could not extinguish his life completely. Only I have that power.” 
 I chewed my lip, taking all that in. 
 “Who are you?” I said at last, even though I was pretty sure I already knew. Because despite his quiet manner and non-threatening appearance, he could only be one person. This was hell after all. 
 He smiled and spread his arms. “I am the beginning, and the end.” 
 “The Devil. You’re the Devil, aren’t you.” I stated. 
   



 
20. The Maiden

   
 He threw back his head and laughed. “I am, yes, but I am only what you expect to see here in this pit of torment. I am all things.” 
 I narrowed my eyes. The Devil lies, I told myself. And then I caught myself wondering if that were true, I mean, how did we really know? 
 “You are other things too?” 
 “Of course. There is only one true divine being. To a good Christian I am God, to a sinner I am the Devil. To you… Maybe you like this form better?” He began to change shape, light radiated until I blinked and then he was suddenly a young woman. Beautiful and serene, with a flowing dress of purest white and garlands in her long fair hair. All around her feet flowers began to grow, rapidly spreading to cover the ground and creep up the walls. She held out her hands to me and her smile was loving. 
 “To you,” she repeated, “I am the Triple Goddess. Maiden, Mother and Crone. I think you identify most with the Maiden, do you not? I am She.” 
 I backed away a step, even though I actually sort of wanted to throw myself into her outstretched arms. 
 “So, none of it is real? It’s just you?” I asked, warily. “There is no heaven or hell or any of that?” 
 “It’s all real, and it all exists. Didn’t your aunt just tell you that? But each person comes to me their own way.” She waved an arm toward the passage I had come down. “There is a version of heaven and hell for everyone, but never the same one. It is personal to the individual.” 
 “How can you be both good and evil?” I asked. 
 “Mankind is good or evil, it isn’t about me, it’s about all of you and the choices you make.” 
 “What is your true form then?” 
 “Something you can not see, I am all things, I am everywhere.” She smiled, looking almost sad for a moment. 
 “But right now, you’re here, talking to me.” 
 She nodded, “And everywhere else too.” 
 “Oh,” I said again, totally unable to wrap my head around that idea. 
 “So, you could, like, change the world anyway you wanted, prevent war and stuff, but you don’t?” 
 “Actually, I can not. That is the point of free will.” 
 “But some child who was born in a country where everyone is starving to death, they didn’t chose it.” I said, my tone becoming a little accusatory. 
 “No, but others did. They made choices that led to the suffering. That is on their souls.” 
 “Not all of it, what about places without clean water, can’t you make rain?” 
 “There must be a balance in nature, Emily. I thought you understood that.” 
 “I guess,” I admitted reluctantly, after all, it was exactly what Iris had been trying to teach me for the last year. “So, you can’t help at all? All that power and no influence?” 
 The Maiden gave a sudden smile, that looked almost like she had done something naughty. “Me, no. You, yes. That is why I have angels and I have demons. To both comfort and to curse. And I have lesser Gods and Goddesses who have the power to influence and change. Such as The Morrighan.” 
 “And what do The Morrighan do exactly?” 
 “They influence war, inspire armies to victory, patrol the battlefield.” 
 I wrinkled my nose in distaste. “I don’t want to do that. Why me? I don’t know anything about war except what we learn in history class.” 
 She gave a delicate shrug of one shoulder. “It was the choices you made. You bonded to the symbols of The Morrighan, and then you crossed the veil.” 
 “Because Abraxa took Fletch, I didn’t want to come here.” 
 “And yet you chose to. You left the mortal world behind of your own free will and came across to the realm of the other side. You are here but alive, and so you became Morrighan.” 
 “All that is just a coincidence.” I stared at her helplessly. “Please, I don’t want to be a Goddess of War, I just want to take Fletch and go home, that’s my choice.” 
 I glanced toward Fletch, he was unconscious, but I knew he wasn’t dead either. I could still sense him. 
 The Maiden tapped a finger thoughtfully against her lip. “I need a third Morrighan,” she said, “But you do have the choice. However, I must insist on a balanced decision. A trade if you like. I will give you your wolf but you shall do something for me in return.” 
 “Okay,” I said, just wanting to leave. 
 “A mission, or rather a task, you must put right what you changed in the past. There are people alive who shouldn’t be and people who now never existed. You altered the dynamics of the world and now you shall go there to right that wrong. When it is done, you may return.” 
 “Um… will it take long, I’m kind of pushed for time.” I glanced at my watch and frowned, it hadn’t changed at all since I’d last looked at it. Maybe it really was broken? 
 The Maiden laughed and it sounded like golden bells tinkling. “Haven’t you worked it out, Emily? I don’t exist in time, I am outside of it. While you are with me it will cease to pass. I am in all times at once. Now, are you ready?” 
 I glanced at Bob. “You’ve been very quiet, what do you think about all this?” 
 Bob eyed the Maiden with a beady look. “I aint quite decided yet. But I go where you go.” 
 I brushed his cheek with a finger. “Thank you, hopefully we can talk about it more later.” 
 Bob bobbed his head, and I understood that he had plenty to say but wasn’t willing to say it here and now. 
 “What about Fletch?” I asked, turning back to the Maiden. 
 “You will need both your companions to truly be Morrighan,” she nodded. 
 “But he’s in no state to help. He’s been tortured and had his mind messed with by your lackey.” 
 “You have the power to heal him.” She gestured me toward him and I didn’t hesitate. I ran through the gap in the bars and put my arms around him, dragging his head into my lap. 
 I didn’t know what I was supposed to do, so I stroked his hair and assessed his wounds. He didn’t really have any that I could see because our bond made him invulnerable, but he was thinner and very weak. Abraxa must have been starving him. Just how long had he been here with time moving differently? 
 I laid my hands over his chest. “Heal this body, give him back his strength.” I said, just to see if it would work. And lo and behold, visible black threads poured out of my hands and began to twine themselves around him. It slowly beefed his torso back to the well honed muscles I knew and loved. 
 But the process seemed wrong somehow. My magic had always been more of a warm white, and the blackness seemed like dark magic. I glanced back up the Maiden as the threads faded away. 
 She gave an almost apologetic lift of her shoulders. “It is what The Morrighan are, generally you deal in death, not life.” 
 I was about to make an irritated reply when Fletch’s eyelids flickered open. But his eyes were still yellow. I had to reach the boy inside somehow and bring him back. I understood now what The Maiden meant, she meant that I could heal him. Not with magic, but because it was me.  
 He flinched when he saw my face, and then turned his head miserably away from me to stare blankly at nothing. 
 “Fletch, it’s Emily. The real me.” 
 “No!” His voice still sounded hoarse. 
 I placed my hands either side of his head, turning it gently back. He let me, but still stared at nothing, not meeting my eyes. 
 “Remember what I said to you, just before the demon took you? I said I’ll come for you, but I didn’t say it out loud, I spoke only in my mind using our bond. The demon couldn’t know that, could she. And I have, I’ve come for you just as I promised.” 
 His eyes went a shade greener, but he still wouldn’t look at me. 
 “Do you remember the first time I told you I loved you?” I said, softly. “I was the one in the cage then. But you came for me, you stood up to Hywel and challenged him so you could rescue me.” 
 “It’s not real, just another trick.” But his voice had tone now, it was suspicious rather than dull and empty. 
 “Doesn’t it feel real?” I cupped his face, letting him feel the pleasant burn between us. 
 He sat up slowly and warily and once again sniffed cautiously at me. 
 “Emily?” He was still so unsure. 
 “Yes, and Bob too.” I smiled and angled my head at Bob who was stood at my side. 
 “Bob,” he spoke haltingly, “I missed Bob more than I thought possible. He is Emily’s anchor. Always so practical.” Fletch’s eyes focussed finally as he looked at Bob, and they slowly, but surely, turned back to green. 
 Bob puffed his feathers a little and said, “Yeah, I s’pose we missed you too. Emily needs you as well as me.” 
 I grinned, knowing that Bob was rather flattered by Fletch’s words. 
 “And there’s this,” I said, bringing Fletch’s attention back to me. I leaned toward him and he leaned away a little, but not enough to stop me from touching my forehead to his. “Remember?” 
 I let my brow rest against his, not moving, not trying to kiss him, just simply touching foreheads. 
 “Emily…” Fletch released the word on a long breath out and I knew he’d accepted it. 
 After a few moments he buried his nose in my hair. 
 “All those years without your smell, I was starting to forget,” he mumbled. He suddenly leaned back against the rocks and his eyes drifted shut as though finally allowing himself to relax. 
 “Years? That’s awful. You’ve only been gone a few hours in real time.” I curled against him and he slowly brought an arm around me, then tightened it holding me close. 
 “Only a few hours…” His voice trailed off. Then his eyes snapped open again. “Just a few hours?” he asked in a confused voice.  
 “Yes. But I’m afraid it’s not over. We’re still here.” I pointed to our surroundings. 
 Fletch sat up and looked around, then his eyes narrowed on The Maiden. 
 “Who’s that?” 
 “Um… God? Maybe… I don’t know exactly, apparently it depends on what you believe.” 
 I knew that Fletch didn’t believe in any of it. He wasn’t religious at all, though he had a strong moral compass, and he’d once expressed the opinion that when you die, that was it. Game over. So I was interested to hear what he thought of the Goddess in front of him. 
 The Maiden smiled. “Tell her what you see, Aaron Fletcher.” 
 “A General,” Fletch answered, staring at The Maiden. He sniffed the air. “And you’re an Alpha.” 
 The Maiden tilted her head, with a serene look. “You were destined for the military, it would have suited you well. But that all changed when the werewolf attacked you,” She gave another “oh well, what can you do?” shrug of her shoulders. 
 “We make our own destiny,” Fletch said, assertively. Almost sounding like his old self. 
 The Maiden’s face broke into a huge smile, “Yes, exactly!” 
 I must have looked as confused as I felt because she beamed at me and said, “And now I send you into a battle, do you see how the threads loop back? Your actions in the past and your choice of companions mean that Fletch must go and fight, he will join an army to put the world right.” 
 “But Bob and me aren’t like that.” I protested. 
 “Bob made the choice to come to you and offer himself as your Familiar, thus completing the first step in making you a Morrighan.” She stated, matter of factly. “You fell in love with a wolf of your own free will, further pushing you onto this path. You changed the past, knowing it would have consequences. You made your own destiny!” 
 “Okay, but I put the past right and then we can go home?” 
 “If you still want to, there is a whole world out there that needs you, wars are being fought every day.” 
 “Yeah, well, if it’s all the same to you, I think I’d prefer to finish school first.” I didn’t mean to sound so grumpy, especially to The Maiden, but seriously, I’ve been seventeen for less than a day and already this year looked to be filled with even more expectation than the last! 
 “We’ll see,” she smiled a little too sweetly. “For now you are Morrighan, not a witch, try to remember that.” Then she clapped her hands together and everything began to swirl. Faster and faster it went so that I felt like I was on a fairground ride. I curled my hand around Fletch’s arm and reached out for Bob with the other. 
 “One more thing… “ I heard The Maiden’s voice as though from far away, “The Morrighan are immortal, but the invulnerability and boosted magic was temporary. Now you wear the mantle you can be killed.” Then her voice faded and everything went black. 
   



 
21. Past mistakes

   
 There was a soft thump and I suddenly found myself sitting on something soft, which was an improvement from the dirt and hard rock of the cave, but I couldn’t see a thing. “You guys still with me?” I asked, even though I could feel both of them beside me. 
 “Present and correct,” Bob said, and his voice sounded like he was making a joke, even though I didn’t get it. 
 “Yes,” Fletch spoke quietly, and I realised that he still wasn’t back to normal yet. 
 “Someone needs to turn the lights on,” I grumbled. “How are we supposed to complete our mission in the pitch black?” 
 “It’s night, mistress. Look up.” Bob said and poked me with his beak. 
 I looked up and saw stars twinkling above me. We were in the shadow of a mountain of some sort and I could now make out moonlight somewhere on the other side. 
 “Fabulous,” I muttered. “Now how do we work out what we have to do?” 
 “Shall I scope out the area?” Bob offered. 
 “That would be great, Bob, thank you.” 
 He rose into the air and instantly vanished into the darkness. 
 I turned and saw the dark outline of Fletch sitting slumped. None of his usual confidence in his bearing at all, he just seemed kind of beaten. 
 I reached out to hold him and he flinched, then slowly raised his eyes. I could see the starlight reflected in them, they looked lost. 
 “Are you going to be okay?” I asked, gently. 
 “I don’t know what’s real,” he admitted. “I know you are you, and you’re here, but I don’t know where here is, and I’m scared I’m just having another dream. I couldn’t tell the difference in that place.” 
 “Oh, Fletch,” I said, my eyes filling up with tears for everything he’d endured. 
 “I can’t sense the pack.” His voice was bleak. 
 “Is that what’s bothering you?” I said, with a slight edge to my voice. 
 “I’m an Alpha, I don’t feel like one anymore. I feel weak, I need their strength.” He closed his eyes as if reaching out for them. 
 “Oh.” I didn’t really understand the extent of his connection to them, but I knew he could draw on their combined energy somehow. “They’re still your pack, Fletch, but I don’t think we are back in our own time right now. But they are waiting for you. When I left Derry was keeping them together, and no real time has passed since then.” I glanced at my watch and saw that maybe two seconds had gone by since I’d last checked it. I guessed that we were now outside time like The Maiden, and reality continued to stand still. 
 “That’s… good.” He said, after considering my words for a moment. He turned and looked at me for a long moment. “Your hair is different.” 
 “It’s the Morrighan thing, I also have wings.” I looked over my shoulder and discovered they were gone. “Oh, well I had them anyway, maybe they only appear when I need them.” 
 Fletch put his hand into my hair. It was a gesture that usually meant he was going to kiss me, but he didn’t, at least not straight away. Instead he seemed to be double checking I was really me. The energy sizzled between us, heightened somehow, and I felt his mind touch mine testing the psychic bond. Then slowly, finally, he drew my head forward and his lips met mine. 
 I could feel his emotions like they were my own. Relief, a sensation of coming home, and hunger. Raw hunger to be as close to me as physically possible. 
 It would have scared me in the past, mainly because it was the kind of extreme emotions that would send my powers haywire, but I felt no fear, I just wanted him back and I wanted him to know I was very much with him in every sense. 
 I returned his kiss with hot passion, matching his need, until he pushed me back into the grass and covered my body with his, twining our legs together. 
 “Mine,” he stated. 
 I laughed, mainly from the sheer joy of hearing the dominant wolf that I loved coming forth finally. Then I rolled him, positioning myself on top and said, “And you’re mine, not hers, only mine!” 
 His eyes flickered, just for a second, and then he rolled us again, pinning me back down. 
 “Yes,” he said simply, before kissing me until we were both breathless. 
 In fact, our breathing became the only sound as I ran my hands all over his bare torso and then shrugged out of my cloak as his hands tugged my t-shirt up and over my head. It felt so good, so right, once we were flesh to flesh. I moved against him, wanting to be even closer and he met my movements with his own. 
 My fingers found the ragged edges of what remained of his shorts and I tore at them until they just fell away. Fletch popped the buttons on my jeans and I struggled out of them, kicking them into the darkness. He gathered me in his arms, and looked so deeply into my eyes that I felt like he was staring at my soul.  
 “Are you sure?” he whispered. 
 I nodded. I’d never been more sure of anything. 
 Fletch kissed me, very gently, and I thought I’d faint from how much I loved him. 
 “Mistress? Mistress! What are you doing? Now’s not the time for courting!” Bob was flapping angrily right above us. 
 “Oh, perfect!” I said, sarcastically, closing my eyes with embarrassment. Though it would have been a million times worse if he’d come back a minute later. 
 Beside me Fletch sank his face into the grass and I felt his body shake with laughter. It started silently, then turned into a full chuckle and then a deep belly laugh. 
 He rolled off me, completely at ease with his nudity, while I shrieked with horror and grabbed my cloak to wrap around me. 
 Fletch looked up at Bob, and grinned. “Remind me again why on earth I was so pleased to see you earlier?” He then gave me a rueful look and all my embarrassment and frustration evaporated at the sight of his smile. It was more than enough just to see Fletch looking normal and happy again. 
 “What did you find, Bob?” I asked, as I scrambled around grabbing my clothes and pulling them hastily back on. 
 There was a purple shimmer behind me and I turned to see that Fletch had morphed into his wolf form so as to be able to understand Bob, and also probably because his only clothing was now just rags. 
 “We’re back at the stone circle, mistress, the one where we spent the Solstice. And there’s a procession on their way up the hill, chanting and carrying fire torches. You’d better hurry, they are nearly there and they have a prisoner. I presume we have to rescue him?” 
 I slapped my hand against my head as it all fell into place. “Now I get it. I changed the past when I went back in time. I rescued Chester from being sacrificed last time, when he was actually supposed to die. I thought she meant I’d changed something magically that wasn’t supposed to be messed with. Oh crumbs, that means we’ve gone back more than two thousand years again!” 
 Fletch raised his eyebrows. “That really happened?” 
 “I told you about it, didn’t you believe me?” 
 “Um…” he tailed off looking sheepish. “It just seemed so bizarre, I think we all thought you’d hit your head and had a Wizard of Oz kind of hallucination. I mean, no time had passed and the only witness was a ghost who wasn’t there anymore.” 
 I rolled my eyes. “Great, so everyone was just humouring me. Good to know.” I started to stamp my way up the hill, with Fletch and Bob following. 
 “I believed the rest of it, and I know it felt real to you.” Fletch looked apologetic. 
 “Yeah, well, it was real; and now we’re back here and have to put it right. Oh no, does that mean I have to let Chester die this time? I don’t know if I can do that! We’d better get up there. Except there is going to be another version of me already there, isn’t it against the laws of time travel to bump into yourself or something?” I stopped walking, suddenly unsure. 
 “I don’t think we should worry about that stuff, I mean, it’s just science fiction, isn’t it? Written by people who don’t actually believe time travel is possible.” Fletch pointed out in a reasonable tone. 
 “I guess, anyway, we’d better hurry.” I started to walk and then stopped again, realising how dumb I was being. I had Fletch back now, I could just teleport us up there. 
 I put my hand on his back and said clearly, “Stone circle.” But nothing happened. I furrowed my brow and looked up at Bob in panic. “I can’t teleport!” 
 Bob flew down to my shoulder. “You’re one of the Morrighan now, perhaps you can’t be a witch at the same time? Your old powers maybe don’t work but you have new powers instead?” 
 I nodded, remembering the huge rush of emotions I’d felt during my last kiss with Fletch and the fact that nothing had magically exploded or caught on fire or anything. “Right, that must be it, except I don’t know how to use Morrighan powers.” 
 “But you do know how to fly! The Morrighan have crow wings, don’t they?” 
 “Yes! Of course. Uh… Wings out.” I instructed. The wings magically materialised and unfurled from my shoulders. I touched them with delight. “Very handy.” 
 I was about to take off, when I realised I couldn’t take Fletch with me if I was flying. He saw my concern and shook his head at me. “I’m a wolf. I can run faster than you can probably fly.” 
 “Okay, so we go up there and do what? Stop me from stopping the sacrifice? But that would mean Chester would go back to being a ghost, doomed to haunt the circle for two millennia.” 
 “You’re going to have to toughen up a bit, mistress,” Bob chided me. “The Morrighan deal in death and war. People will die.” 
 “I… I don’t want to.” I said, in a low voice. 
 Both my Familiars leaned into me, offering comfort as they felt my emotions overwhelm me.  
 “There must be another way,” I said, miserably. 
 “You are supposed to put right what you changed, mistress,” Bob’s voice was gentler than normal, “And the coven can help Chester to find peace in the future.” 
 “They haven’t had much luck with Anwen’s ghost yet,” I pointed out. 
 The coven had gone back to the stone circle since the Solstice to try to help a mean old ghost who’d actually tried to kill me, but she’d been sulking and wouldn’t speak to them. 
 “But she doesn’t want to move on, Chester would be willing wouldn’t he?” 
 “Emily,” Fletch interrupted urgently, “I can feel the moon, it’s going to be full in moments.” 
 I sighed, “Okay, let’s do this.” I spread my wings and then inspiration struck me. “No, wait! Chester was still killed on the stone altar, so according to the bad guys nothing changed, the only difference was that the original Chester got away and went home when he wasn’t supposed to and maybe that changed the battle that followed?” I furrowed my brow trying to remember what Chester had told me. “His father swore revenge and wiped out the whole of the Maredudd tribe. But if he knew his son wasn’t actually dead, would he have been so ruthless?” 
 Bob cocked his head. “So you are willing to let every one of them die, but not the person who was supposed to?” 
 “But…” I knew my logic didn’t hold, yet it made sense in my mind. “They were
supposed to die, and Chester… Well, he was nice. He wanted to save me before himself.” I said, lamely. 
 “It’s fine, Emily,” Fletch nuzzled my hand. “We get it, bad guys die, good guy gets saved. But we’re not going to get home unless we put this right.” 
 “So…” I said, thinking quickly, “we need to stop Chester from going back to his people before the battle. Then everyone would still think he was dead and it would happen like it was meant to?” 
 “Except he’d be alive.” Bob pointed out. 
 I bit my lip. “It might be enough?” 
 “I think if it feels right to you then that’s what we should do. I’m sure these Morrighan Goddesses must have to make some judgement calls along the way. But time’s up, so we need a plan.” Fletch said, looking toward the moon. 
 “Okay. The real Chester had already escaped by the time the moon hit her zenith, he ran down the far side of the mountain, going….” I looked around, trying desperately to get my bearings. “Coming right towards us!” I said, finally working it out. “He’s heading this way right about now.” 
 We all squinted toward the top of the hill. Bob and Fletch had much better eyesight than me and they spotted him almost immediately.  
 “Over that way.” Fletch bounded off, and I could now see him cutting off the man running downhill slightly to our left and forcing him in my direction. 
 The man saw me and his eyes widened in shock and perhaps recognition. But he looked terrified and tried to cut in the other direction before Fletch snapped at his heels forcing him again back to me. 
 I tried to look Goddess like as I called out, “Chester, I’m here to help you.” 
 He faltered and then slowed to a cautious walk toward me. 
 “Who are you?” he said. 
 “That’s weird,” I said quietly to Bob on my shoulder, “He shouldn’t be speaking English as we know it.” 
 “I expect he’s not,” Bob replied. “The Morrighan work through time and all over the place, I imagine they can speak every language, but perhaps your new power simply translates everything you hear and say? So to you it sounds like English as you know it regardless of where you are?” 
 “Makes sense,” I concurred. Then I stood tall and raised my voice as I said dramatically, “I am Morrighan, Goddess of War and I come to aid thee.” 
 Chester clearly believed in old deities because he instantly went down on his knees and bowed his head respectfully. 
 “I could get used to that.” I muttered to Bob. 
 Fletch came to my side and sat down and I could see Chester taking in my wolf, my crow and my wings. He still looked totally petrified though, and I didn’t want him to. 
 I went over and held out my hand to pull him up, he took it nervously and then stood. 
 “Okay, listen,” I said, “enough with the formalities. I helped arrange things so that you didn’t die tonight as you were destined to do. However, to keep things going the way they were supposed to, we have to hide you somewhere for now. Your tribe still have to believe you’re dead. Do you understand?” 
 “Yes,” Chester said, looking upset by the idea, but clearly trusting that I knew best. I just hoped I wasn’t making a total muck-up of things like usual and that this actually was the right course of action. 
 “Do you know of somewhere we can put you until this is all over?” I asked him. 
 “There’s a place near my village, where we stable the horses during the winter. There is clean water in the stream beside it and hay is stored inside on a raised level. It would likely be safe to hide up there for a few days?” 
 “Good, sounds like a plan.” 
 “Are we just going to hide out too?” Fletch asked, clearly not liking that idea. 
 But I’d already thought about that. “No, the rest of us,” I looked from Fletch to Bob, “we go to war!” 
   



 
22. Dragon blood

   
 The journey to Chester’s village was several miles. It would have been quicker if I’d flown but that wasn’t really possible with Chester in tow. So we walked. Chester was clearly used to it and forged forward without appearing to get tired. The weird thing was that I didn’t flag either. I guess it must have been another Morrighan ability, because whenever my dad forced me to go for a country walk I was normally begging to go home within a mile. So, we trekked up hill and downhill and around a boggy patch and then through a valley pass between two mountains. 
 Fletch was wide eyed taking it all in. I didn’t know The Black Mountains of Wales at all and was completely lost, but Fletch and his pack roamed this whole area every full moon and he was familiar with it. Except that we were in the same place but two and a half thousand years earlier. 
 “Does it look much different?” I asked him. 
 “Yes and no,” he said. “I know exactly where we are, but all the small details are wrong.” 
 “Any idea where we’re going?” I said. 
 “Toward Chesters, I mean, Brian’s farmhouse, my headquarters.” Fletch gave a doggy grin. “But I don’t expect it will be there, not for a few years anyway.” 
 “Right,” I nodded, “Because his house was built on the site of the battle, isn’t that what he said?” 
 “Yes, I think so.” Fletch agreed. 
 We came out of a pass between two hills and Fletch looked around. “Here,” he whispered. “This is where Headquarters should be.” We were in a valley but it was just an empty space. Hills rose on all sides around us, and in the middle was a flat open bit of ground. 
 Fletch raised his nose to the air and said, “There’s a camp of some sort ahead, halfway up the next slope.” 
 Chester stopped suddenly in front of us. “I think there’s a camp up ahead. It’s between us and my home settlement.” 
 I glanced at Fletch, thinking how odd it was that he’d just repeated Fletch’s words. 
 “He’s human, Em. I don’t think he can hear me or Bob. We’re just your pets as far as he’s concerned.” 
 I gave a nod of acknowledgement. That made sense. I looked at Bob to see what he thought, but he’d gone to sleep. He sat on my shoulder, gently swaying with the movement of me walking, and with his talons gripping my shoulder, but his eyes were closed and his head lolled a little. It made me smile. 
 “Fletch, can you go and scope out the camp? See if they might be friends or foes?” 
 “Yes mistress,” he said in a cheeky voice, copying Bob’s deference to my orders. 
 “Thanks,” I put a hand on his back and said seriously, “I’m really glad you’re feeling better.” 
 His expression became more sober. “It’s odd, but I’m starting to forget what happened. It’s like the dream is drifting away or something now that I’m awake again.” 
 “So it doesn’t feel like you spent years being tortured anymore?” I asked with concern. 
 “No,” he shook his head, “time seems back to normal and I can feel now that it wasn’t all that long. But I do want to say thank you for coming for me. It seems like you’re always rescuing me, when surely I should be the one rescuing you. I’m supposed to be the strong Alpha.” 
 “You can be the strong Alpha in front of your pack, but to me you’re just a little puppy,” I teased him. He growled at me, but it was playful. 
 “But you took a real risk, I don’t want you putting yourself in danger like that.” 
 “I wasn’t going to leave you there, especially with her.” I pulled a face. 
 He chuckled. “Did you kick her arse?” 
 “You bet I did.” I smiled at the memory of the fire balls I’d used against Abraxa. 
 “Good! I want you to tell me all about it later. However, I’d better get to that camp and show you I’m worth it.” He gave a wolfy grin and began to run toward the mountain in front of us. 
 I let my mind connect with his and felt reassured to sense him. 
 “Always,” I whispered. 
 “Unfortunately.” Bob grumbled in reply without opening his eyes. 
 I glanced at his apparently sleeping form still on my shoulder and gave him a gentle poke in affectionate reprimand. Then turned to Chester. 
 He was staring at me as if I’d grown two heads. “What?” I asked. 
 “You can understand them? They speak to you?” he said in awed tones. 
 “Oh, yes I can and they do.” I said, realising how much I now took all that for granted. I was so used to communicating with animals that it wasn’t even something I thought about anymore. I briefly wondered whether to explain that Fletch wasn’t actually a real wolf but was in fact a human that could shift, but then decided that Chester didn’t need to know that. 
 “I know all this is scary for you, what with me appearing in the stone circle and causing havoc and then suddenly re-appearing ahead of you down the hill.” 
 “I was more scared of dying on the altar,” he gave a shiver. “I thought I saw myself, thought I’d gone mad with fear or something.” 
 “No, it was you. Another you from the future.” 
 His eyes widened again, “So, one day I will go back and rescue myself?” 
 “Urm, no, you won’t now. Because we changed the time line by doing it.” 
 He appeared to think that over for a minute. “The other me said that I must wipe out the Maredudd tribe entirely. That will not be easy. We usually spare a few to carry back the message of our strength and fortitude.” 
 “No, it has to be all of them. Oh crumbs, that means wives and children too, I guess!” I swallowed as that concept hit me. 
 But Chester shook his head, “Women and children are not counted, only the men matter, the others will simply be absorbed into another tribe.” 
 “Well, that’s totally sexist,” I said indignantly, “then again, I suppose it’s a good thing in this case. Anyway, I guess that’s up to your father. He’s got to think you are dead and do exactly as he would have done the first time.” I was beginning to confuse myself with the whole time travel thing and so I stopped trying. It was finally dawning on me that the entire event could have gone back to normal if I’d just let Chester die. 
 “You saved my life, you know,” I told Chester. “The you from the future jumped in front of a magic spell that was supposed to kill me.” 
 “So that’s why you’re helping me?” 
 “It’s why I did help you, but there were consequences.” 
 “I understand,” he nodded, then asked, “are we friends? In the future I mean.” 
 I gave him a sad smile, “No, I don’t think you’ll ever see me again after tonight, assuming we put things right and I can go back to my own time. But I may have messed things up too much already, so who knows, I could be stuck here indefinitely!” 
 “You will be welcomed by my people. There are not many who could say they have a genuine Goddess on their side.” 
 I blushed a bit at that, because I felt like anything but a Goddess. Couldn’t he see that I was only seventeen? I mean, I’m hardly awe inspiring in real life. 
 “My powers have limits,” I said, looking awkward. 
 Chester opened his mouth to reply but stopped as Fletch returned. 
 “Any idea who they are?” I couldn’t help myself from reaching out to touch his head, just out of the pleasure of seeing him. 
 Fletch tilted his head at Chester, “They’re his kin, same smell.” 
 “You’re sure?” 
 He gave a confident dip of his nose. 
 “They’re from your tribe. They must already be on their way to do battle, which will happen… well, right here, actually.” I told Chester, and swept my arm to indicate the valley we were standing in. 
 “That’s good, at least they won’t attack if they see me.” 
 “They mustn’t see you,” I insisted, “otherwise my plan won’t work.” 
 “I can avoid the camp, I’ll go through the pass there,” he pointed, “and loop back around on the far side. That will bring me close to my home and I’ll make straight for the stable.” 
 “What about food and drink?” I wondered out loud. 
 “There is the stream and an apple tree, it will have to do.” 
 I reached out to shake Chester’s hand. “When the battle is over it will be safe to show yourself.” 
 “Where will you go for the night?” he asked. 
 “We’re going to go and introduce ourselves to your father. I need to be there to make sure everything happens as it’s meant to.” 
 Chester looked concerned, “Without me there, they will fear you, they will run or fight.” 
 “Even if I do this?” I spread out my great crow wings like a black angel about to fly off. 
 “I have a better idea.” He tugged a ring from his finger and pressed it into my hand. “Tell my father I gave you this as a token with these words: The Dragon is the only foe that cannot be beaten.” 
 I frowned trying to find meaning in his words. “Is that something to do with the dragon being the symbol of Wales?” 
 He looked confused. “It’s our family motto, it means that nothing exists that we can’t win against if we have the right strategy. Because dragons don’t really exist,” he paused and looked at me with fresh wonder, “or do they? I thought you were a myth until tonight.” 
 I hid my smile and said as seriously as I could, “As far as I’m aware, dragons are not real.” 
 Fletch nudged my leg to let me know that time was getting on. I had no idea what the actual time was because my watch still said it was quarter past eleven, but if my memory served me correctly then the actual full moon in this time had been at about half past eight, which meant it was now around ten pm.  
 “Right, we’d better get moving or the camp will all be asleep. Good luck, Chester.” 
 He bowed his head to me and then jogged off, disappearing into the dark. 
 “Okay, Morri-gang, are you ready to make nice with the natives?” I joked. Then I took off into the air and flew to meet the tribes people I was supposed to inspire to carry out a massacre. 
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 I alighted much more gracefully this time, landing in the grass just outside the camp and hidden from the light of their fire. Bob, who’d been flying beside me, came down to my shoulder, and Fletch, who’d been running beneath us, took his place at my side. Then, with my head held proud, I took a deep breath and entered the camp. 
 I’d been merrily going along with the adventure until now, fuelled by bravado and a desire to simply get it over with, but it was all starting to feel a bit real suddenly and I wished more than anything that I was in my own bed with nothing more to worry about than failing a test at school. 
 There were men seated around the fire, lots of men. I tried to remind myself that I was powerful and no one would mess with me, but I didn’t feel it. I felt like a teenager playing at make believe. Why would these hardened older men take me remotely seriously? I reminded myself that the other Chester had once told me that a girl of my age would already be married with children, but then my mind also reminded me that the real Chester had just said that women counted for nothing in his time. 
 Fletch felt my anxiety and made a good show of baring his teeth menacingly, which did actually help a bit. At least they would think twice about attacking me with him as my guard. 
 A few rose to their feet, holding what looked like short spears as I entered and I stopped and looked around. It was easy to see who was Chief, he was the only one on a chair while everyone else made do with logs or simply sitting on the ground. His chair looked like it was carved from a tree trunk and was draped with furs. 
 “I seek Owen Wyn,” I said, staring straight at him. 
 He rose slowly and cautiously, his eyes narrowing as he looked me over, then he made a gesture with his hand and the men all lowered their spears at once. 
 “You come as envoy from the Maredudd’s?” he asked in a harsh voice, “There will be no peace until they return my son.” 
 “No, I come as an envoy from Chester himself. He gave me this token and these words so that you would know I spoke the truth. The Dragon is the only foe that cannot be beaten.” 
 I held the ring out to Owen Wyn and he took it, turning it over in his roughened hands. 
 “He is safe?” 
 I felt tears well up in my eyes at the pain I was about to inflict on Owen Wyn, and I really really didn’t want to say it. 
 “No. He was sacrificed tonight on the altar in the stone circle so the Maredudd tribe could harness the energy of the Solstice full moon.” 
 Owen Wyn stared at me for a long second, as though trying to read my mind and I was briefly reminded of Brian. I tried to project the memory of Chester’s murder just in case the psychic power was a hereditary thing. 
 I can’t really lie, my face twitches when I do, but I didn’t feel like this really counted as a lie because the Maredudd’s did sacrifice Chester, but they got the wrong version of him. I also tried to remind myself that it was okay because Owen Wyn was going to get a wonderful surprise when he eventually discovered his son was actually still alive. But that didn’t make it any easier to say. 
 Owen Wyn’s fist closed tightly around the ring and his eyes squeezed shut for a moment, but that was all the sign he gave of his grief. 
 “Then the battle is already lost,” he said, “they have magic on their side that we can not match.” 
 “Actually they don’t, I took the power they created.” This was quite true, even though I hadn’t thought about it until that instant. But I’d tapped into the massive energy surge when I’d last been here and used it to get me back to my own time. “And you have me on your side, you will be victorious.” 
 He gave me a suspicious glance. “Who are you? One of the Fay folk?” 
 “I am Morrighan, Goddess of War.” I said, trying to sound regal, “And I come to lend you my aid.” 
 “She’s just a girl,” a man growled from close behind me. 
 I acted on instinct and fear, I spun and hurled my hand at his chest, and was as surprised as he was when one of the black fire balls shot out and blasted him off his feet. 
 For a horrible moment I thought I’d killed him, but then he clutched at his chest and looked suitable scared as he stared at me. 
 I tried to hide the fact that I was shaking. I was pretty sure I could have knocked him stone cold dead if I’d actually intended to. 
 “Nice one,” Bob muttered in my ear, even though Fletch was looking at me with worry in his eyes. 
 I turned nervously back to Owen Wyn but he was totally disinterested in what had just happened. Instead he was looking at the ring again and hot fury blazed in his eyes. But his voice was cold and even as he said, “You will help us take vengeance?” 
 “Yes, they must all die, every last one.” I swept my eyes around the group, daring anyone else to question me, but none did. 
 “We attack at first light. Garrick, take your men and scout out where the Maredudd’s are now. Jones, you set up a perimeter guard and keep watch in shifts. The rest of you, get some sleep.” There was some movement and several men disappeared, and most of the others put down their drinks and began to pull up bundles which they used as pillows. It seemed that they were going to sleep right there on the ground surrounding the fire. 
 Owen Wyn rose from his chair and came to stand in front of me. “We can not offer you much, Morrighan, but my tent is yours. I will sleep out here with the men, no one will bother you.” 
 I was about to say I was fine, when I decided that I would much rather sleep in a tent than on the damp grass, so I inclined my head to show my thanks and acceptance. 
 I followed him to his tent expecting something really primitive, but was pleasantly surprised. I’d expected bent sticks like recruits on survival training might cobble together, but it was actually rather well made. Cloth had been stitched to cover all sides and it hung around a square frame of wood. Inside was a bed of piled hay and more cloth and it looked soft and inviting. A small table held a jug of water and a cup and there was a plate of bread and cheese. There was even a candle burning. So much for thinking they were total Neanderthals, clearly I needed to brush up on my history a bit if I was to do any more time-travelling as one of The Morrighan. 
 Bob didn’t come in. Instead he flew up on top of the tent and perched himself there. “I’ll keep watch for you mistress,” he said, then promptly closed his eyes and went back to sleep. 
 “I should stand guard too,” Fletch said, taking up a position outside the door. 
 “No, you won’t,” I told him. “You and me need to talk. I trust Owen Wyn, and Bob is more on the ball than he looks right now.” I cast an amused glance at my snoring Familiar and then gestured Fletch to go inside. 
 He sat on his hindquarters and watched me as I concentrated until I’d made my wings disappear so that I could sleep in reasonable comfort. After I’d finally managed that I sat on the bed and bounced a couple of times checking it. I was strangely reluctant to meet his eye. I knew I had to tell him everything that had happened while he was missing, but I could also sense that he was concerned about how I was acting, and I didn’t want a lecture. 
 Picking up on my mood Fletch took the initiative. “You’re different,” he said. 
 “Different how?” 
 “I don’t know, you seem… older.” 
 “I am older,” I smiled, “It’s still officially my birthday today.” 
 “That’s not what I meant. You said no time had really passed since I went into Hell, but you’re taking decisions in a way you never did before. You used to run everything past me, and get nervous about speaking your mind in front of strangers, but you’ve just walked into a camp of fifty men and calmly announced they have to kill a bunch of other men, and you’re acting like it’s no big deal.” 
 “I was nervous as anything on the inside,” I said, looking at my hands that were still a bit shaky.  
 “I know, but not as much as you should be if you were the same old you. Hey, I’m not judging,” he said, as I put my head into my hands. “It’s okay, Emily. I’m just making an observation. I think it must be part of the mantle of The Morrighan. I was the same when I became the pack Alpha. I take decisions all the time now, and I don’t ask you what you think because they are ultimately my responsibility. Being The Morrighan is your responsibility right now and so you’re doing it. I’m still your boyfriend in real life, but here and now I’m just your side-kick.” 
 “And you don’t like that?” I asked, wondering what he was driving at. 
 “I don’t mind it at all, I’m sure I treat you the same when it comes to pack matters, I just wanted to check that you were dealing with it okay, it seems a big burden to bear and you’re being weirdly mature.” 

“Weirdly mature?” I laughed. “Are you saying that I’m normally a mess?” 
 “Your words,” he teased. 
 “No, you’re right, I feel different. I have done since I went through the veil. Don’t let me lose myself, okay?” 
 “You won’t, this is temporary, right?” 
 “I darn well hope so,” I said with feeling, then voiced my biggest fear, “do you think I made a mistake letting Chester live? If we had just let the Maredudds kill him then everything would have gone back to normal by now.” 
 He tilted his head thinking about it. “I don’t honestly know, but my gut tells me that if it was what you felt like doing then it was probably the right thing. And, don’t forget that if Chester died then Brian wouldn’t have ever existed. He’s his descendant, isn’t he?” 
 “That’s right,” I snapped my fingers. “So, I was always going to save him or we’d have never known Brian before any of this happened.” 
 “But that means it was all pre-destined and I don’t believe in destiny.” Fletch pointed out. 
 I groaned and flopped back onto the bed of hay. “I hate time travel! It makes no sense to me.” 
 “It does make sense. If we assume the future we know is the right one, then yes, you were always going to save Chester. Which also means you are going to put things right this time as well, so just go with it.” 
 I sat up and rubbed his furry ears. “Thanks, Fletch. It helps to know you think that way.” 
 He climbed onto the hay beside me. “Now tell me what’s happened since Abraxa forced me away from you.” 
 So I did. I told him all about Derry and Valiant coming for me and how we discovered Kate on the doorstep. I told him about Brian finding my trigger and getting Bob back on his feet. Fletch tensed with frustration as I told him about the pack descending into chaos and Derry struggling to maintain order, and about Iris and Martin and Peter. Finishing finally with my fight with Abraxa. 
 “Then this bloke in a suit said she had to spend a thousand years in the lower pit and he gave her Hywel in your place.” 
 “A bloke in a suit?” Fletch laughed. “Oh, Emily, you have had an adventure, haven’t you.” 
 “Yeah, well it’s not over yet, unfortunately.” 
 “No, it’s not, but I’m glad to know that Hywel isn’t in the middle of taking over my pack as we speak, that’s really good news.” Fletch nuzzled me gratefully and I pushed his wet nose away from my neck. 
 “Um, how about you turn back into a human now?” I suggested. 
 “Do you think that’s wise? What if anyone comes in here? I can protect you much better as a wolf.” 
 “Owen Wyn said we wouldn’t be disturbed, which means we’re alone… all night.” I looked at him from beneath lowered lids. 
 Two seconds later Fletch was back in human form and wrapping his strong arms around me. And then, just in case we cast any shadows on the sides of the tent, I reached over and snuffed out the candle. 
   



 
24. Witchcraft and Warcraft

   
 Bob woke me in the morning by jumping up and down on the bare flesh of my shoulder, which really hurt as his feet are scratchy. I didn’t want to open my eyes, especially as it felt like I’d only just fallen asleep. 
 “Go away, Bob, it’s too early,” I muttered. 
 “It’s first light, mistress, the whole camp is rising.” 
 I was about to stretch when I suddenly became aware of Fletch at my back, and his very naked body curled around mine. 
 I froze, unsure how to act or feel, and ridiculously aware of the fact that I hadn’t brushed my teeth. Do Goddesses need to floss? 
 Fletch stirred as my emotions spiked and he probably sensed them even while he slept, and his hand tightened possessively around my stomach, thankfully hidden by the thin blanket that covered us. 
 “Relax,” he said sleepily, and planted a kiss into my hair. 
 “I can’t,” I said, even though I did a little. “I just don’t believe we…” I trailed off, suddenly aware of Bob staring at me with a disapproving expression. “Bob, would you mind going outside to keep watch? Make sure no one comes in, at least until I’m dressed?” 
 Bob rolled his eyes at me, but he went. 
 “Emily, it’s okay. I mean, we’re kind of married, remember? You’re my wolf’s mate and will be for the rest of my life.” Fletch pulled me even closer and I sighed, letting go of my tension. 
 “I know, it’s just that we always seem to be in the wrong time and place for this kind of thing. It’s never the romantic scenario I pictured.” 
 Fletch sat up and yawned, before giving me a lazy smile and running a hand through his mussed hair. I melted at the sight of him. 
 “I think it was the perfect time and place,” he said, “and very romantic.” 
 I gazed around the tent and saw what he meant, “Yes, I guess it was, and on the Solstice too.” 
 “Not to mention the added bonus of you not having your natural magic so we didn’t cause a tsunami or blow up my house.” Fletch teased. 
 “And no werewolves with supernatural hearing in the next room,” I added. 
 “And there was candlelight and a full moon, and the added element of danger ahead.” 
 “Right. Eat, drink and be merry, for tomorrow we may die?” I quoted. 
 “Exactly. Of course, lying on a bed filled with flees probably wasn’t all I’d hoped for…” he laughed as I squealed and looked down at the bedding in horror. 
 Fletch slung a leg over mine pinning me in place and then he kissed me, letting me know that nothing mattered except that we were together. 
 Bob gave a loud cough from outside, clearly a reminder that he was listening and didn’t think much of the kissing. 
 “Alright, already!” I called back, sliding reluctantly out of Fletch’s arms and looking for my clothes. 
 Fletch watched me with a very satisfied look on his face, and I found myself blushing and bumbling about like an idiot, nearly putting my t-shirt on inside-out. 
 “Not very goddess-like,” I commented as my foot got stuck in my jeans and I hopped around. 
 “It’s nice to see you more like your old self, but then again you always were a goddess as far as I was concerned.” 
 I leaned down and gave him a quick peck on the lips for saying the perfect thing. “Much as I hate to tear my eyes off those rather impressive abs, you should probably go wolf again now.” 
 “As you wish,” he said, in a Princess Bride voice, and shimmered into his wolf form. 
 “Does that mean you two have stopped bein’ lovey-dovey, because I think having to listen to it for eternity is going to make me permanently nauseous.” Bob said, rudely, from outside. 
 Fletch and I exchanged an amused look, which quickly turned heated, before I realised that it was a bit weird when he was in wolf form and pulled a disgusted face. It was one thing to lust after Fletch the boy, but it didn’t feel the same at all when he was a wolf, even if his eyes were still his. 
 “Hey, Bob has a point though,” I said as his words hit me, “we haven’t talked about the fact that we’re all three of us immortal now. Which means that you aren’t going to outlive me by several hundred years after all.” 
 “Is that not contingent on you becoming The Morrighan?” he asked. 
 “No,” I shook my head, “I think The Maiden said we were now immortal so that we could become Morrighan and her companions when we were ready. I’m guessing that means we can take as long as we like?” 
 “Perhaps,” he said, thoughtfully. “But you don’t want to do it, do you?” 
 “Heck no, I just want to get through this and get back to our normal lives.” 
 “Good,” Fletch nodded in agreement. 
 “And even though I know time is standing still in the future, I’m still worrying about Kate. She needs us.” My gut clenched just thinking about her. “Come on, let’s kick some arse and get home as soon as we can.” 
 “At last,” Bob said, as we emerged from the tent. “But exactly how do we know when our mission is done, mistress? How do we get back home?” 
 “Urm, dunno.” I said, chewing my lip. I’d kind of been wondering that myself. “One thing at a time I guess.” 
 Then with Bob on my shoulder and Fletch at my side I went toward the circle of men gathered around their Chief, who was clearly giving some kind of St Crispin’s Day speech. 
 “The Maredudd’s are prepared for this war,” Owen Wyn was saying, “and they have had far more time than us to make ready. They knew what the outcome would be if they took my son, but they did not count on how determined we are and how hard we shall smite them for this atrocity. It is not our numbers but our will that shall prevail against them. Their tribe is larger but you are better trained, you are better armed, and…” he threw an arm out toward me, “we are assured of victory! We have The Morrighan on our side and she will not rest until the ground runs red with the blood of our enemies!” 
 My eyes widened with horror, but there was no chance for me to say a word against his claims as they were all loudly cheering and waving spears and swords in the air. 
 A horn suddenly sounded far away and everyone became still and silent. All eyes turned to look across the valley. An army at least twice the size of ours stood on the far side. 
 Owen Wyn gave a resounding battle cry and began to run down the hill into the valley with his men hard on his heels. On the opposite hill the same thing happened, and it was obvious that the two armies would meet in the centre of the valley, exactly where they were supposed to. 
 “So, any idea what we do?” I asked Bob and Fletch. 
 “Join them?” Bob suggested. “Isn’t that the point, to make sure the Maredudd’s are resoundingly beaten?” 
 “I know, but… I don’t want to actually hurt anyone.” 
 “Then we try and do it without,” Fletch said, reasonably. “After all, physically killing them isn’t your responsibility, it’s only to make sure it does happen as it was meant to.” 
 “Fine, I could fly over the scene and maybe guide as needed. I also know how to heal people who are wounded, so I just need to make sure I only help the right side.” 
 “Patrol the battlefield, as that giant crow told us.” Bob agreed. 
 “Giant crow? You saw The Maiden as a giant crow?” I couldn’t believe he hadn’t mentioned it before. It also made me question again if she truly had been the one and only divine being. It just didn’t sit right somehow. 
 “What else would I see?” Bob looked quizzical and I shrugged. 
 “So, we patrol the battlefield,” Fletch said, bringing us back to the issue. “We’ll work as a team. I have to go on all fours anyway, so I’ll seek out the injured and sniff out which tribe they are, then you can heal the ones from Chester’s side?” 
 “Okay, but I don’t like the thought of you being in the middle of it.” I curled my fingers into his fur just to feel the warm buzz I got off touching him. 
 “Especially as you could easily be killed,” Bob pointed out. 
 “We’re immortal now, remember?” Fletch furrowed his long brow. 
 “Immortal but not invulnerable,” Bob’s tone was calm, though I felt anything but as I realised what he meant. 
 “He’s right.” I tightened my grip on Fletch, “The last thing The Maiden said to us was to remember that we can be killed now.” 
 Fletch sat down with a bump. “Oh, that’s a bit of a game changer. I’d kind of got used to the fact we couldn’t be harmed and I didn’t have to worry about you in that sense. I don’t want you taking risks with your life, Emily.” 
 “Ditto, but The Maiden said the invulnerability was only temporary, to ensure we survived to one day become one of the Morrighan.” 
 “So what happens when you take off ‘the mantle’? Do we go back to how we were?” 
 I spread my hands. “No idea, but it would have been jolly useful to have that ability when dealing with these life and death situations, whose stupid idea was it to make us invulnerable when we were ordinary but killable when we’re supposed to be in the middle of a war? I bet this is more of that natural balance stuff.” I grumbled away, but Bob was nodding sagely as though he understood it. 
 “What are you thinking, oh wise one?” I asked Bob as he continued to look thoughtful. 
 “I’m thinking we need to be wary of arrows when we’re flying,” he replied. “Now, are we helping or not because they are just about to meet.” He flapped up into the air and circled me impatiently. 
 “Who knew Bob would be so eager for a fight?” I asked Fletch. 
 “Nature is red in tooth and claw, mistress, that’s just how it is.” Bob replied. 
 “Fine, but let’s keep our teeth and claws blood free, okay?” I willed my wings to appear and they did. 
 “I can’t use my teeth at all actually,” Fletch said, looking frustrated. “If I inflict a bite on someone who is dying and then they survive, it could mean a whole lot of new werewolves changing history even more!” 
 “Please be careful,” I told Fletch, putting my arms around his neck for a final hug before I rose up and joined Bob in the sky. 
 “And you,” Fletch gave a me a meaningful look, then took off at full speed to where the two armies had converged with a roar of sound. 
 It became rather a blur after that. Things happened too fast to keep track of everything. The wounded and dying were everywhere and the only thing I could really do was try to follow Fletch as he ducked and weaved right in the thick of it. Bob took a different angle, he concentrated on driving the enemy back into danger. He flew low and got into people’s faces to confuse and disorientate them. 
 “Mistress,” he called out, when he noticed one of our side was in trouble and he couldn’t get close enough. 
 I experimentally tried throwing a gentle fire ball and then punched the air in triumph as it hit a man in the back but did nothing more than knock him flat on his face just before he swung his sword at a man who was down and defenceless. 
 “He’s one of ours and he’s badly hurt,” Fletch shouted, honing in on the man I’d just saved. 
 I swooped, grabbed up the hurt man by the scruff of his neck and dragged him to the side. I hadn’t realised I’d be so strong, but it was actually quite easy to lift him clear and get him to safety. I came down beside him and pulled him into my lap. He looked terrified, in fact he looked way more scared of me than he had when he’d been about to be chopped in half with a sword. 
 “I’m just going to heal you,” I told him. 
 “I thought you collected our souls?” he said, his voice barely a whisper. 
 “No, of course not!” But I didn’t really know, maybe The Morrighan did do that? There really ought to be a manual at least, maybe a training course. But then again, this was a one-time gig as far as I was concerned, so I just had to use my instincts. 
 I placed my hands gingerly on the man’s chest and willed my new abilities to heal him. Just as before, black tendrils snaked out of my fingertips and around the man. He went rigid with fear, but then slowly relaxed as he felt the magic working. Within a few moments the tendrils faded away and he was back on his feet. 
 “Thank you,” he said, cautiously. 
 I gave a nod and he went back into the fight without another word. 
 I repeated that pattern for what felt like hours. Bob kept shouting at me, I kept chucking gentle fire balls that only stunned the Maredudd’s and then Fletch would find me someone wounded to heal. In this way we were definitely helping a lot, and the numbers quickly evened out between the two tribes. 
 It was hard to stop myself from seeing the bloodshed and I felt sick at the sights and smells of a real battle, but I mainly concentrated all my energies on healing people, and by focussing on that I was able to feel like I was doing something good instead of doing something awful by being a part of it. 
 We didn’t get through it unscathed though. I took a blow to the arm from a man wielding two stout sticks like a kung fu master. He whirled them and brought one down on me as I tried to get past him. There was a sickening thump and I thought he’d broken my arm. But it was strong enough to rise and hit him with a black fireball potent enough to throw him a good hundred feet out of my way. I was getting better at judging the strength of each fireball and making it as weak or as powerful as I wanted. I also got scratched by a knife and was pretty upset when it didn’t heal and I saw blood pouring out of my shoulder. k.1.2  
 Bob too, took a hit. There were arrows, just as he’d predicted, and one caught him, ripping through his wing and taking a bunch of feathers with it. 
 Only Fletch was unhurt, and that was mainly thanks to Bob. Each time one of the Maredudd’s tried to take out Fletch, Bob would appear, pecking at the man’s face and arms and even eyes, to give Fletch time to either knock him down or get out of the way. 
 “Thanks buddy,” Fletch called, when Bob had saved him yet again. 
 Bob looked pleased, but then he was clearly enjoying it all far too much to let small rivalries matter anymore.  
 The sun was high in the sky by the time it became obvious that the tribe of Owen Wyn were the only men still standing. 
 Owen Wyn was ruthless about showing no mercy, presumably because he was still maddened with grief, but he prowled through the valley with an axe in his hands and chopped the heads off any Maredudd’s he found still alive even if they were bleeding out anyway. 
 I followed at a considerable distance, keeping my eyes averted from the dead bodies all around and letting Fletch lead me to those that needed saving. I could cope with it as long as I knew I was healing rather than hurting. 
 And then it was over. The silence seemed deafening as everyone took stock of what had happened. Skins of water were being passed around, and most of the men had slumped to the ground to have a drink and to rest. 
 “They’re all dead,” I said to Bob in an exhausted voice. “So why are we still here?” 
 “Chester isn’t dead,” he commented, clearly unwilling to meet my eye. 
 “That can’t be it, I just know he’s supposed to survive.” 
 “How can you be so sure?” Bob looked at me now and he was quite serious. 
 “Because he’s the last of his line. Without Chester there is no Brian, and without Brian I don’t think Fletch and I would be together now.” 
 “Not such a bad thing,” Bob commented. 
 “Hey. I thought you and Fletch were on the same team now?” 
 “Yeah, we are, I guess he’s okay, for a wolf.” Bob said, grudgingly, making me grin and ruffle his feathers affectionately.  
 Fletch was lying on the grass, panting, but he raised his head and said, “And you, Bob, are fierce in battle, I’m glad you’re not my enemy.” 
 I gestured at the carnage in front of us. “So what are we missing?” 
 Bob’s sharp eyes scanned the valley, and he let out a squawk. “Over there, mistress. One got away.” 
 We scrambled to our feet. “Owen!” I hollered, pointing toward the man who had been carefully crawling up the hill hidden by some bushes. 
 Owen Wyn was by my side in an instant, shading his eyes to see what I was pointing at. 
 “He’s too far away. It doesn’t matter. Let him carry the message of what happened here today, he can let everyone know that we have you to aid us if they were to think of trying again.” 
 “No,” I said forcefully. “I can not return your son to you alive unless you get them all! Every single one has to be dead.” 
 I felt him stagger beside me. “You can do that?” He said gripping my arm, as though he couldn’t believe it. 
 “Yes! But only if you stop that man.” 
 He whirled away and started shouting, the men around us got to their feet, but they were exhausted and moved much too slowly. 
 “Come on,” I said to Bob and Fletch, “we need to make sure he doesn’t get away.” 
 Bob and I shot up into the air, our black wings spread out, and Fletch ran beneath us. The shouting had got the attention of the fugitive though and he was now up on his feet and running as well. 
 “Fletch, get in front of him, cut him off.” I yelled. 
 Fletch put on a burst of speed, reaching the man and overtaking him before turning and snarling with his teeth bared. 
 The man stopped in his tracks, then he raised a short spear and flung it hard, straight into Fletch’s chest. 
 “No!” I screamed, feeling Fletch’s pain go through me like it was happening to me. I fell from the sky, clutching at my heart, and hitting the ground so hard that I thought I was dead too. 

No, he mustn’t be dead… I crawled toward him, but even as I watched, he gave a whine, his eyes locked on mine and then rolled back in his head as his body fell sideways and thumped into the grass. 
   



 
25. For whom the spell tolls

   
 “You murderer,” I screamed at the Maredudd man who stood over Fletch. Then without pausing to think I shot out my hands, one, two, releasing two fireballs loaded with power. The first hit him with such force that I think he died instantly, the second one exploded his body to red mist. 
 I retched on the grass, coughing up bile, then still on my hands and knees I dragged my body the last few feet and flung myself over Fletch, sobbing. 
 I was only vaguely aware of Bob landing on my shoulder and then a sensation of falling. I thought I must have passed out from the pain, both physical and mental, as it all went dark.  
 “Use your senses, Emily,” a gentle male voice said, “he’s not dead.” 
 That’s when I realised it wasn’t dark. We were back in The Pit. 
 I didn’t move, but I did as instructed and reached out with my mind to connect with Fletch. The voice was right, he wasn’t dead. 
 “He’s badly hurt,” I said, sniffing loudly and still hugging him tightly. 
 “He’ll recover, he’s tough. He is a werewolf, after all.” I could tell the voice held a smile, but I wasn’t ready to be cheered up, something else was nagging me. And then it hit me, the last Maredudd! 
 I released Fletch and pulled my knees up to my chest, sitting on the cave floor as I forced myself to comprehend what had just happened. I found I was rocking back and forth, my eyes squeezed tightly shut, unable to do anything else. 
 “Oh god, what have I done. I just killed someone. I’m the murderer, not him. What have I done?” 
 The look on the Maredudd’s face when the first fire ball hit him was imprinted on the inside of my eyelids. I knew it would haunt me for the rest of my life. And then I’d blown him up. That red mist had been his blood, and now I had blood on my hands. And on my arms, and on my face too. I was covered in the blood of the man I had just killed. I opened my eyes and stared at my hands. They were shaking badly. 
 “No, Emily, you just restored the balance, a life for a life. You saved one and you took one.” 
 I looked up with fearful eyes at the man in the suit I’d seen here before. The Devil. He might look mild and speak gently, but I didn’t like him. 
 “You!” I glared at him accusingly. Where was The Maiden when I needed her? Then I gulped. “Am I seeing you because I’ve done something terrible? Does this mean I’m going to hell?” 
 “You see what you want to see. But no, you have not committed a mortal sin, you are Morrighan, you are an immortal, therefore the rules don’t apply.” 
 “I feel like I have, I feel sickened by it.” 
 The man held up his palms in a gesture of acceptance. “Feel however you choose. You got off lightly. The role of Morrighan is not usually so simple.” 
 “It wasn’t simple, it was awful. I had to see people die.” 
 “But it is easy when you know who should die, who is right and who is wrong. You never questioned that, did you?” 
 “They sacrificed Chester in cold blood to gain extra power. Owen Wyn had every right to want vengeance.” I replied, but hesitantly. The truth was that I had no idea of the events that had led up to such an act. 
 “Yes, exactly.” He nodded, as though reading my mind. 
 “You told me to do it, I was following your orders.” 
 “No, it was your choice. I told you what needed to be done, you could have refused.” His smile got even broader and I felt my temper rising. 
 “I think you have a very murky interpretation of what constitutes free will.” I said, crossly. I turned my back on him and placed my hands on Fletch. “Heal,” I instructed, but nothing happened. 
 I looked back to the possible devil. “Why can’t I heal him?” 
 “Because you are no longer one of the Morrighan. You have fulfilled your side of our bargain.” 
 “So, she’s a Natural Witch again?” Bob asked. 
 “Yes, Blackbobhead, she is for now, but the powers of a Goddess will lie within her, and so you and Aaron Fletcher remain a part of that equation. I suggest you bear it in mind.” 
 “Then why can’t I heal him with my own magic?” I interrupted. 
 “You can, Emily. May I offer you some advice?” 
 “Yes,” I replied, still in a slightly petulant voice. 
 “To help your friend, draw on the talents of your ancestors, your mother and your grandmother in particular. You have not developed those skills enough.” 
 “Okay, and that will do it?” I didn’t know exactly what he meant but I could work it out later. 
 “It should suffice until I see you again.” 
 “Not as The Morrighan!” I said, forcefully. 
 “You’re not ready,” he said, in quite a kind voice. 
 “No, not even slightly, not in this lifetime.” 
 “You are still a goddess Emily, you are now immortal and will have many many lifetimes to reconsider. The time will come, eventually, when you can no longer ignore your calling. And once you take up the mantle in earnest it is not easily put aside.” 
 “I don’t want it, I just want to take Fletch and go if that’s okay.” 
 “Of course. I hope to see you again some day, but it’s up to you.” 

Not bloody likely, but I kept that thought to myself. 
 “Just one more bit of advice.” His face became more serious and he looked from me to Fletch. “You love too much.” 
 “What?” I furrowed my brow. 
 “You love too much, it may be your undoing, or his. Be careful.” 
 Then he gave me a radiant smile that reminded me of The Maiden, and clapped his hands together. 
 And just like that, I was back in the clouds, with Bob on my shoulder and Fletch at my feet. Peter was standing just in front of me. 
 “Emily. Just in time.” Peter gave me a grin. I checked my watch again; it was ten to twelve. 
 “Hey, you’re wounded.” Peter touched the bloodied torn material at my shoulder. 
 “Yeah, it’s not that bad, but Fletch is seriously hurt. I need to get him home, he’s been through hell.” 
 “Literally,” said Bob. 
   



 
26. Saved by the spell

   
 “Can you take us back through the veil now?” I asked Peter. 
 “Yes, but there’s not much time, Em. I won’t be coming with you.” 
 “Are you sure? I’d hoped for more time together.” 
 “Yeah, how about you bring me back again next Halloween? We could make a night of it, with Martin too.” 
 “It’s a promise.” 
 He held up the scarf thing and I wrapped it around my wrist again. I took a firm hold of Fletch, and together we took one step into the surrounding fog. 
 I could see the room before I was in it. Iris was pacing around like a caged lion. Lyra sensed us and yowled, and then we were back. Just like that. 
 I looked at the flapping scarf as it floated to the floor. Peter was gone. 
 “Oh, thank the Goddess,” Iris wrapped her arms around me. “Are you okay? You look terrible! You’re bleeding and what happened to your hair?” 
 I lifted a strand of my hair to look at it, it wasn’t quite black now, but it was way darker than it used to be. I experimentally tried to throw a fireball – nothing, but a white light crackled in my palm. I gave a tired smile. “I’m fine, just sore and psychologically damaged, but glad to be back.” 
 I looked down at Fletch and stopped smiling. He’d stopped bleeding but he was still in bad shape. 
 “I promise not to rely on this power anymore, but just for tonight…” I reached down and touched him. I felt the warm energy of our connection and absorbed it gratefully. 
 “Heal,” I said, using my connection to him to make the magic happen. 
 It didn’t work. I got the slight crackle in my fingers, but nothing with any real power. 
 I took a firmer hold of him and attempted teleporting. “Bedroom.” 
 Again, nothing happened. I looked with stricken eyes at Iris. 
 She shrugged. “There’s always a price, Emily. Maybe it’s for the best.” 
 “You’re still a witch,” Bob said, “But you’ve gone back to being a Natural Witch.” 
 “But I’m bonded to Fletch! What happened to my super powers? I need them to heal him and what about Kate? I also have to heal Kate.” 
 “One wolf at a time,” she said gently. “Kate is peaceful for now. What you need is to recharge. Take a beat and rest then you’ll be able to focus. Let’s make Fletch comfortable and heal your wounds first.” 
 Between us Iris and I managed to carry Fletch to his bedroom. 
 Iris knelt over him and used her fire magic to close his wound up. “It’s deep, sweetie, I can’t guarantee he’ll make it.” 
 “He will,” I said with confidence. “But I need to reconnect with my natural magic.” 
 Iris pushed me firmly into a sitting position beside Fletch then she went to work on my own bruises and scrapes while I thought about what the suited guy had meant when he said I needed to use the power of my ancestors. 
 My mother had been a Kitchen Witch and my grandmother was a Hedge Witch. What did you get if you combined those things? 
 “Brew, I have to brew a potion. Something with healing powers that requires the right combination of herbs but also takes a witch of my power.” I pushed Iris away and went to the drawers by the bed, taking out the Grimoire that my mother had left me. 
 I silently riffled through it for a few minutes, convinced that it held the answer. It did. There was a potion specifically for werewolves in transition and I just knew it was the one I was meant to use. Iris peered over my shoulder looking at the list of ingredients.  
 “I should be the one to make it, your potion skills leave a lot to be desired.” She paused scanning the potion again, then shook her head. “I don’t have the power for this, it’s extremely advanced. Are you sure this is what you need to do? There must be another way.” 
 “I’m positive. The Go… someone on the other side told me.” I wasn’t ready to start recounting my story yet. “I have the power, I just need to find out how to tap into it.” 
 “Most of these herbs are rare, and some of them need to be freshly cut. Only a witch with a herb garden will have beftach.” 
 “My grandmother would have it,” I commented. 
 “Yes, but she’s an hour away from here and an hour back again. Kate might not have that kind of time.”  
 “I’ll go,” Bob offered. He was perched on a chair watching me with worried eyes. He knew exactly how messed up I was mentally by the death I’d just caused, and could sense that I had no real confidence in being able to produce enough power to make an advanced potion. 
 “No!” I said, much too sharply. I felt like I’d go to pieces if Bob left. I was barely holding it together and concentrating all my energy on what to do to revive Fletch and heal Kate, but I needed Bob at my side, at least until I had Fletch back to normal. 
 “In that case I’ll drive over to Sylvia’s, she’s the nearest of my coven sisters. It’s quite possible she has some. But will you be okay if I leave?” Iris said. 
 “Yes, just get what you can from this list.” I stroked Fletch’s flank and wished he’d wake up. 
 “I can get nearly all of it from the shop. I even have moonwort already pickled in frogspawn. Sylvia should hopefully have the rest. Give me half an hour.” She rested her hand on my head. “I don’t know what you’ve been through, but can I suggest a hot bath before you try to heal Fletch? You’re covered in blood and dirt and you look exhausted. You can’t do quality magic like that.” 
 “Yeah, a hot bath sounds good.” Actually it sounded really good. I ached all over, I hadn’t washed since yesterday (though in real time it had only been since that morning), and not only had I been through a battle since then, but Fletch and I… I leaned down and kissed his fur.  
 “Bob, can you watch him while I have a quick soak?” 
 “Yes, mistress.” Bob took up a possessive but unnecessary protective stance beside Fletch, and I knew he’d physically fight anyone who tried to harm my wolf. Bob really was my rock. 
 But Iris was right, I thought, as I ran the water and added some salts to it. Normally in the past I’d never attempted proper magic without bathing and preparing. Fletch needed me at full strength, and so did Kate if I was going to have any chance of making a potion work. I’d never managed to pull off a potion before, but the magic was inside me, I just had to dig deep and find it. 
 I sunk my body under the warm water and sighed with relief, closing my eyes. But I was still haunted by the image of the man I’d killed.  
 I focussed on trying to cleanse my aura, working my way through my chakras and releasing any pent up energy in each of them. It helped a bit. Once I’d washed my hair, I towelled off and then sprayed my body head to foot with oil. I used the unscented stuff because the wolves tended to get an overload of smell if I didn’t. Then I returned to Fletch’s bedroom and fished out my ‘maiden’ dress. Did I still count as a maiden now? It would have to do, I certainly wasn’t wearing the black of The Morrighan. 
 Finally, feeling much better prepared, I rummaged through my drawer until I found the velvet bag where I kept my crystals, each in an individual pouch so their energies didn’t get muddled. I selected a large amethyst for healing properties and then laid it against he wound on Fletch’s chest. It would help to concentrate and to magnify my magic. 
 “What’s the plan, mistress?” Bob asked. 
 “Well, if I can’t rely on Fletch any more to boost my powers then I need to get in touch with the ones I was born with. You were right when you said I should have been improving those. So I’m going back to the basics now, I’m going to cast a circle around us and use that.” 
 I marked out the four points of the watchtowers around the bed and sat cross-legged inside it. Bob hopped on to my knee and I stroked his back a couple of times to centre myself and draw from the added power his presence gave me. 
 I called on each Guardian and asked for their help and I concentrated hard on healing energy. The circle hummed and glowed. 
 I rubbed my hands together willing energy to gather there, but although they got warm there was no real heat or light. I couldn’t do magic like before, yet I felt somehow more in touch with the elements, like the magic was all around me instead of just inside me. I pulled it from the air, the earth, the water and the flames of the candle, and it filled the circle. I felt calm and much less exhausted by the action than I would have been previously. I wished we were outside so that I could feel the moon and the Goddess, so that I could dig my hands into her earth and connect with everything. There was a whole universe of swirling magical forces, coming to me in soft waves. I absorbed it and I radiated it. The circle grew stronger and gently pulsed. I was one with my magic and it felt incredibly right. 
 I placed both my hands on to the amethyst and began to pour the energy into it. There was no sudden bang, no blinding brilliance, just a feeling of positivity and well-being. It glowed as it filled with magic.  

“Heal”, I instructed, and this time I knew it was working. All the energy inside the crystal emptied into Fletch and his chest gave a sudden heave as he took a deep breath. 
 His eyelids flickered and then his eyes finally opened. He saw me, and I gave him a reassuring smile. “Hi, welcome back. We’re home now.” 
 Fletch raised his head a fraction to look around the room, then his body began to shift. Within moments he was back in human form, but it had clearly taken quite an effort on his part, because he immediately closed his eyes again. 
 I grabbed a sheet and pulled it up covering him to his waist and then I settled myself on the bed beside him. 
 “Urgh,” Bob grumbled. “If you two are getting lovey dovey again then I’m out of here.” 
 I rose and opened the bedroom door for him. He deserved a break and something to eat in any case. “Thanks for your help Bob, I couldn’t have done it without you.” 
 I went back to Fletch, lying down beside him again, and ran my fingers through his hair, drinking in his handsome features. His wolf was a useful asset, but I was happy to see his real face. “I love you,” I whispered. 

You love too much. The voice came unbidden into my mind but I pushed it out. How could that ever be a bad thing? Unless I actually was to lose Fletch, I wasn’t sure I’d ever recover from that, and it had been a close call tonight. 
 I spread my fingers over his bare chest and found that he had a new scar. It was where the spear had struck him but it looked more like a bullet hole. It had been a long time since either of us were able to be hurt and this would serve as a good reminder that we weren’t invincible anymore. I bent my head and kissed the healed wound. 
 “Keep doing that and neither of us will leave this bed for a very long time.” Fletch warned with a throaty chuckle. 
 “You’re okay?” I said, grinning with relief. “Does it still hurt?” 
 “No, I just feel dog tired.” He sniffed the air. “I smell blood, it’s not mine or yours.” 
 “It’s the blood of the Maredudd who tried to kill you.” I said, quietly. 
 Fletch looked into my eyes and saw the pain I was holding there. 
 “Oh,” he nodded sagely. “I see.” 
 “Yeah, it’s all over you I’m afraid. You really need a shower.” I nuzzled his chin. “But not quite yet, let’s just stay here for a few more minutes.” 
 He held me close and closed his eyes again, but I could sense he was restless and his mind was turning. 
 “Emily?” 
 “Hmm?” 
 “Did you manage to save Kate too?” 
 “Not yet. I was going to magically heal her once I had you back here, but my powers have gone kaplooey. That super witch thing I had going when I’m with you doesn’t work anymore. It didn’t come back again after being The Morrighan.” 
 “You’re a super witch anyway, Em, can’t you tap into your own natural power?” 
 “That’s what I’m planning to do. I’ve got Bob back, and I’ve got you back. I’m sure that all together we can get Kate back too.” I tried to sound confident even though I didn’t feel it. “There’s a potion that might help, but it needs some rare herbs. Iris has gone to see if she can get them and then I’m going to attempt to brew.” 
 Fletch gave a small laugh, “Oh dear!” He’d witnessed how bad some of my previous attempts at potion making had been. “But if it’s what you have to do to keep Kate alive then I know you’ll find the power. You’ve had a bit of a rubbish birthday though.” 
 I looked at my watch; it was gone midnight now, and no longer my birthday. “Oh well, at least it was memorable.” 
 Fletch raised his head. “There’s someone at the front door.” 
 I scrambled off the bed. “That would be Brian. Maybe he can help me find another trigger to get me jump started.” 
 “Another trigger?” Fletch asked. 
 “Yeah, just don’t kill me when you see the state of your kitchen. I might have smashed a few things.” 
 Fletch stretched and yawned. “I’d better go and see him.” 
 “You’d better shower, is what you’ll be doing next!” I instructed. 
 He grumbled, but blew me a kiss and went into his bathroom. 
 Now that I knew he was fine all my fear for Kate came back in full force. I felt stronger with having both my Familiars back by my side, but in my heart I wasn’t sure it would be enough… I felt tainted and like I didn’t deserve my magic any more. 
   



 
27.Out of the frying pan and into the cauldron

   
 “You did it, you got him safely back.” Brian gave me a big hug when I opened the door. “I was almost here when I heard him.” 
 “You heard him?” 
 “He communicated with the whole pack, just a few minutes ago. We’re all linked to him, Emily, he’s our Alpha. The relief was enormous, I can tell you. For Derry in particular, I’d imagine.” 
 “Bit touch and go, was it?” 
 I was glad that Fletch had been able to reassure his pack, but felt slightly put out that he was linked to them just as he was linked to me. I really didn’t feel like sharing him at that moment. 
 “I’ve brought some herbs for Kate. Things that are helpful for werewolves.” He followed me into the house. “Wolfsbane of course, plus St John’s wort, aniseed and beftach. I grew them myself, extra powerful.” 
 “That’s amazing! Did you know we needed those things?” I wasn’t sure if his psychic powers stretched much beyond hearing thoughts, but I did know he could also do a bit of mind control even though he tried not to. Was it possible he’d somehow foreseen the ingredients I required? 
 “Just a lucky guess,” his eyes twinkled at me and left me none the wiser. 
 “Bob?” I called out. “Find Iris, quickly, and tell her I’ve got wolfsbane, St John’s wort, aniseed and beftach.” 
 I opened the front door for Bob and then hurried to get my Grimoire. “This is the potion I want to make, Brian, do you think you could start preparing these ingredients for me?” 
 “Right ho, boss.” He took the Grimoire and then whistled. “Wow, Emily, this spell book is quite special.” 
 “It was my mother’s,” I said, “she was a Kitchen Witch.” 
 “Quite a talented one by the looks of it, did you inherit any of her abilities?” 
 “Let’s hope so,” I said fervently and then went to check on Kate. 
 I poked my head into Derry’s bedroom and found Martin dozing on a chair next to the bed. I gave a gentle cough and he awoke instantly. Together we both checked on Kate in silence, then Martin ushered me back out, pulling the door closed behind us. 
 “She woke up, while you were gone. She was delirious and says there’s fire in her veins. Iris gave her some more tranks of some kind, but they seem less and less effective. It took ages to get her back to sleep, I really don’t think you should wake her.” 
 “You’re right, it’s best to let her rest until we’re ready to help.” I agreed, keeping my voice low. 
 Martin and I moved into the kitchen and found Brian with a chopping board and a knife, cutting up the herbs and roots and then weighing them on a digital scale. 
 “Iris tried to heal Kate with fire magic,” Martin told me, “but she said it wasn’t enough. Isn’t there anything more you can do?”  
 “I’m going to try, but I don’t have my powers anymore, not like before.” 
 Brian turned to look at me and stared at my forehead, I could tell he was ruffling through my memories, seeing exactly what happened in The Pit and in the past. 
 His eyes widened with shock at whatever he learned, but he didn’t reveal anything he saw. 
 “It’s true, your powers are diminished. You will need to work on bringing them back to their natural state, but I think you will find you have more control of your inherited magic now.” Brian said, which was exactly what I’d guessed too. 
 I pulled him aside and asked quietly, “You don’t think I’m being punished, do you? I mean, you obviously saw what I did, do you think it’s the reason my powers are gone?” 
 Brian shook his head. “I think that everything is as it should be, perhaps should always have been if you hadn’t bonded to both a crow and a wolf. It’s true that our choices define us, but your magic is tied to your emotions. It’s not the Goddess or the Devil that is punishing you, you’re punishing yourself. And as long as you feel this guilt, then your powers aren’t going to be balanced. Which means you won’t have enough control over them to put the necessary power into the incantations that go with the potion.” 
 “What do you suggest?” 
 “You need to focus on all the lives you’ve saved. You rescued Chester, which in turn means you saved me from ceasing to exist. You brought Bob back from near dead and you went through the veil to retrieve Fletch. You are loyal and loving, and you have to believe that so that you can now save Kate too.” 
 “I’ll try,” I promised, but I still felt like a bad person and my emotions were definitely anything but balanced. 
 “Try harder,” he advised. “Just remember that the man was going to die anyway, and it was a long, long time ago.”  
 I sighed, wishing it felt that long ago. “Can you read Kate? See how she’s doing?” 
 Brian went to Derry’s closed door and laid his hands against it. He closed his eyes and I knew he was trying to read Kate’s mind. 
 “She’s definitely in transition. It’s only two days to the full moon and her wolf is coming forth already, but her body is fighting it. She’s too badly injured to make it, unless you help her.” He looked toward the front door. “Iris is back, with Lyra and Bob.”  
 “Right, well, I guess I’d better get cracking.” 
 Iris had all the missing ingredients and she and Brian helped me get the measurements for each one exactly right. It seemed to take forever until we were actually ready to start mixing them. I thought I’d need a cauldron and a real fire, but Iris said that it would work perfectly well in a saucepan on the gas cooker, so we did that. Fletch wandered in at some point, and retreated again with Brian to catch up, but Bob stayed close by me, perched on the kitchen table, following all my movements with earnest eyes. 
 I followed the Grimoire meticulously. Adding bits of this and that, then stirring anti-clockwise, speaking the necessary spells as I did and then leaving it to bubble for a couple of minutes before starting the next bit. The trouble was that it still just looked like a disgusting stew. There was nothing magical about the concoction at all. 
 “It’s got no power,” Iris said, echoing my own conclusions. “I’m really sorry, but don’t think you’re strong enough to pull this off, Emily.” 
 “She is,” Brian insisted, as he and Fletch came back into the room. “You’ve got to believe it, Emily. But you’ve got to pour your emotions in as well as just following instructions.” 
 Fletch stood behind me as I examined it despondently, and put his arms around my waist. “You were able to heal me, Em. You have the power inside you.” 
 “But I had to, I needed you.” I muttered. 
 “And you need Kate. Think about Kate.” 
 I picked up the long wooden spoon again, ready to stir the mixture and thought about Kate as I dipped it back into the pan. 
 I remembered the first time I’d met her. We’d been five years old. Her mother had put Kate’s hair into cute bunches for the first day of school, but Kate had pulled them out the moment her mother had gone. I remembered Kate stroking my back when I got a bug and was spectacularly sick without warning all over her shoes. I remembered that she’d been the one to tell me all about the time of the month thing while I cried because I didn’t have a mother to help me through it. She’d even shown me how to put a bra on properly and made me laugh when it had catapulted free and hit me in the eye. We’d laughed over so many things, shared so many things. I’d neglected her as a best friend since all the witch stuff and since Fletch had become a major part of my life, but she’d never complained. She was one in a million. 
 Small sparks flickered in my hands. 
 I suddenly felt Bob at my elbow. “That’s seven, mistress, don’t stir it again.” He dropped the last ingredient onto the counter beside me. 
 The wolfsbane. I gave him a grateful smile and picked it up. It was now or never. 
 I rubbed it back and forth between my palms over the saucepan as I spoke the final part of the spell. 
   

“From girl to wolf and back again,


though human you shall remain,


when the moon is full the change will come,


united as werewolf shall you run.


Pain you have from tooth and claw,


shall cease to bother you any more,


healed you are, and as one,


A werewolf you will now become.”


 

 My palms crackled with white energy and I dropped the wolfsbane into the pan. There was a hiss of smoke and then the potion turned from sludgy grey to a brilliant silver. 
 “Fire and frankincense!” Iris exclaimed, “I think you actually did it!” 
 “Thanks for the vote of confidence,” I sniped, but I was smiling. “Well, there’s only one way to find out.” I tipped some of the potion into a bowl and Fletch handed me a spoon from the cutlery drawer. 
 “Just me and Martin,” I said, holding up a hand to stop the others as they made to follow me from the kitchen. “Kate barely knows the rest of you.” 
 Martin looked very gratified, which made me feel good. 
 We were both brought up short by the sight of her. She was stiff with pain, and white as the sheets beneath her. Sweat covered her brow and blood had soaked through the bandages round her chest. 
 Martin took her hand and pulled the chair up close beside her. He glanced at me with worry etched deep in his face. 
 “Are sure about this?” 
 “I don’t know,” I answered honestly. 
 He gripped her hand and I spooned up some of the silvery liquid and brought it to her lips. It seemed like her jaws were locked shut and I couldn’t get her to swallow it. 
 “Come on, Kate. Just a tiny bit,” I urged, but she didn’t respond. I felt my own jaw tighten in frustration. “Do you want to try to force her mouth open so I can get this in her?” I asked Martin. 
 Martin didn’t respond to me, instead he leaned forwards and stroked her face. “Kate? It’s Martin. I’ve always wanted to kiss you, Kate, but I’ve never had the guts. Can I kiss you now?” 
 Kate’s eyes didn’t open but I was convinced I saw some colour come into her cheeks. 
 “I don’t know what you’re doing, but keep doing it.” I said to Martin. 
 He leaned closer still and gently kissed her forehead, then brushed his lips against Kate’s. Her mouth opened just a fraction. 
 I didn’t wait, I shoved him out of the way and stuck the spoon in. 
 “Hey!” He looked miffed for a moment and then incredibly embarrassed. 
 “Sorry, but you can smooch later if she makes it.” 
 Kate pulled a face, probably at the taste of the potion rather than at the idea of kissing Martin, and I took full advantage of her wrinkling her lips and stuck in another spoonful. 
 “Now what?” Martin said, when nothing had happened for a full minute. 
 “Now we wait, I suppose.” I put the bowl on the dresser and went to sit on the wide windowsill, looking out at the night. 
 I could see the moon from there and I focussed my remaining energy on trying to pull in the moonlight and create a sense of healing and well being in the room. 
 “It’s working.” Martin’s awed whisper broke into my concentration. I rose and walked to the bed to look at Kate. She still had cuts and bruises but the expression of terror and pain was gone from her face. She looked relaxed. 
 Then her eyes snapped open; they were yellow. Bright staring yellow. 
 I backed away from her line of vision. 
 “Martin, I want you to move away from her, very slowly, do you understand?” 
 He nodded, looking at Kate with new fear. 
 We both began to creep backwards and her head rose off the pillow, watching us. Then she growled, and it was an inhuman sound. Martin stilled, his eyes darting to me. I held up my hand. Kate moved, turning her body until she was on her hands and knees. 
 She looked first at Martin, but didn’t react, then she saw me and snarled. 
 I called urgently for Fletch with my mind. 
 “Kate, it’s me, it’s Emily. I know you’re hurt, but we’re here to help you, do you understand?”  
 Fletch charged into the room, just as Kate sprang from the bed launching herself at me. 
 Fletch swore, shimmered purple and went wolf. He knocked her back on the bed. 
 “Submit,” he growled, “submit now!” 
 Kate glared at him with narrowed eyes and then went still. We watched as her eyes changed from yellow back to brown. Then they closed again. 
 Fletch the wolf waited for a long moment and then jumped off the bed, coming to check I was alright. 
 “She’s transitioned,” he said. 
 “Does that mean she’s going to make it?” 
 “Yes, well done, Emily. But she’s going to be a handful – that was one feisty wolf!” 
 I laughed, mainly from relief, but also because I would certainly never describe Kate as feisty. She was usually the quiet shy one of our group. 
 Fletch looked at his shredded clothes on the floor and groaned. “Those jeans were brand new.” 
   



 
28. Kate the Werewolf

   
 Two days later… 
   
 Fletch and I stood outside Kate’s allocated bedroom at Brian’s farm in Wales and waited for the change. 
 Down in the barn I could hear the rest of the pack; they were nervously waiting for the moon to become full, and then they would all change too. Only Fletch, as an Alpha, could resist it if he wanted to. 
 A door opened further down the corridor and Martin came out. “Is it time yet?” he asked. 
 “Nearly,” Fletch looked out the window at the moon. 
 “Are you alright in there?” I raised my voice, calling out to Kate. 
 “Yes.” She sounded scared. 
 “Are you sure you don’t want me to come in and be with you?” 
 “I don’t know how comfortable I am with my wolf yet. I can’t risk attacking you again.” She paced the other side of the door. 
 “How about Fletch? Would you feel better if he was there?” 
 “No!” She screeched. “I’m naked, remember?” 
 “How about Martin? You didn’t attack him last time,” I teased. 
 There was silence from her room, and I wondered if she was actually considering it. Then I heard the commotion in the barn and realised that the change had started. 
 Fletch took my hand as awful sounds came from Kate’s room. She was panting with pain, and clearly trying not to scream. I heard her bones cracking and then sharp nails or claws dragging the floorboards. Then all was quiet. There were howls coming from the barn and I knew they were all in wolf form now. 
 We waited a few more seconds and then Fletch opened her door. He smiled and beckoned me in. Kate was sat on her hindquarters inspecting her tail. Her eyes were a tawny brown. 
 “Is it safe?” Martin hovered behind me. 
 “Yes.” We went into the room and Kate let me pet her. 
 “How was it?” I asked. 
 “Bloody painful, but not as bad as I expected. At least it doesn’t last long.” 
 Her tail wagged at the sight of Martin. “Hi, how do I look now?” 
 “He can’t understand you, he’s only a mere human.” I grinned at Martin. 
 Kate trotted over to Martin and put her nose in his hand. He stroked the fur on her back shyly. 
 “Hi, Kate, you look fantastic,” he said, unknowingly answering her question. 
 Fletch and I smiled at each other. Kate had woken up the day before and been full of questions. When she’d discovered she was sleeping in Derry’s bed she’d been rather thrilled and had been asking for him. From the moment we’d all arrived in Wales she had virtually ignored Martin in favour of talking with Derry. Which I thought was rather unfair to Martin but understandable in the circumstances; after all, Derry was a werewolf just as she was now, and they had that in common, which Martin couldn’t compete with. 
 Even now, I could hear Derry racing up the stairs, coming to see if she had changed okay. 
 Derry the wolf charged into the bedroom and found Martin with his hand on Kate’s back. He snarled and bared his teeth at Martin, looking ready to spring. 
 Kate’s hackles rose and she snarled back at Derry, then leapt across the room and batted him hard around the face with one large paw. 
 Fletch began to laugh. 
 “What is it?” I said, watching Derry cower away from Kate, and wondering why Fletch wasn’t more concerned. 
 “Kate the human might think she prefers Derry, but Kate’s wolf likes Martin. She’s protective of him like he’s her mate.” 
 He hauled Kate back by the scruff of her neck and made a signal to Derry to back down. 
 “Kate,” he squatted down to address her, “I get that you’re quite dominant, but no fighting is allowed in my pack without a formal challenge, got it?” 
 Kate stuck her tongue out at him. “If I even join your pack, then you can boss me around. But I guess you need me – there’s far too much testosterone in that barn.” 
 Fletch rolled his eyes at me. “Like I said, she’s going to be a handful.” 
 I giggled, while Martin just stood by looking confused. 
 “Right, you two, get out with the rest of the pack, the hunt starts in five minutes. Derry, try to keep Kate in hand, you are my Second you know – think you can manage to control just one brand new wolf?” 
 Derry humphed. Clearly his pride had taken a blow, but he led the way outside and Kate went with him. Martin followed them down, hoping to get a good look at the pack. 
 “I wish I didn’t have to go.” Fletch wrapped his arms around me. 
 “Don’t be daft, I know how much you wolves love to run as a pack. Just try not to hurt any fluffy bunnies.” 
 “What will you do while we’re gone?” 
 “I’m a witch, remember, and it’s full moon. I have my own rituals to perform.” 
 “Okay, I’ll be back at sunrise.” He kissed me hard, and then shimmered into his wolf. 
 I watched him out of the window as he joined the pack and then they streamed out of the gates and disappeared into the dark night. 
 I gathered my supplies and checked my phone. A message from Iris. 
   

“I’m with my coven and have some disturbing feedback from them regarding your friend Verity. We need to talk when you return. But don’t worry until then. Blessed be!”


 

 I thought that over. I hadn’t had much time to be concerned about Verity, but after what we’d been through this few days I didn’t suppose it was anything we couldn’t handle. Apart from now being angry with Kate and I, she had otherwise been normal Verity. The whole magical baptism couldn’t have done all that much, could it? 
 I went downstairs and found Martin. He had the TV on and was making a sandwich. 
 “You okay?” I asked. 
 “Yeth.” His mouth was full of cheese. He swallowed it down. “I’m just gonna watch TV then go to bed. They won’t be back now until morning, right?” 
 “Right.” I hovered a moment, waiting for him to ask me the obvious question about becoming a werewolf, but perhaps he wasn’t ready. He found the mayonnaise and concentrated on his sandwich. 
 I went outside, pulling on my cloak, and found the small circle of trees that the wizard had planted for magical ceremonies. 
 I lit my candles and sat down inside the circle. In the distance I heard a wolf howl and smiled, knowing it was my wolf. A deep sense of calm came over me and I closed my eyes. A bird called from the trees and then flew down to my shoulder. 
 “More practice, Mistress?” 
 “Not practice, Bob, just communing with nature, being one with the world, worshipping the Goddess.” 
 “Yeah, but which Goddess?” he joked. 
 I smiled but didn’t open my eyes. My fingers sank into the earth, and I let her energy fill me. The moon shone down on me and I stretched my mind from The Pit to The Perch.  
 Every woman on this planet was a Goddess; she just had to realise it. 
   
 The End 
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Immortal Blood

 Guardians of the Grail - Book One 
   

1. The Green Man

   
 Lachlan Thorn rode back into Vale nearly seventy years after his last visit. He’d left it on horseback, but he returned on a Harley Davidson.  
 It had taken him less than two hours to ride from London, and he decided to go through the village instead of around it to reach his family farm. He smiled as the lights of his favorite pub, The Green Man, came into view and paused, idling his bike outside.  
 It was unsurprising that the pub was still going strong after all this time, seeing as the landlord was a vampire, and vampires tended to be successful long-term business owners. 
 Charlie Truman had opened The Green Man in 1689, and as Lachlan looked at the crumbling stone facade and the warm light coming through the steamy window, he was comforted by how little it had changed considering the centuries that had passed.  
 He cut the engine, got off the bike, and walked to the window, wondering if Charlie might possibly be there. Inside it still looked cozy and inviting, with worn wooden tables, and horse brasses hanging over the old oak bar. It was nearly eleven o’clock, but the pub was doing a good trade. Lachlan reminded himself that it was Saturday, a big night out for mortals. Hardly anyone got up early for church on Sunday anymore. 
 And then he saw her, Aurora Ashtree, the girl who’d broken his heart. He inhaled sharply at the sight of her and peered closer. She was just as beautiful as the day he’d left, still showing far too much cleavage, and still smiling at a man who wasn’t him… 
 No, wait, that couldn’t be right. Aurora had been mortal when he’d left, and she would never have lowered herself to working at a common inn. Aurora would be long dead by now, and she had always sworn never to become one of them. 
 Lachlan removed his motorcycle helmet and rubbed the windowpane with his elbow, trying to get a better view of the girl inside, but she had disappeared. 
 Lachlan glanced at his bike, telling himself to press on to the farm, but his legs moved of their own accord and his fingers were just reaching for the latch on the door when a terrified scream pierced the night air. 
 Lachlan pulled his broadsword from the sheath where it was concealed on his bike and raced around to the back of the building. The gate to the enclosed area that made up the pub garden was swinging open and inside he could see a man holding a girl a foot off the ground and shaking her like a rag-doll. 
 “You know, don’t you?” The man was growling, “Where is it? Where is it hidden?” 
 Lachlan raised the sword, but before he could swing it the girl mumbled something, there was a flash of light and then all three of them were blasted in different directions. As he flew backwards into the fence, he saw the girl hit the stone wall behind her and slump to the floor. Her attacker was thrown over two tables by the blast and landed awkwardly in the darkness beyond. 
 Without hesitation Lachlan surged forward again and jumped the tables. He could smell what the man was, and he wasn’t friendly. Vampire.

 Taking full advantage of the element of surprise, Lachlan brought down his sword and decapitated the man with a single blow before he had time to stand up or fight back. Lachlan could smell that the vampire was old. And old meant strong. The last thing he needed was a battle here, in front of a mortal. Vale might be a paranormal safe haven, but it wasn’t magically protected now the way it used to be, and he didn’t want this kind running around his town. 
 He watched the vampire wither to dust then chucked his sword into the bushes before turning back for the girl. 
 She was getting groggily to her feet as he rounded the tables, and she pushed the long hair off her face just as he reached her. 

Aurora.

 Lachlan didn’t even stop to think. He pulled her into his arms and kissed her. k12
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