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1

Not many people looked my way normally, but when you’re running down the street in a sky-blue ball gown with tears streaking down your face at the crack of dawn, they’re going to notice.

I was in the mood to gouge their eyes out with my claws, but that wouldn’t change the fact that I’d just been declared the intended mate of none other than Tyler Harrison.

The utter tool that was also the son of the Pride leader.

He was an absolute jerk, and a complete player.

Why on earth had our Chief chosen me as his mate?

I wanted to shift, to tear off this ball gown and escape the suburbs, to run free in the woods.

Happy fucking twenty-first to me.

I growled as I kicked the road in my silver heels. So much for celebrating my big twenty-first. I guess the night had gone well, until the Chief had declared the rest of my life over. No more dreams of travel or anything. I would have to become a mate and bear that wretched man’s children.

Ha! As if.

I slunk into the shadows, clutching my iPhone as it vibrated.

I glanced down at the caller ID.

Darcy.

I sighed, harshly wiping at my smudged mascara and eyeliner.

I answered, forcing myself to pull it together.

“What?” I snapped.

“He can’t do that,” Darcy growled.

Darcy, my best friend since I was just a small child. We’d been more like siblings growing up, without the rivalry. Inseparable, and many questioned our strong friendship. But friends was all it was, he was practically my big brother, being a year older than me.

“He’s the Chief,” I muttered.

“I don’t care,” Darcy said dismissively.

I managed a small smile. Always standing up for me. What would I do without him?

“What the Chief says goes, he’s our leader,” I murmured, my chest tightening at the thought.

“You really want to be the chosen mate for Tyler fucking Harrison?” Darcy snorted.

“What the hell do you think?” I growled.

Tyler fucking Harrison. The biggest tool of our Pride.

High school jock and massive asshole. Even now out of school, he was still the same, even at my twenty-first.

Why was he there? Well, when a tiger shifter turns twenty-one, the entire Pride comes to celebrate. The birthday person gets to choose their theme, and me being me, I decided I wanted a fairy tale party. Why? Because I’d jokingly promised Darcy that I’d be a princess for my twenty-first and he’d be my prince when we were just young. I’d clung to the strange little promise I’d made when we’d been having a sleepover and watching a Harry Potter marathon.

It had been going amazingly well, everyone dressed up like we were a part of some Disney movie, and the food was amazing. I’d been enjoying the night and early hours of the morning, until the Chief decided to make a toast, congratulating me on my birthday, and assigning me my mate.

Tyler was already twenty-one, but hadn’t been assigned a mate at his birthday. Being the next in line to lead our Pride, he was to have a mate chosen for him, but if the one they’d chosen wasn’t of suitable breeding age, he wouldn’t have the mate named on his birthday.

They’d be named on theirs.

Fuck my life.

As the Chief had made the announcement, there were whoops and cheers, and a number of filthy looks from the other females of our Pride who’d been hoping to become his mate.

Tyler looked almost as shocked as I was, especially since he’d been one of my bullies in high school.

And me being the calm and collected young woman that I was, handled it with utter grace and dignity.

Lol, fuck no, I bailed like my dress was on fire.

“Topaz?”

I blinked as Darcy’s voice rang in my ear with my nickname.

“Yeah?”

“You went awfully quiet there, you didn’t even reply,” Darcy murmured.

“I can’t become his mate. He’s horrible, he bullied us at school, he’s a complete asshole,” I groaned as I massaged my head. I’d enjoyed quite a few drinks now that I was legal, but being a shifter, it was only now starting to kick in. Tyler, on the other hand, had downed more than I could count, and he’d become quite intoxicated at my party.

He’d sobered up quickly with his father’s announcement though.

“Neither of you want it, I’m sure we can figure something out. Surely your parents can help you get it sorted with the Chief,” Darcy said, and I closed my eyes in frustration.

“Maybe I can just run away?” I mused.

“Um, no, I vote against that,” Darcy stated.

“You’re not the one chosen to be with a jerk,” I grumbled.

“We can fix it. Tyler wasn’t happy either, surely he has some pull with his father,” Darcy said, his tone full of belief in the spoiled brat.

Spoiled. That was definitely Tyler.

“Maybe,” I said, a sliver of hope creeping in.

Surely the Chief would take our feelings into consideration. He’d just jumped the gun on all of this.

“Want me to come pick you up? We can head into Silver Springs to finish off your birthday night?” Darcy offered.

“Please,” I sighed. Not that there was much of it left. The sky was turning grey at this early hour, and I knew I’d probably be getting breakfast with Darcy.

Silver Springs was the next town over, only a half an hour drive from my home of Scarborough, and I’d spent many days in the supernatural town. There were more supes than humans it seemed, which was always a nice change. Whereas Scarborough had a decent population of humans. Not to mention our town was much smaller, with only a post office, auto-shop, and corner shop as the main businesses.

“Happy birthday to me,” I mumbled as Darcy hung up on me with a promise of being there in five minutes after I gave him my whereabouts.

I glared down at my fancy blue ball gown, wishing I could change into my more usual jeans and tee.

I would find a way out of this arrangement. I had to.

I scrolled through my phone, checking Facebook and finding that the Pride group (yes, our entire Pride had a facebook group) had already been posting photos of my big party.

There was also a heated debate on whether the assigned mate for the golden boy was suitable. I snorted at this.

Our Pride was one of the largest tiger shifter Prides in the country, numbering over one hundred easily. Most Prides stuck to smaller numbers to blend in easier, mostly only immediate family in the Pride, as having shifted tigers running loose was bound to draw attention.

But the small town of Scarborough was specially warded, so if we were seen in our shifted states by humans, we’d merely appear as large feral cats.

Our Pride consisted of a number of families, some smaller Prides that had moved to the renowned town for tiger shifters. We operated more like a wolf shifter Pack than a standard Pride.

Many of our members preferred it too over the more normal solitary life of many large cat shifters.

Not me. I preferred the solitary life, but it was tradition to throw a party, and I did know my Pride like they were my family.

I ignored the missed calls from my parents, along with their texts. They were worried about me, especially with me abandoning my own party.

But I was annoyed at them too. The Chief would have spoken with them about his intentions, and they’d kept it from me. I’d known nothing of this planned union.

I ignored the few Facebook messages from other Pride members and friends, some were congratulating me, others were worried about me.

Tyler and I were opposites. He was the social butterfly, the jock and jerk, the bully. I was the girl who’d rather read books and prowl the woods alone at night.

I was the girl he’d bullied at school.

I locked my phone as more messages vibrated, and I turned my face towards the horizon, where the beautiful oranges and pinks were lighting the sky with sunrise.

I managed a small smile as I heard the familiar rattle of the old Jeep creeping up behind me.

I turned, relief flooding through me as Darcy hung his head out the window and gave me a wide grin.

It was hard not to feel a little better with that doofus head around.

I strode over, climbing into the passenger seat not so gracefully and patting down my dress in order to fit.

“You know, you worried everyone when you took off like that. The Chief was on the verge of ordering a search party in fear you were running away,” Darcy informed me as he changed gears and the Jeep lurched forward onto the road.

“Well, I wanted to,” I said honestly.

“T, you can’t just bail,” Darcy sighed.

I turned to face him, taking in his gorgeous black suit and how he’d cleaned up nice. His normally wild black hair was cut shorter than his standard mop, and it had been spiked up at the front. And his usual bushy beard had been trimmed short and now looked surprisingly hot on him.

His olive skin was shining in the soft light of the sunrise, and those hazel eyes were frustrated with what had gone down in the early hours of the morning.

“I can bail if I want. I don’t belong in a Pride. We’re tiger shifters, not wolf shifters. We’re solitary creatures,” I muttered.

“Being in a group has been beneficial for all of us. We all like being around our own kind,” Darcy shot me a look.

“Fine, but I’ve been here too long. I need a holiday at least. Or a few years away, especially now,” I growled as I played with one of my dangly earrings in frustration.

“The Chief must have been joking. He knows how much you and Tyler don’t like each other,” Darcy murmured, but his tone lacked any belief.

“The Chief probably wanted a mate for him that would help pin him down and get his head on straight,” I grumbled.

“I hate when they choose mates for you. We’re pre-wired to find proper mates,” Darcy said, displeasure ringing in his voice.

“Guess that doesn’t matter. We’re not like other shifters who just know when they’ve found true mates, ours take a little longer to become true,” I added.

Mates. Many shifters had true mates, those that they were drawn to and became bound to. Us tiger shifters, along with most big cat shifters, didn’t feel the mating bond as strongly. Sure, we chose out mates who we had an inkling of attraction to, and they’d become a mate that we were loyal to until the end if our shifter side chose them. But it wasn’t as big of a magical thing as other shifters. Not some instant love. We had to get to know those we thought could be our mates, and then a bond would develop if they were right for us.

But, on occasion, mates were chosen for you, and there was a special ceremony that could be done that would bond you more.

“Tyler could never be my mate,” I stated. There was no way. We hated each other ever since that fateful day in primary school when he declared my new nickname. A nickname that haunted me right until I left school. It still left a bad taste in my mouth. Not like Darcy’s nickname of ’T’ for me. It had come about because he couldn’t pronounce my name when we were small children. Our mothers had been close friends, and we were bound to become friends too with how often we saw each other.

But the nickname I’d been tarnished with by Tyler was painful.

“That’s obvious, he’s an absolute wanker,” Darcy scoffed. “Better off with someone who understands you and will treat you like the princess you are.”

“So, I should keep a look out for my prince charming?” I snickered. I knew he was just playing because of my dress. I was no princess, and I certainly didn’t need a man to come save me.

My smile faltered. This declaration of being chosen for Tyler was serious. It wasn’t something that could be overturned easily. But I’d try. I had to.

My stomach gurgled, and I groaned in annoyance. Too much alcohol and not enough food.

“Breakfast is coming, just wait,” Darcy smirked.

“Maybe I’ll be served by my prince,” I quipped, and he just chuckled.

“You’d tear the poor guy to pieces,” he grinned, turning those hazel eyes on me.

I barely let out a strangled cry as something shot out of the tree line and onto the road, and Darcy swore as he slammed on his brakes and attempted to swerve to dodge the obstruction.

The sickening thud jolted the car, and my heart leaped to my throat as Darcy’s wide eyes just stared out the windshield in shock.

“What’d we hit?” I asked, my voice hitching with panic. It was big, whatever it was. But I hadn’t really been able to make it out.

I instantly threw open my door, stumbling in my heels and dress as I hurried to the front of the car to investigate.

Darcy was beside me in seconds, and my stomach dropped as we peered down at the growling black panther.

“Oh fuck,” I murmured.

Darcy was lost for words, and I wondered just how much trouble we would get in for hitting another shifter.

It growled and hissed, those yellow eyes flashing as its sleek black body quivered.

It struggled to stand, and I dropped down into a crouch, not caring about my dress getting dirty on the road. We were on the old back road to Silver Springs, and there was no one else in sight.

“How badly hurt are you?” I asked gently as I reached out.

The panther hissed, baring its sharp teeth as it scrambled to move, but faltered as it made a soft cry of pain.

“Why haven’t they shifted back?” Darcy frowned as he knelt down beside me.

Anyone else would be greatly stressed about kneeling next to the large, predatory cat. But we were tigers, we had nothing to be afraid of.

I shook my head, just as confused as he was as I reached out again.

This time, the panther still bared its fangs, but it didn’t try to slink away as I crept closer, finally touching its side.

I closed my eyes, willing my unique power forth.

Broken ribs mostly, and he’d twisted his leg pretty bad.

I focused, allowing my magic to flow forth, triggering the shifter’s healing abilities and giving them a hefty boost. We naturally healed faster, as did many shifters, but this extra power of mine only sped it up more.

The panther’s twisted, frightened face relaxed, its ears twitching as its taut body relaxed a little, while my soothing magic coursed through it.

I pulled my hand back when I was satisfied that he was healing, and then I watched as the panther morphed back to man.

It took me a moment to catch myself, forcing my eyes away as my cheeks flushed at the utterly gorgeous man lying on the road.

I took that moment to stare at Darcy’s Jeep, seemingly unscathed by the encounter. Tough little beast of a car.

“Thanks,” the man murmured, pulling my attention back to him. I forced myself to focus on his perfect face, on his golden skin, the short blond hair and dusting of blond stubble. His blue eyes were confused as he glanced between Darcy and I.

Although, out of my peripheral vision, I could see his toned, gorgeous body, just as lean and muscled as his shifted state.

“Why’d you run out onto the road?” Darcy demanded, seeming strangely more annoyed than necessary.

The man just looked between us, frowning, as if he was struggling to remember.

Great. Darcy had hit him hard enough that he’d lost his memory. Just what we needed.

“I can’t remember,” he finally murmured.

“I did not hit you that hard,” Darcy rolled his eyes.

“No, I couldn’t remember before that,” the man said quickly as he sat up, realizing he was naked and covering himself. He winced at the movements, and I knew it would be a few hours even with my added healing before he’d be pain free.

“Well, what do you remember?” Darcy asked, concern filling his voice now. He was always a softy. What I’d expect of a veterinarian.

“My name’s Jackson,” the man attempted to shrug, before hissing softly at the dumbass move.

“Great, we hit an amnesiac,” Darcy groaned.

“You hit, not me,” I shot back instantly, earning me a dark look.

“What’s the last thing you remember?” I asked, focusing on the stunning man before us.

Maybe we’d just hit my prince charming.

Topaz. Stop. No puppy eyes at the naked man lying on the road.

“Feeling scared, and running,” he murmured, his eyes narrowing, as if he was only now becoming wary of us.

“We should get him help,” Darcy stated.

“Yeah,” I agreed.

Darcy offered Jackson his hand, helping him carefully to his feet.

“We should take him back to the Chief, he might know what to do with an amnesiac,” Darcy suggested.

“Hell no, I’m not going back there,” I growled, but then guilt gnawed at me. This man did need help.

“How’d you help me?”

“What?” I turned to Jackson, noting his confused expression.

Jeez, he really didn’t remember anything.

“She’s a healer. You know, some supes can get healing powers,” Darcy explained, and Jackson just gave us a blank expression.

Wonderful. We had a man baby now. As if my day couldn’t get any better.

“Fine, we can take him to the Chief,” I growled.

“No, I can’t go there,” Jackson said instantly as Darcy helped him into the backseat. I tried my hardest not to check out that fine ass, but I was a young, single woman, after all. There are just some temptations that are too much.

Well, not so single anymore apparently.

“Why not?” I asked as I climbed into the passenger seat while Darcy pulled a set of boxers from a bag in the backseat.

I raised an eyebrow at this, and he just rolled his eyes.

“I just know that I was running from something,” Jackson murmured, frowning as he inspected the boxers.

“Why do you have boxers randomly in the car?” I asked.

“Emergencies.” Was Darcy’s instant response.

What kind of emergencies required only a pair of boxers? Darcy wasn’t a player, which was the only reasoning I could think of.

“You couldn’t have been running from the Chief,” I scoffed. That was absurd. Besides, pretty much the whole Pride had been at my party.

But maybe he was in trouble with some of the Pride. Or just in trouble.

Or hexed.

“How would we be able to tell if a witch hexed him?” I asked as Darcy climbed into the driver’s seat.

“Ask another witch,” Darcy shrugged.

“Do you know one?”

“I have a friend at Silver Springs who could tell us if he’s been hexed. She’s just come back… although she’s not really telling me why,” Darcy murmured.

“Great, we should go see her!” I declared, thrilled that we had another option than the Chief.

And I had something to distract me from my own shitstorm.

“If he’s hexed, we’ll want to be careful,” Darcy said seriously.

“Duh,” I muttered. Of course we’d be careful. If the hottie in the backseat was hexed, we’d tread carefully. No need to have a pissed off witch coming after us.

“You guys know I’m right here, right?” Jackson mumbled.

“Yes, we haven’t forgotten, Speed Bump,” Darcy smirked.

I snickered at the perfect nickname.

“Why are you dressed like a princess? And why are you in a suit?” Jackson asked, confusion evident in his smooth, devilish voice.

I shot Darcy a look as he grinned at the road ahead.

“My twenty-first birthday, I made a promise years ago to be a princess,” I stated.

“Oh, happy birthday,” Jackson said, and I turned to stare back at him. He was forcing a smile, but I could see the utter confusion and worry in his eyes. He wasn’t lying about this memory loss thing, which I’d briefly considered. He really was trying to not freak out as he played with the boxers in his lap. He’d have to wait until we stopped in order to put them on.

“Relax, it’ll be okay,” I assured him, giving him a sweet smile in hopes of comforting him.

Those gorgeous blue eyes found mine, and he visibly relaxed as he managed a smile in return.

“Thanks.”

“Don’t thank us, we did hit you with our car,” Darcy chuckled.

“He hit you,” I corrected him, still talking to Jackson.

“So, Jackson, can you at least remember your last name? Maybe I can find you on Facebook and track down a family member,” I suggested.

His brow furrowed in deep thought, and after a few seconds, he just shook his head sadly.

Well, that was mighty helpful.

“Look, Amethyst can let us know if he’s hexed. We’ll go from there,” Darcy said.

I sighed, accepting that I’d have to settle for the moment. There wasn’t much else to do until we checked that. He couldn’t even remember his full name.

I turned back in my seat, chewing my lip as I stared out the windshield. After a few moments, I switched on the stereo, hating the awkward silence in the car.

I closed my eyes, letting the music flow through me as I massaged my head. God, the alcohol was catching up with me. I was starting to get a headache. Probably from stress too.

I stared around the quiet town, only a few people out this early in the morning. Barely any of the shops were open, except for Jewels Cafe, which I spied down a cobblestone street, and I hoped we’d come back to it for a much needed coffee once we saw Amethyst.

Jackson had been awfully quiet for the remainder of the drive, and I could tell he was struggling to remember anything.

I felt a little bad for the strange shifter.

“This is her shop,” Darcy said as he pulled up outside a two-story building. The redwood home was quite cute, and I loved the idea that the bottom half was converted into a store.

The wooden sign hanging over the door read ‘Hex You’, and I found it rather uncanny at this moment.

“Wait here, we don’t need to draw attention to ourselves even more,” Darcy said as he gave Jackson and I a glance over. Right, the girl in the fancy blue ballgown and the naked man.

Perfect way to stay inconspicuous.

I watched as he jumped out of the car, striding up the cute grey and peach colored steps in his fancy suit. Completely inconspicuous. I smirked at the thought.

He stopped at the bright orange door, rasping his knuckles on it loud enough that even I could hear it from my seat in the Jeep.

Maybe she wasn’t a morning person, especially at this God awful hour. I glanced at the clock on the dash. Six in the morning. Yeah, no one wanted to be up that early.

We waited, Darcy knocking again, before perking up as he heard someone coming to the door.

A stunning, curvy blonde woman flung the door open, glaring at Darcy like he’d just kicked her dog.

Did she have a dog? Hell, that didn’t matter.

He conversed quickly with her, and then he was leading her back down to the Jeep.

She was only wearing an oversized shirt, with a mug of steaming coffee in one hand. What caught my attention were her dazzling purple eyes that glanced over the car before settling on Jackson in the backseat before she even reached us. Not to mention the gorgeous strip of purple in the front of her hair.

“So this is the one you’re calling Speed Bump?” Amethyst asked as Darcy opened up the back door. She yawned, covering her mouth, clearly unimpressed with the early wake-up.

“Yes,” Darcy nodded, shooting me a look.

It was clear we weren’t sharing the name of our new friend.

“Yeah, he’s hexed,” she shrugged.

“How can you tell?” I asked, frowning at how she didn’t even do a single thing to check except look at him.

“Hexes can leave a fingerprint, an aura. A strong witch cast this one, but it’s also not meant to last. He’ll get his memory back in a few days. Makes me wonder who you pissed off enough that they wanted to wipe your memory for a few days,” Amethyst mused as she sipped her coffee. Her eyes brightened as she sighed, drawing in the aroma of her much needed beverage.

I wanted to pounce on her and steal it. I was in desperate need of one for my headache.

“Interesting choice of clothing too, or lack thereof,” she remarked, glancing between the three of us before giving Jackson a decent once over. I boiled a little at that, before frowning at myself. Was I catching feels for Speed Bump?

Ah, great. That nickname was going to stick.

“Thanks, that’s all we needed to know,” Darcy turned and thanked her.

“Nothing else?” she asked, arching a brow at all of us.

“Nope, that’s all, thank you so much, sorry for waking you up so early,” Darcy apologized.

“You should be, but good luck with whatever wild adventure you three are on,” she chuckled as she turned and headed for the house.

I stared at her bare legs, the shirt only just covering her ass.

But Darcy’s focus was back on us.

“Well, that solves that mystery,” Darcy said as he climbed back into the driver’s seat.

“Yeah, I guess,” I said as I bit my lip.

“So I’ll get my memory back then? That’s good,” Jackson sighed.

“Yeah, apparently. But we still have no idea why you’re hexed and if we should be worried about that,” I stated.

Darcy just looked at me, his mind whirring as he tried to figure out what to do.

“We can’t just leave him on the side of the road, half naked and with no memory like a lost puppy,” I added, and Darcy just groaned.

“I could call the Chief and see if he knows of panther shifters in the area, if there’s any issues going on with them?” Darcy suggested.

“Maybe, but don’t tell him about Jackson,” I said quickly.

Darcy just nodded, and I rubbed my temple again.

“Can we please get coffee before I die? And food too,” I groaned.

Darcy snickered as he pulled away from the curb.

“Sure, I’ll call him when I get there. I doubt we’ll get into trouble in the meantime. I’ll grab take away too, since you two can’t come in easily,” he reminded us.

“Says the guy wearing a fancy suit,” I retorted.

But all I cared about was the coffee.
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Darcy.

I strode over to the Jewels Cafe, eyeing the old, weathered sandwich board sign out front. It looked well-loved, but what I cared about was ‘Now Serving: Pumpkin Spice Lattes’ part. Topaz supposedly didn’t care much for festive treats, and if asked, she’d wave it off.

I knew the truth though.

She was a sucker for festivities.

I kind of wished she’d been wearing normal clothes so she could enjoy the cute little cafe, with its cobblestone sidewalk and the potted saffron and daffodil on either side of the door.

Instead, she was stuck with the half naked Speed Bump.

I smirked at the nickname. I was definitely always going to use that.

But why was our strange companion hexed? Just who the hell was he? A part of me hadn’t been too happy to leave Topaz in the car with him, but I also knew she could kick his ass if needed.

Tigers out-powered panthers. And Topaz, despite being the only healer in our Pride, could certainly kick ass.

It was how she’d earned her nickname from Tyler.

I scowled at the reminder of what was planned for her.

There was no way in hell I’d allow that.

I headed inside the quaint cafe, striding over to the server.

“Good morning, how can I help you today?” The blond man gave me a welcoming smile. His blueish-grey eyes were alert, but I guess being a coffee vendor meant you had to be up bright and early. Judging by the other patrons bent over hot cups of coffee while reading the local paper or playing on their phones, they had decent morning traffic.

“I’ll grab a pumpkin spice latte, and two cappuccinos,” I said, feeling around in my jacket for my wallet.

I eyed the man’s name-tag just as he turned away to get started on the coffees.

“Add on three muffins too please, Julian. Different flavors,” I added.

Julian nodded, and I waited patiently for my order.

I felt bad for T. Her birthday had been going so well, up until it was announced that she was chosen for Tyler.

Way to ruin a special occasion.

I gritted my teeth at the thought. T was worth someone who would take care of her, who would see her unique side and adore her, who would cherish her sassiness and remain loyal.

She’d had brief boyfriends, as I’d had brief girlfriends, but they’d never lasted. They weren’t the right ones, and many had an issue with our close friendship.

Friends. I smiled at that. We’d been friends for as long as I could remember, always looking out for one another, spending countless nights comforting the other when a relationship ended with chocolate and a movie. She was perfect, and she deserved the same.

Since she turned eighteen, she’d been given the extra duty of being the Pride healer, a power that became active at eighteen in those who carried the gene. Her grandmother had been one until she died a few years back, and they’d been hoping it would awaken in her.

Healers. Shifters with the ability to heal other shifters, their power would boost the shifter’s own healing.

She’d hated it at first, not knowing how to use it, but she’d learned. And thankfully, since most shifters healed quickly anyway, she didn’t use it often.

She was also more of your standard big cat shifter. Despite our large Pride, she’d never been one for the huge gatherings and family feel of it all. She liked being on her own, prowling the woods alone at night.

She wanted freedom, to travel and be her own person, and I kept my mouth shut most of the time. No need to tell her that as the Pride healer, leaving wasn’t going to be easy.

“All done.”

I blinked as I stared at Julian, who was giving me a curious look, obviously noting that I’d been zoning out.

I apologized as I paid for the lot, grateful he’d given me a cardboard holder for the drinks and that the muffins were all in a paper bag.

Now to figure out what to do with our companion. Then we could focus on the whole chosen mate thing.

One step at a time.
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“Do you know if you even live in the area?” I asked Jackson, who was frowning as he combed whatever few memories he still retained.

He just sighed and shook his head.

“Well, at least you’ll remember soon enough,” I shrugged.

“I hope so,” he murmured.

I just gave him a soft smile, feeling sorry for him. He couldn’t be much older than Darcy and I, hell, he may even be our age, who knew.

He certainly didn’t.

“So, all you know is your first name and what you are… great,” I pursed my lips.

“Sorry,” he mumbled as he shifted uncomfortably.

“Don’t be.” I rubbed my temple again, hoping Darcy would return soon.

I jumped as someone rasped on my window, and I spun to look out.

I groaned at the sight.

The man knocked on the window again, evidently wanting me to roll it down.

“Who is that?” Jackson hissed, obviously on edge at the man’s presence.

“Relax, I know him,” I growled. I honestly wished I didn’t.

I rolled the window down glaring out at the man.

“What the fuck are you doing here Tyler?”

“You bailed on your own party after that fucked up announcement,” he shot back, leaning against the Jeep and getting a little too close for comfort.

“Glad I’m not the only one who thinks it’s a shit idea,” I spat back.

“Like I’d want to be with you, Spaz,” he growled back.

I winced at the horrid name, and my mind instantly jumped back to the day I’d handed him his ass in primary school when he’d picked on Darcy. I’d been taught to fight by my father at a young age, and I wasn’t going to allow him to bully my best friend. Darcy was smaller than me at the time, how the tables had turned now. But I’d been branded with the nickname from that day forth when Tyler had screamed that I was crazy, a spaz.

“Fuck off,” I snapped.

“My father instructed me that I find you and make sure you were okay.

Dunno why someone else couldn’t do it, or just call your goddamn boyfriend who always knows where you are,” he growled.

I just glared daggers at him.

What other girls saw in him, I’d never understand. Sure, that dark brown side-swept hair, short beard and deep chocolate eyes were something I would’ve liked, if it weren’t the fact it was him. Those high cheekbones only added to the model look.

All that charm he had and attractiveness was nothing thanks to his shit personality.

“Great, you found me, I’m fine, now piss off,” I practically snarled.

“So aggressive,” Tyler said with an eye roll, finally noticing my companion in the backseat. He just frowned, glancing at me strangely, then smirking.

“Guess Darcy ain’t your boyfriend then, who’s he?” Tyler asked, leaning through my window and forcing me to pull back away from him.

“A friend,” I snapped instantly.

“A naked friend,” Tyler chuckled, giving me an intrigued smile. “I didn’t think you were like that.”

“I’m surprised you even think at all,” I retorted, earning myself a foul look.

“Anyways, we need to sort this shit out with my father. Cause I’m not becoming your mate, you’re not my type,” he simply shrugged.

“Happily, since you’re way below my standards,” I muttered.

“A lot of hate in there,” Tyler clucked, giving me an annoyingly charming grin. I wanted to claw his face open, that would wipe it off.

“I have a lot of reasons to hate you,” I grumbled.

“Of course you do.”

I relaxed when Darcy climbed into the driver’s seat and handed Jackson a coffee before sitting our two in the holders within the center console.

“People have been trying to get ahold of you both, y’know? Worried, of course,” Tyler tapped the top of the Jeep as he ducked through my window. It was tempting to roll my window up on his head.

“Well, we’re both fine, clearly,” I said again.

“Yeah, but they want you back home, they want to talk about all this stuff. And if I’m to stand pleading my case, I’m probably going to need you there, pleading your side of utter hatred too,” he smirked.

I went to say ‘with pleasure’, but bit my tongue as I glanced at Jackson.

I still had no idea what we intended to do with him.

“Tyler, how about you join us for a drive?” Darcy suddenly suggested.

I turned on him so fast, I almost gave myself whiplash.

“Why on earth would I do that?” Tyler scoffed.

Darcy nodded slightly behind him, and Tyler stiffened.

I followed Darcy’s gaze out to the SUV parked across the street from us. I hadn’t even noticed it pull up.

But someone was looking our way, clearly staring hard at Jackson in the backseat. I drew in a deep breath, opening up all my senses, and finding the one I was afraid of.

Gunpowder.

“I think Darcy’s right, join us,” I murmured through gritted teeth.

“Gun?” Tyler breathed softly, his nostrils flaring as he scented it too.

I smiled at him, not wanting our onlooker to know we’d caught onto him.

“Yep,” I beamed.

Tyler just nodded.

“Guess I’ll come then, scoot over, weird, naked guy,” he growled as he opened up the back door and climbed in beside Jackson.

Great. Fucking fantastic.

Just what I needed right now.

The Jeep rumbled to life, and Darcy took off, slipping us down a number of back streets. I watched the side mirror in tense silence, and it wasn’t until we took a few sharp turns that we seemed to lose the SUV.

Darcy was quick to pull into an undercover parking lot and slip in between two cars to hide us.

“Okay, what the fuck have you two gotten me into? And can someone please tell me why this random guy is naked?” Tyler demanded, turning to give Jackson a bewildered look.

“We hit him with the car while he was shifted, he’s got amnesia,” I said in exasperation.

“You hit him that hard, fuck,” Tyler whistled.

“No, he’s been hexed, had the amnesia before we hit him,” Darcy groaned as he checked his mirrors and eyed the parking lot.

“And the guy with the gun?” Tyler focused on the main issue.

“No fucking idea,” I muttered. “I just know he was looking our way.

Hunter maybe? Who knows.”

Hunters. Humans who knew what we were and wanted us dead. Typical.

And of course one would be showing up right now.

What else could we throw into this wonderful little disaster?

“So the panther has amnesia, and your first thoughts are to take him to a cafe?” Tyler scoffed in disbelief.

“No, we took him to a witch lady to tell us if he was hexed, which he is. Now we’re playing it safe,” I shrugged.

“Just leave him, or take him to my father, he’ll know what to do,” Tyler stated.

“Maybe the man was after me?” Jackson spoke up.

“He was looking at you,” Darcy noted.

I eyed my latte, taking an interest in the small blue jewel embedded into the cup. How nice. Upon closer inspection, I realized it was just a stick on one. Oh well, still cute.

I really didn’t want to try to figure the rest of this shit out. I had a headache.

“Even more reason to go to my father, I’ll call him now,” Tyler said as he pulled out his phone.

“Wait!” I spun on him, snatching the phone away as he held it at the ready.

“Hey!” Tyler barked, but I ignored him.

“I’ll call the Chief. We don’t want to inform him about Jackson until we know what we’re dealing with,” Darcy said.

“We’re dealing with a hexed shifter and someone gunning for him,” Tyler growled.

“We don’t know why he’s hexed or why the man is after him,” Darcy reminded him.

“Why do you even care? Just leave him,” Tyler said with an eye roll before narrowing his eyes at Jackson. He was still sitting with the boxers over his lap.

“Well, if I ever find you with amnesia on the side of a road, I’ll remember that,” I chided.

Tyler glowered at this.

“He’s just a stranger,” Tyler spat.

“And you’re a downright jerk, I’d be more likely to help him than you,” I said sweetly.

“Guys, shut up,” Darcy groaned as he held his phone to his ear.

I glared at Tyler, giving Jackson a reassuring smile.

Amazingly, Tyler was silent as Darcy asked the Chief about any known panther Prides in the area and if they were having issues. The Chief wanted answers on my whereabouts and if I was okay first, which Darcy filled him in on. He did his best not to snap at our leader about the announcement, but I could tell he wanted to say something about it.

In the end, we discovered there was a small family of panther shifters living on the outskirts of Scarborough. They kept to themselves and were never a problem, and he knew them fairly well. Couldn’t think of a reason there would be any trouble with them.

The call ended, and I let out a sigh. Nothing helpful there either.

“So, my father knows his family, we should just go to him,” Tyler spoke up.

“We don’t know if it’s his family, we don’t even know if he’s from the area,” Darcy said.

“Well, we have our own problems to deal with,” Tyler grumbled.

He had a point, but we couldn’t just abandon Jackson.

He had no memory, and even if he was a stranger, he was kind of our responsibility since Darcy hit him.

“Our problems can wait,” I shrugged. Jackson would get his memory back soon according to Amethyst.

I tried not to smirk. Another poor soul named after a jewel. I was glad I wasn’t the only one.

“No, they can’t. I’m not allowed to be with anyone else if I’m meant to be mated with you,” Tyler growled.

“Oh tough shit. At least you can still have some kind of life. Mine gets taken from me to become a pathetic mate to you if your father gets his way!” I snarled.

“I have no idea what’s going on,” Jackson spoke up as he glanced between us both. “But are you two meant to be mated together?”

“Forced,” I growled. “Neither of us want it,” I sighed.

“You sure act like a married couple.”

My furious gaze fell on the panther shifter, and he shifted uneasily under my scrutiny. Little shit just had to say that.

“Enough, Jesus,” Darcy waved his hands in frustration before picking up his coffee and taking a long drawl.

I suddenly wondered where Jackson’s had gone, but then spied it in the cup holder in the back of the center console.

“Well, what are we going to do then? I had plans today,” Tyler grumbled.

I ignored him, instead fingering open the paper bag on the dash. My stomach growled at the muffins in there, and I snatched out a blueberry one before offering the bag to Jackson.

I swatted Tyler’s hand when he went to peer in the bag as well, and Jackson took out a chocolate chip one and bit into it immediately.

“We take him somewhere safe where he can bunker down until he gets his memory back,” Darcy said as if it was obvious.

“What about the man with the gun?” I added after swallowing a mouthful of muffin and reaching for my coffee. A deep intake of the delicious aroma informed me it was pumpkin spice.

“We avoid him,” Darcy said with a shrug, and I scoffed at his nonchalant demeanor about it.

Bullets did hurt us, and a well-placed one would kill us.

“Well, can you drop me back at my car then?” Tyler groaned.

“No, whoever was after him could be watching your car. You can get it another day,” Darcy stated.

“What if it gets towed?” Tyler growled.

“Daddy can pay for it. You’ve got more than enough money,” I snapped. Spoiled little shit was worried about his prissy car. Dick.

“Fuck, fine. Can you drop me back home then?” Tyler ground out.

“Also, no. I don’t trust you to not blab about Speed Bump,” Darcy said, completely unapologetic as he sipped his coffee.

“Speed Bump?” Tyler frowned, but then he smirked as he glanced at Jackson. “I guess it suits.”

I rolled my eyes as I took a sip of my latte, loving the delicate and unique tastes. A tingle coursed through me, not my usual caffeine buzz, but I ignored it as I gulped down more of it, feeling my headache already easing.

I drowned out Tyler and Darcy’s bickering as the Jeep exited the parking lot, and I kept an eye out for our unwanted friend. Somehow, we avoided the strange SUV as we left Silver Springs, Tyler still complaining about how we were ruining his day with all the drama.

Darcy was quick to remind him my entire birthday and life had been ruined when I’d been declared his mate, which shut him up for all but two seconds before he started going on that any girl would be happy to be his mate.

Complete and utter tool.

I shifted in my seat, having finished my muffin and latte, and now wanting to close my eyes. But I felt strange, something I couldn’t quite put my finger on, and when I turned to look at my companions, I had to catch my breath.

Why were they all so hot anyway? I’d never noticed how utterly gorgeous Darcy was, I’d made sure to never look at him that way, but now, I was seeing him in a new light suddenly. All handsome and gorgeous in his suit, those features more rugged compared to the two male models in the back seat.

I turned to look out the windshield, my eyes wide as my mind whirled.

What the fuck, Topaz?

There was definitely something funky in my muffin, hell, maybe my coffee had gone bad.

Yep. Something was certainly wrong, because this strange pull towards them was only growing.

Shit.

I sat in silence, my eyes closed as I tried to figure out what the hell was going on.

Naughty thoughts were slipping into my mind of the guys, and I was shocked to say the least. Sure, they were all attractive, but seriously, Tyler? And Darcy was like a brother to me, and then Jackson, hell, he was a stranger!

“You okay? You’ve been awfully quiet?”

I jumped, my eyes snapping open as Darcy rested a hand on my leg, the dress doing little to stave off the tingles that shot through me.

“I’m fine,” I lied, locking eyes with him.

Those hazel eyes were so soft and sweet, filled with concern right now for me. But… there was something else. Something I’d never seen before when he looked at me. Maybe I’d ignored it, but I could’ve sworn there was a hint of… attraction?

No. Nope. That couldn’t be it.

“Y’know, it’s getting kind of awkward here, can we pull over so Speed Bump can put those boxers on?” Tyler groaned.

I glanced back at the pair, at Tyler in his jeans and grey tee, looking hot as fuck with his dark and handsome charm, and then my eyes glued to Jackson. Our mostly naked companion.

My eyes roamed down that muscled chest, hairless and perfectly toned, down those delicious abs, then grazing over the boxers covering him up.

I dragged my eyes back up to his face, those blond eyebrows and the blond stubble, hell, he looked like some charming young viking. And then my eyes settled on those bright blue eyes, gazing at me curiously.

“Wow, Topaz, getting a good look?” Tyler scoffed.

I turned my attention on him, wanting that welcome hatred to flood through me, but instead I just stared at him. Sure, I’d known he was hot, all the girls at school had made that clear, but being a dick had ruined that. Or at least, I thought it had.

Right now, I wanted to jump into the backseat, squeeze myself between the pair and start feeling them up.

“We need to get him clothes,” I said instantly, spinning back in my seat as I balled my hands up in my dress. The heat was rushing to my face, along with other areas that it shouldn’t be.

“You sure you’re okay?” Darcy asked, giving me a sideways look, his hand slipping off my leg and back to the steering wheel.

Thank God.

“Fine,” I said through gritted teeth.

Everything was far from fine. My thoughts were dancing around all three of the men, and it was getting worse. Sure, I was like any other young twenty-one year old, I liked sex, but this, this was crazy. I wanted all three of them, and I wanted them now.

“He can borrow some of my clothes when we get to mine,” Darcy said, but his nostrils flared, and a frown settled over his features.

I scrambled to put my window down, but Tyler’s snickers were enough to inform me that I hadn’t been fast enough.

“Wow, you have something for the near roadkill here, huh?” he chuckled from the backseat. I could feel Jackson staring at me too, and the tension in the car had increased massively now.

“Um… T…” Darcy started, clearing his throat as he tried to figure out what to say.

Shifters and their keen senses. They could smell the reaction I was having, my arousal.

Goddamn it.

“Panther!” I practically shrieked, flailing my hands at the windshield.

Darcy cursed, tossing out the words ‘not again’ as he slammed on his brakes and swerved.

I steadied myself on the dash, and Tyler was cursing as he shuffled away from Jackson, the sudden movement sliding him into the mostly naked man.

I turned back to check on them, my face going bright red as I realized the boxers had fallen onto the floor.

And I was staring at Jackson’s sizable length like a kid in a candy store.

Pull. It. Together.

I snapped my head away, shoving the door open and clambering out into the fresh morning air.

I sucked in mouthfuls of air, begging whatever the hell was wrong with me to fix itself before shit got even weirder.

“Who the hell are you?!”

I spun around, coming face to face with a girl of sixteen, blonde and blue-eyed, and looking utterly furious.

And naked.

“Um…” I fumbled for words, finally putting two and two together. She was the black panther who’d just run out in front of us.

“Jackson!” the girl shouted, not moving her eyes from me.

The back door opened, and Tyler gazed out at the pair of us in mild shock.

“Delilah?” Jackson leaned over Tyler, which bothered the idiot and caused him to fully get out of the car.

Jackson followed, having collected up the boxers and holding them over his nether region.

Thank God.

But he looked confused as he stared at the girl, as if he only vaguely recognized her.

“Why do you have him? And why is he naked?” the girl glared at me, baring her teeth. So much fire for such a young one.

“We found him,” Darcy said as he rounded the car. “He was naked then

too.”

Delilah, I assumed, glared around at us, before finally settling on Jackson.

“Are you okay?” she asked, not seeming to care that she was standing stark naked before all of us.

Surprisingly, Tyler was averting his eyes. She was underage, I guess, but I hadn’t expected that.

“I’m okay…” Jackson frowned, cocking his head. “Who are you?”

“What?!” the girl screeched, taking a few steps forward to stand right before Jackson.

Jackson flinched at this, and the girl softened.

“They got you bad, huh? I wasn’t sure how bad it was,” Delilah murmured as she reached up to touch his forehead softly.

Jackson just stared at her, looking perplexed and uncomfortable.

“I’m your sister, dumbass,” she scoffed.

Finally. Someone who could tell us what the fuck was going on.

I fought the urge to eye the men again, pissed at whatever was going on with me.

“Why’s he hexed?” Darcy asked instantly.

“Like I’ll tell you guys shit, I don’t even know who you are!” she growled, shooting Darcy an accusatory look.

“They found me… gave me food and coffee,” Jackson mumbled, reminding me of a goddamn toddler. A sexy-ass toddler.

“Well, technically they hit him with their car,” Tyler snickered, causing the girl to gasp.

“Darcy hit him, he was driving,” I corrected him.

“He’s fine, she’s a healer, and he’s looking like he’s already mended,” Darcy said quickly as Delilah’s furious eyes bounced around us all like she was going to rip into us.

“I need to get him home,” Delilah stated after a moment, those blue eyes untrusting as she eyed us all.

“Fine, we’ll drive. We’d like answers too, considering there was a man after him with a gun,” Darcy stated.

“Well, we assume he had a gun, we all smelled the gunpowder, and he looked like a bad guy,” I added, realizing the fault in our judgement. None of us had actually seen a gun.

Delilah’s face hardened, and then she nodded.

“Fine, move,” she growled at Tyler. He stepped aside, shooting me a shocked look and mouthing the word ‘wow’ as the brother and sister climbed into the backseat.

“You’re in the back,” Tyler added as he rushed over to the passenger door.

Great.

Perfect.

Especially since the gorgeous viking was in the middle seat.

At least he’d put the boxers on before climbing in.

This was going to be an interesting car ride.

And I thought my birthday had been messed up, this morning was just getting crazier by the minute.

We pulled up at the two-story house alone in the woods. The dirt drive leading up to it had been rather welcome. I’d always wanted to live away from town, out in a house that was away from prying eyes.

I’d spoken to Delilah a little, glad that Darcy had given her his suit jacket to cover herself with.

She’d relaxed a little when she finally realized we weren’t out to hurt her brother and we’d explained what had happened. She was unimpressed about his memory loss, and tried to get him to remember anything with no success.

I’d told her that we were part of the Scarborough Tiger Pride, and she relaxed at the information. Her family were friends of the Chief, and she didn’t deem us a threat.

She asked about us, obviously wanting to know us more before she would reveal anything to us. Darcy told her about his work as a Veterinarian, one of the youngest around. He’d gone into uni after finishing school a year early, and now worked part-time as a vet. Tyler informed her he was the Chief’s son, and he worked with his father in an auto-shop, offering mobile services to Silver Springs, which surprised me. I’d never known he’d started working there, or that they now serviced Silver Springs.

As for me, I helped out my mother with her bakery in town.

“Well, Jackson and I were taking care of the place while our parents were away visiting family,” Delilah said as the engine shut off. “Jackson helps my father with building hand-crafted furniture. I got home last night to find there was someone out in the shed with him. When I went to investigate, it was a witch, hexing him. I attacked her, but this doofus took off like a bat out of hell, shifting and freaking out. The witch fled as I was trying to get him to stop, and I spent all night looking for him,” Delilah said as she climbed out of the Jeep.

“Why would a witch want to hex him?” Darcy asked as the rest of us climbed out.

I let out a breath, grateful that I’d somehow managed to keep my hands to myself despite being squished into Jackson’s side, drawing in his wild, musky scent. He was so warm, and he’d been watching me carefully for the entirety of the car ride as I fought down the heat inside me.

“How should I know? I was hoping he could tell me, or we’d figure it out once I found him.” Delilah threw up her arms, forgetting she didn’t have any pants or underwear on and quickly covering herself.

“He’ll remember, probably in the next few days,” Darcy said as he eyed the well looked after home. The porch had a white wicker set out front, and it looked quite inviting despite being out in the woods. The morning sunlight was filtering into the clearing, giving it a welcoming glow.

“Yeah, but I have to freak out until then. You said someone was gunning for him,” Delilah chewed her lip as she led the way to the house.

We all followed after her, Jackson peering around, the slightest hint of recognition in those eyes.

“Remember anything?” Tyler asked as he stepped up beside Jackson.

“I know this place, which is good, considering I supposedly live here,” he murmured.

“So you can’t think of any reason why a witch would hex him and why someone would be after him?” I asked Delilah as she unlocked the front door.

I headed into the quaint home, the living room looking quite cozy. I wanted to get out of this dress and heels and into something more reasonable.

“Nope. We don’t have enemies, we keep to ourselves,” Delilah shrugged.

“Wonderful,” Tyler sighed in frustration as he followed after us.

Delilah shrugged, not caring if it bothered him, before beckoning for her brother to follow her upstairs.

Jackson glanced around at us, his uncertain eyes falling on me. I frowned, nodding at him. He smiled before following after his sister, and I found it odd he’d seemed to wait for my permission to go with her.

Strange man.

“Nice place,” Darcy commented as he walked into the living room.

I took the chance to take my heels off and sink onto the couch, eyeing my phone and accepting that I’d have to let my mother know I wouldn’t be at work today.

She’d manage without me for one day.

“Happy family,” Darcy remarked as he picked up a photo frame off the table beside the couch.

He set it back down, and I eyed the happy family of four posing for the picture. Jackson and Delilah, and obviously their parents.

“Well, can’t we just leave him here now and go?” Tyler said.

“I don’t feel comfortable doing that. Nor do I trust you not to give him up. We need to know what’s going on first,” Darcy said as he sat down in one of the armchairs.

“Why? He’s not our problem,” Tyler growled, his face twisted in frustration and annoyance.

“Because there was someone after him. They saw all of us with him, could make us targets,” I said, knowing Darcy’s thinking. We may have normal jobs, but being shifters, we’d been trained to fight. And my father, having been an outsider who joined the Pride to be with my mother, had been very big on making us learn everything about hunters and how to protect ourselves. He’d taught Darcy like his own son, since he spent so much time at our place.

My father had lost a brother to hunters, and his small Pride had had to flee their hometown. He came across my mother while she was visiting her brother a few states over. They connected, and the rest is history.

“You guys are paranoid,” Tyler grumbled as he folded his arms and leaned against the door frame.

Delilah returned with Jackson, both dressed and looking rather tired.

“So, I take it you guys want to hang around for answers too then?” Delilah stated as she stood in the doorway.

Answers were something I was interested in too. And being safe.

“Got nothing better to do apparently,” Tyler grumbled, and I shot him a look.

“Well, I’ll put the kettle on then,” Delilah said, not seeming to care that we’d invited ourselves to stay.

Jackson sat across from me in the other armchair, and I took in his charming appearance in jeans and a navy tee. He looked mighty fine in clothes too.

I groaned inwardly.

Instead of dealing with my swirling thoughts and feelings, I pulled my legs up on the couch, nestling against the cushions and closing my eyes. I hadn’t slept an ounce all night, and it was catching up with me.

I just needed to rest my eyes for ten minutes, and hopefully this weirdness would pass.

At least, that’s what I told myself before drifting off.
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Tyler.

Fucking Spaz and her boyfriend. Of course I’d get caught up in some weird little drama of theirs. And my father’s plan to have me mated to her? Hell no.

No way was I going to be tied to her. She was nothing like me. She was a loner, keeping to herself or only hanging out with Darcy, who was just as weird. He had some standing with the other guys at school, considering he’d grown out in high school and began playing sports, but I still remembered the scrawny kid who’d been the reason I’d gotten my ass handed to me by a girl. If he’d just stood up for himself…

Topaz couldn’t become my mate. Sure, she was pretty, with that earthy brown hair that usually trailed down her back, but she had it pinned up in a stylish bun for her party, or those deep doe eyes that burned with a spirit that I hadn’t seen in other girls.

Hell, I’d even been a little attracted to her in high school for a while, but she was not my usual type of girl. And I had to keep up my image.

Besides, she still hated my guts for that stupid nickname.

I couldn’t help that it had stuck.

Right now though, watching her as she slept, I wondered why we’d always hated each other. Whenever we got into one another’s vicinity, we tended to butt heads. It was just how we were with each other.

But here she was, asleep on the couch like some little princess, and I was beginning to wonder why my father had chosen her.

Sure, she wasn’t like the other girls. She had her head on straight, never partied or got reckless. She helped her mother in the bakery, something I’d noticed several times when driving past on my way to work.

And since that moment in the car, when she seemed to be looking at all of us with a strange, hungry look, and we’d scented her desire, I felt something. Something deep inside that was bothering me. It was making me want to sit with her, to draw in her unique forest fresh scent that I’d caught when I’d leaned into the car outside the cafe street.

Hell, I knew my body wanted her, despite how much I was fighting it. I didn’t want to be mated to her. She was a nerd, reading her books and apparently watching anime with Darcy.

And they’d never been an item, weird, considering how close they were.

Darcy cleared his throat, and I snapped my eyes off of Topaz, glaring at the man watching me carefully.

Even Jackson was glancing between us, before his eyes would settle on Topaz for a few moments.

“I’m just going to say it, can anyone else feel whatever the hell this is?” Jackson suddenly said, catching us both by surprise.

“Feel what?” Darcy asked, shifting uncomfortably in his seat.

“Her. There’s something special about her,” Jackson said, waving his hand at Topaz.

I frowned, locking eyes with Darcy, and seeing the confirmation I needed.

He felt it too, and it was weirding him out.

Great. At least I wasn’t the only one. But Speed Bump too?

What the hell was this?

“She’s a healer,” Darcy mumbled, obviously caught off guard by the comment.

“He means the attraction or whatever, dumbass, right?” I turned to Jackson, who was leaning forward with his hands clasped and staring at Topaz like she was a mystery to be solved.

“Yeah,” Jackson murmured, resting his chin on his hands in thought.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Darcy shrugged, but I could tell he was lying, clear as day.

“Fuck off, don’t play dumb now,” I growled, making Darcy shift uncomfortably in his seat.

His eyes met mine, and we stared off for a few moments before he pursed his lips and leaned back in his chair.

“Maybe, so what? It’s just some weird thing, probably from when she healed him and his hex did something to her,” Darcy suggested.

It was a far stretch for sure, but I didn’t dismiss it.

“Ah, the sexual tension in this room is beyond believable. What the hell is wrong with you guys?” Delilah declared as she waltzed into the room with a tray of cookies.

“Nothing,” I said instantly, but Delilah was smirking at her brother, who was still staring at Topaz inquisitively.

“Sure,” she scoffed. “Seems to me you all want the princess.”

“His hex messed with her,” I grumbled, jabbing an accusatory finger at Jackson. “It’s playing with us.”

“Sure, cause that’s how hexes totally work,” she smirked, shaking her head as she set the tray on the coffee table.

Topaz stirred, and I froze as those sleepy eyes cracked open, and she turned her head to spy the tray.

Her lips curved into a smile, and she sat up, plucking a cookie off the tray and yawning before biting into it.

Darcy and I exchanged glances, making it clear we did not want to bring up this weird shit with Topaz.

“So, miss Princess,” Delilah sat down on the coffee table as she grinned at Topaz. “What makes these guys all drawn to you? Cause I want in on that shit.”

Topaz choked on her cookie, sputtering as she tried to save herself from inhaling it.

“Dee, really?” Jackson sighed.

“Hmm, nickname is back. Starting to remember?” Delilah turned to her brother with a curious look.

“Bits and pieces. Family stuff,” he shrugged.

“Good,” Delilah nodded happily before turning back to Topaz, who had recovered and was glancing around at us carefully.

“I… I don’t know,” she mumbled when Delilah refused to let up, grinning at Topaz and making things so much more awkward for all of us.

“Hmm, okay,” Delilah breathed, narrowing her eyes as she tried to understand what was going on.

She shrugged, standing up and stretching before turning to her brother.

“I’m heading over to Janet’s. She’s been keeping an ear out since you ran off, has some info for me in the witch community. You know how close some of them can be, especially in this small town,” Delilah said.

“Should you really be going out there alone?” Darcy said.

“Why not? No one’s after me. The guy following you guys wouldn’t have known about me,” she waved it off.

“Maybe one of us should go with you,” I offered instantly. Anything to get away from this awkward situation.

“Look, you’re cute and all, but a little too old for me, don’t you think?” she grinned, and I just stared at her in shock.

“I’ll be fine, God,” she said, rolling her eyes as she spun on Jackson.

“You, stay here. They’ll look after you. Princess over there can help herself to some of my clothes if she wants out of that dress.”

Jackson just nodded, and she headed off with a brisk goodbye.

Leaving the four of us in awkward silence.

“So, Jackson, can I have a shower and change then? I’d love to get out of this dress,” Topaz finally said after a silent moment of us all looking at each other with lost expressions.

“Sure, I’ll show you where it is. The house and family are coming back already, maybe I’ll have my memories sooner than a few days,” Jackson smiled brightly as he stood up.

I caught Topaz’s slight smile in response to his grin.

Seriously, was she in heat or something?

That was only meant to happen once you’d connected with your mate and were ready to try for children. Not just some randomly occurring thing.

The pair headed off out into the hall, and I caught Darcy’s eyes once more.

Glancing out after the pair, I strode over and sat down in the armchair next to him.

“Seriously, what the fuck is this? I don’t like it,” I growled, hating that I had to confide in him. We weren’t friends or anything, but he was the only one in the same predicament it seemed.

“How the fuck should I know? She’s my best friend and now I’m feeling things,” Darcy hissed back.

“Really? It’s not that strange for you, honestly, it was bound to happen,” I smirked, and Darcy just sighed and shook his head.

“But we hate each other, in case you haven’t noticed,” I added.

“Oh, totally didn’t see that, at all,” Darcy retorted.

“Look, she’s good-looking and all, but this? I don’t know what this is,” I admitted.

“Neither do I,” Darcy mumbled.

“And Speed Bump too? He’s a fucking stranger, at least we all kind of know each other,” I shook my head. This was crazy.

Why was I so insanely drawn to her? It was spinning my head around.

But I knew for sure that I felt something for the sassy little tiger.
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Jackson.

I led Topaz into Delilah’s room, showing her the dresser full of clothes. She picked out a pair of jeans and a purple tee, and then I showed her the bathroom.

I paused, taking in the familiar room.

I could feel my memories, some of them resurfacing, some of them just out of reach. I knew they were there, I just couldn’t grasp them.

“Still trying to remember?” she asked softly.

“Yeah,” I mumbled, frowning as I turned to her.

“Thanks for trying to help me, and healing me,” I said, touching my ribs and finding no pain greeted me. Sure, we healed quick, but with her added boost, I’d healed up in just a few hours completely.

I was grateful that she and Darcy had been the ones to find me. They’d been kind and helpful. I’d been wary at first, but with a complete blank mind, I needed to trust them, I knew nothing else.

Now, I was glad I did.

They’d brought me home, and my memories were slowly returning.

“I help my father with his woodwork, making furniture and stuff,” I said, a few memories bubbling to the surface. “I went to school with you, for a while.”

“You did?” Topaz frowned, disbelieving me.

But I remembered her now. The girl who had punched Tyler in the face. Hell, I remembered all of them from primary school. She’d gained a nickname too. Not even six months after that, my parents pulled me from the school and moved me to another one a few towns over. They were worried how I’d fare with the tiger shifters at school, considering I was already a bit of an outcast.

“I’d remember you if we did,” Topaz said firmly.

“I looked different back then. Missing front teeth that got me teased a lot,” I shrugged.

“Wait, Jackson Dallaire? No way!” she gaped, completely stunned when I nodded.

Her eyes rolled over me, impressed.

“Well, you certainly have grown-up.”

I laughed, loving how I could relax with her.

Strange. I felt a pull to her ever since we’d visited Silver Springs, and the other two did too.

When she’d gotten aroused in the car, I almost couldn’t stand it. It reminded me of stories my father had told me when he’d had a few drinks, about when my mother would go into heat. He couldn’t keep his hands off her.

I’d wanted her badly, and I knew the other guys were fighting their instincts.

“Little Jackson Dallaire. You were only there for a year or two, then you were gone. I never knew you were a shifter,” she remarked.

“None of us really do until we’re teens,” I stated.

We didn’t begin shifting and gaining our shifter powers until puberty. We could then sense other shifters.

“You were so scrawny and little back then,” she snickered.

“I remember you socking Tyler in the face when he was picking on Darcy,” I smirked, and she just covered her mouth and shook her head in dismay.

“I heard him call you that name, it stuck, huh?”

“Yeah, the prick had me branded with it until High School ended,” she growled. “What else can you remember?”

“Childhood things. Maybe I’m getting it all back in order. Oldest to newest. I used to help my father out with his work even when I was a child, I always wanted to join the family business,” I informed her.

“Nice. But no memories on the witch or anything recently?”

“No, not yet,” I sighed. It was frustrating. I knew they were there, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t pull them forth.

“Well, maybe telling me more things you remember will keep the flow going,” she said as she set the clothes down on the basin and turned to me as she leaned on it. “What do you remember in regards to the Scarborough fires?”

The town fires started by an arsonist. I remembered them.

“I was fifteen, playing PlayStation with a friend from school when my parents came in and told me what was happening. Said that Josh would have to spend the night as the roads were closed off,” I explained.

“Do you remember graduating?” she asked.

I chewed my lip, racking my brain for anything, but nothing came to mind.

“No.”

“First girlfriend?” she asked quickly.

“Um, Lana, I asked her out at school not long after the fires,” I murmured, struggling to pull upon those memories.

“What happened with her?” Topaz asked, crossing her arms as I searched my mind for anything.

“Um… I think her parents… yeah, they got too involved. Didn’t like me. She was a different shifter, can’t remember what, but they didn’t approve. It ended us,” I finally tugged the memory forward, although it was fuzzy.

“Was she your first kiss?” Topaz asked softly, and I nodded.

“What was it like?” she grinned.

“Awkward as hell,” I chuckled. “We met up after school with our friends to hang out at the park, and we got dared to kiss since I’d already asked her to be my girlfriend but we weren’t acting like it. So I did, I nearly bit her tongue. Turns out, she knew how to kiss.”

“Aw, how cute,” she smirked.

“Yours?” I asked. If I was sharing something like this, she had to give too.

“Ha! This isn’t twenty-one questions, this is us trying to restore your memory,” she laughed.

“The witch lady said it’ll come back on its own with time,” I reminded her.

“I know, but we all want to know what the hell happened,” she said as she crossed her arms.

I shook my head, stifling some chuckles.

“What?” she demanded.

“Just you, in that ball gown. When you came out and healed me, I had a stupid thought that you were a princess angel,” I shared.

“Well, Silver Springs has their own angel,” she said. “I bought my heels from her. Her shop is amazing, the shoes are just gorgeous and perfect. But not me, I’m no angel, just your standard tiger shifter.”

“Your Pride is more like a Pack than a Pride. It’s got so many members,”

I remarked. It was true. My family had come to the area believing it must be under some kind of protection since they hadn’t been discovered despite being such a large Pride, and they shifted. We later discovered the town was warded when we investigated further, and it was considered a safe place for us to grow up.

My parents had spoken with the Chief, knowing that some shifters deemed their home their territory, like wolves, and wouldn’t take kindly to other predatory shifters moving in.

They’d been more than happy to welcome us, but we kept to ourselves anyway.

“Do you have a girlfriend now?” she asked, frowning as she inspected her dress, clearly eager to get out of it.

“I don’t know… I don’t think so,” I shrugged. When I’d gotten dressed, there were no photos of a girlfriend or anything in my room. Although, there were condoms in the top drawer with my boxers.

I had tossed Darcy’s ones in the clothes basket to wash later. I’d have to thank him for lending them to me.

“Shame,” she murmured, and I caught her gazing at me through her lashes. Her stylish bun she had was falling out, strands framing her face. Her hair actually shimmered when she shifted, as if she’d sprayed some kind of glitter in it for her party.

I’d caught on to what had happened. That Tyler had been declared a mate for her. I’d heard some Prides would do that, those that were large and unrelated. They’d complete a ceremony and spell that would bind the pair, bonding them in a similar way to the true bond that develops with large cat shifters.

Sometimes I wished we could be more like other shifters, who just knew when they found their mate. They felt something special for them, and magically knew.

But I’d felt something for Topaz, out on the street when she healed me. And then when we were in Jeep, after we visited the cafe.

The second time it had been so much stronger though.

“What are you staring at?” she asked, arching a brow at me.

I smiled, stepping forward to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. She drew in a sharp intake at this, those eyes flashing as she stared at me.

She was stunningly gorgeous, with high cheekbones and a perfectly straight nose, those deep, seeing eyes, and her perfect smile.

And the dress, despite being so splayed at the bottom, did show that she had a nice waist and bust.

I realized I’d left my hand on the side of her face, stroking her cheek as the pull towards her only grew.

She wasn’t hating the touch either, instead, her eyes were half hooded, gazing at me with a hint of hunger.

My body reacted instantly to this, and then my eyes dropped to those beautiful, slightly parted lips. Her red lipstick was wearing off, but the temptation was too great.

I ducked my head, capturing her lips in my own.

She stiffened, and I wondered if she was going to shove me away, but then she welcomed me, her arms coming up to wrap around my neck as she kissed me back.

Heat coursed through my body, every nerve-ending tingling with desire for this intriguing woman who’d woken me up.

I wanted her badly.

And she wanted me.
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As soon as Jackson’s lips touched mine, an electrical spark surged through me, igniting my body with heat that burrowed into my core, making me ache with need.

I welcomed him, wrapping my arms around his neck as his body pressed against mine.

His tongue teased my lips, begging for entrance, and I happily let him in.

I moaned, melting into the kiss as our mouths moved against one another.

His hands rested on my lower back, holding me against him.

My nostrils flared as I drew in the scent of his growing arousal, and I caught a whiff of my own.

Fuck.

One hand moved to my hair, tangling in it as he kissed me more hungrily, and my hands unclasped, sliding down his back and then around and up his chest, drawing a soft growl from him.

We broke apart for air, and I lolled my head back with a soft moan as he began nibbling on my neck, his hands working at the zipper on the back of my dress.

I slid my hands up under his shirt, my fingers tracing over that gorgeously toned body, desperate to see him unclothed once more.

The back of my dress opened up, and I helped him shimmy it down to the floor so I could step out of it.

His eyes roamed over my bare form, from my lacy black bra to the matching panties.

My eyes dropped to the stiffness straining against his jeans, and I bit my lip as my body flushed, my heart beating frantically.

He growled, moving in and claiming my lips once more, only breaking away as I worked his shirt off, before his desperate kiss had me quivering and moaning.

I trailed my hands down his chest and sides, loving the feel of his warm body pressed against mine.

I unbuttoned his jeans, sliding the zipper down, and moaning as his length bounced out, straining against the thin fabric of his boxers. I stroked it, drawing a low moan from him against my lips.

“Condoms?” I breathed, breaking the kiss and knowing we needed protection first.

He just stared at me, before giving me another kiss and heaving me up.

I squealed as I instantly wrapped my legs around his waist, clinging to him as he kissed my neck. He shimmied out of his jeans, an impressive feat considering he was holding me up. And then he walked us backwards, somehow managing to hold me up with just one arm as he opened the door and walked us out into the hall.

I wondered vaguely if the guys downstairs could hear us, but I didn’t care.

Hell, I wanted them to join.

He carried me to his room, making sure to close the door before moving to the bed and laying me down.

Those blue eyes were dark with hunger as he took a moment to eye me over, a teasing smirk playing at those delicious lips. He crawled over my body, and I cupped his face in my hands, stroking that rough blond stubble as I kissed him once more.

His hands explored my bare skin, leaving hot tingles in their wake.

My body screamed for him, desperate to become one with him.

I hooked one leg over his hips, arching up to grind into him.

He shuddered, his teeth nipping my lower lip as he growled.

I danced my fingers down his chest, loving how he quivered at my touch, and found the waistband of his boxers.

I fingered them teasingly, diving a finger in to gently stroke his length and pelvic region, loving the rumbles emanating from his chest.

He lifted the front of me up slightly, his fingers finding the clasp of my bra and expertly removing it.

And then he broke our kiss, staring down at my breasts, his chest heaving as his hand trailed down the center of my chest.

I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I’d never done something like this, but I couldn’t fight this insane desire in me. I wanted him, badly.

I gasped as he dove down, his mouth closing on my left nipple and drawing a deep, long moan from me as I arched into him.

One hand was snaking down my side, dancing over my hip before sliding down my inner thigh, resting at the edge of my panties, only inches from my aching desire.

He nipped my nipple, making me gasp and tremble, and he took the chance to slide his finger under my panties and test my wetness.

The groan he released against my skin had me moaning, and then he eased a finger inside me.

My hands found his hair, and I massaged his head as I moaned, loving the way he was stroking me.

The door was slammed open, and I yelped as Jackson was yanked off me.

I snarled at Tyler, who was holding Jackson back, and then turned my furious gaze on Darcy, who looked shocked and caught off guard as he glanced over my mostly naked form, before he snapped out of it and reached for me.

“What the fuck are you doing?!” I snapped, my body screaming hot.

“Something weird is going on with all of us, and this, this is not happening,” Darcy stated as he snatched up Jackson’s shirt and tossed it at my boobs in an attempt to cover them.

I let the shirt fall on the bed as I glared at him.

“Well, someone’s finishing this,” I stated, not realizing what I’d said until all the guys were just staring at me in shock.

I was horny, and I wasn’t choosy.

“Nope, you need to get dressed,” Darcy finally managed to mumble as he leaned over me to pick up the tee and gently cover my chest with it.

He was so close, I could smell the unique cinnamon scent he’d always had since we were kids, like a wild cinnamon, if that was a thing.

I reacted without thinking, cupping his face since he was right there leaning over me, and claiming his lips.

He froze up like a statue, not breathing as I trailed my tongue over his lower lip suggestively.

Ever so slowly, he kissed me back, and I knew the other two were just watching us in bewilderment.

He was a good kisser as he moved his mouth against mine, his hands moving to tangle in my hair automatically.

“Seriously?” Tyler groaned, and I took a few more moments to enjoy the kiss before pulling back to glance at him.

He was still holding Jackson, who wore a devious smirk as he watched us with delight, while Tyler looked completely lost.

I certainly wasn’t the little girl he’d bullied all those years ago.

“No, we need to stop, we don’t know what’s causing this,” Tyler said as he released Jackson and went to move towards me.

“You have a half-naked woman before you and you question it? Wow, not the Tyler I know,” I snickered. Tyler. The player. He’d been with so many girls in high school, changing them like you change your underwear. I doubted he’d reject a naked woman interested in him.

“I don’t take advantage of women,” he growled.

I arched a brow at this, intrigued, before I got distracted as Darcy stroked my cheek.

I could smell his growing interest in me. He looked torn, like he knew doing this would change our friendship, and there was no going back. But he wanted me as much as I wanted him in this moment.

I knew our friendship would forever be altered, but I couldn’t fight it anymore. Maybe I’d always cared for him more than a friend, wanted him more.

“Darcy, she’s your best friend,” Tyler attempted to be the voice of reason, which made me chuckle. How unexpected. Maybe Tyler had changed more than I thought, or actually had some kind of morals.

“Come, both of you,” I beckoned Jackson and Tyler over as I tugged at Darcy’s shirt, begging him to sit down on the bed with me.

He obliged, not saying a word as those eyes flashed with an inner war.

He was fighting the pull, but he was losing. I’d given up trying to battle it.

“W…What?” Tyler mumbled, his eyes rolling over me before he averted them.

“Did I stutter?” I smirked, reaching out and taking Jackson’s hand as he strode over, wearing only his boxers. He sat down on the other side of me, and I turned to Darcy.

“Why fight it?” I murmured as I stroked his neck before moving my hand to hold the back of his neck as I captured his lips.

I felt him give in, his hand moving to stroke my side before resting on my hip.

I moaned as Jackson began nibbling on my neck.

This was like a dream, I’d never normally do something like this, but whatever had changed inside me, it was running the show now.

“Fuck,” I heard Tyler mutter, and then his soft footsteps as he hesitantly joined us. To think he would be the one to fight it the most caught me off guard, I would’ve thought Darcy would be the logical one. But the air was thick with our desire, and it was only making us crazy.

Darcy’s hand moved slowly, tracing my side and sending heat flushing through my body.

I knew my arousal was driving him crazy, but he was restraining himself. Just.

Jackson’s lips upon my neck were making me moan against Darcy’s lips, and then Jackson’s hand was sliding between my legs, and I quivered as heat and desire tore through me once more.

I opened my eyes a fraction, finding Tyler standing before us, looking perplexed but horny as fuck.

I focused on Darcy, my hands fumbling with the buttons of his white undershirt, and he assisted me, taking off his blue tie and then expertly removing his shirt.

I broke the kiss to duck my head and kiss his chest, before moving to suckle on his left nipple.

We’d laughed once when he’d admitted he loved the sensation, and the way he was moaning right now, his hands in my hair, was making me frantic.

Jackson was kissing my shoulder, his fingers diving beneath my panties and teasing me.

I arched as he slipped a finger inside me, and I gasped against Darcy’s chest as I traced down his toned, perfect body. I’d seen him shirtless a number of times before, but never touched him. He had a sprinkling of dark hair over his chest, unlike the other pair. I’d seen Tyler topless back in school, and he was gorgeously hairless.

I moaned as Jackson stroked me perfectly, and my hands dropped to Darcy’s pants as I stroked the bulge in them. He shivered, and I gave his nipple a soft nip, drawing a pleasurable hiss from him.

I released his nipple when his hand caught my chin, allowing him to guide me up to hungrily kiss me once more. The passion and longing in his kiss made my core tighten, and I squirmed as Jackson upped his movements, sliding in another finger.

“Pants off,” I rasped as I broke our desperate kiss, and Darcy turned away as he tore his pants off. I took the moment to smile seductively at Tyler, who was watching the show, his jeans tenting. “Get undressed.”

Tyler hesitated, his chest heaving as he watched us.

“You sure?” he mumbled, acting extremely out of character. Where was the Tyler I had hated for so long? The egotistical, confident bastard?

I nodded, and his shoulders relaxed as he finally allowed a smile to play at his lips.

I was gasping softly, arching as Jackson worked his magic, his lips on my neck once more, and Darcy was now in his briefs, his hands exploring my body and teasing my nipples.

I kept my eyes on Tyler as he tugged off his grey shirt, biting my lip at his deliciously ripped body, the muscles quivering with his movements. He’d been a big football player at high school, and he was built to perfection.

I spread my legs wider, wishing Jackson had removed my panties. The pleasure was building, and I was drawing in ragged breaths as my body bucked and spasmed, desperate for release.

Jackson’s hand withdrew from my panties, making me whimper just as Tyler tugged his jeans off, standing in nothing but his stunning white briefs before me.

I eyed his arousal straining against his briefs, knowing I wanted him badly. I wanted all of them.

Now.

I turned to Jackson, catching his mouth by surprise, and he worked his boxers off, allowing his sizable member to bounce free, standing firm for me.

Darcy was still exploring me, kissing my shoulder and the sweet spot where it met with my neck, and my hand moved down to tease Jackson as he kissed me hard.

I moaned against him as I felt hands tugging at my panties, and I opened one eye to see Tyler was watching me with a devious smile as he removed them while I still sat on the edge of the bed.

He was kneeling before me, slowly pulling them down as he kissed my legs.

I wanted to wrap my legs around his head and pull him into me, to feel those lips upon my arousal.

I’d heard he was wonderful at it.

I pumped Jackson’s length, his growls filling the room as I reached over and found that Darcy had removed his briefs.

I broke my kiss with Jackson, desperate to see the one thing I’d never seen from my best friend.

And damn, he was just as big as Jackson, a perfect size.

Darcy claimed my mouth once more, but I spasmed and gasped, allowing him into my mouth just as Tyler ducked his head between my legs, his tongue tasting me.

“She smells so fucking good,” Jackson growled as he threw his head back, my hand still pumping him slowly.

I gasped and moaned against Darcy’s lips as Tyler worked his magic, suckling on my clit and sliding two fingers inside me.

Darcy leaned me back, hovering over me as he kissed me, and my free hand found his member, stroking it and loving how it twinged as he moaned.

I worked both my hands on them, loving how Jackson was now suckling on my nipple and playing with the other as Darcy kissed me.

Darcy broke the kiss as I arched up, my movements faltering on their lengths as Tyler began stroking my walls expertly and quickly, his tongue swirling over my clit between suckles.

I was panting, lurching around as Tyler held my legs firm.

I released their shafts, scared I was going to squeeze them as my orgasm neared.

“Fuck, oh God,” I gasped, and Darcy groaned as he watched me nearing climax.

“Finish for us,” Jackson purred.

I cried out, the orgasm ripping through me as I grasped the bedsheets like a wild cat, writhing as Tyler made sure to give me the full effect as he continued pleasuring me.

The orgasmic waves rolled over me, and I drew in ragged breaths as the other two kissed my body, pumping themselves as they enjoyed my finish.

Tyler was lapping up my juices, and the air was thick with my release.

The shift in them happened instantly, like their animalistic sides took over.

Darcy looked up at me as I lifted my head to gaze at the three men, and I saw the animalistic, hungry look in his eye.

Jackson was growling, while Tyler had risen from the floor, his briefs gone and his thick, long member jutting out proudly. He was bigger than the other two, and my mouth went dry at the sight.

I felt it only moments after them, my tiger side rearing her head, screaming to mate with them immediately.

I didn’t know then, but this was the heat that mates went into.

Tyler yanked me towards him, slipping into me easily with how wet I was, and I moaned loudly as my walls stretched to accommodate him.

The look in Darcy’s hazel eyes and Jackson’s darkened blue eyes made me shiver in anticipation.

Everything moved quickly, and in seconds, Tyler had flipped me over, withdrawing for only a moment before driving back into me and making me gasp.

I was on my hands and knees, and Jackson moved to place himself before me, his length right before me.

I accepted him into my mouth, glancing at Darcy through hooded eyes.

He was playing with himself, now standing off to the side of the bed, enjoying the scene before him.

Tyler pounded into me, the angle working for me perfectly as the bliss built up once more, and his harsh movements only aided in me sucking on Jackson, using one hand to steady myself on the bed while the other toyed with his balls.

“So goddamn… perfect,” Tyler grunted as he slammed into me hard and fast, making me gag on Jackson, who was moaning and fisting his hands in my hair.

I gasped as the pair had their way with me, my body jerking with Tyler’s harsh pounding.

It didn’t take long before I was gasping and grinding back into him, so close to finish once more.

Jackson was growling and moaning, and I wanted to scream for Tyler to finish me, to release the pleasure that was coiling inside me.

“Fuck,” Jackson growled, and I could feel his balls tightening with his impending release.

I drove back into Tyler as he pounded into me, my body rocking between the pair.

I moaned, gasping wider as my body shuddered violently with the climax, my fingers curling into the bed sheets.

Jackson sunk deeper into my mouth, but the pleasure somehow overrode my gag reflex as I moaned.

Tyler was cursing as my walls clenched around him, milking his length.

I tasted Jackson’s salty finish as he quivered before me, his hands faltering in my hair as he lolled his head back.

Tyler joined him, grunting and shaking as his warm climax filled me up.

My arms turned to jelly, and Jackson pulled out of my mouth as I collapsed to the side, swallowing before gasping for air.

Tyler pulled out, giving my ass a squeeze as I allowed myself to roll onto my side.

Both guys were panting, but my eyes fell on Darcy, who was now climbing onto the bed and hovering over me.

“My turn,” he murmured, dipping his head to nibble on my neck.

I moaned, still recovering from the bliss coursing through me as his hands explored my body.

His mouth moved to mine, and I only barely registered that I probably tasted like Jackson, but Darcy didn’t seem to care.

He hooked my leg over his hip, still kissing me as he eased inside me.

He kissed me and whispered sweet words of how amazing and beautiful I was as he slowly made love to me. Not animalistic and feral like the other two, he was taking his time, savoring the moment.

I found myself staring into those incredible hazel eyes that I’d come to know so well over the years.

They were filled with utter love and devotion, and the sight only drove me closer to finish.

His hands trailed down my body, leaving hot sparks in their wake.

The orgasm he brought me with his soft, tender touch had me practically screaming his name as I clutched him tight.

“Holy fuck, T,” he moaned, shaking as he joined me in our climax.

We clung to each other, not caring that the other two guys were watching us, already turned on again.

Darcy’s warm arms felt safe and loving, and I fit perfectly into them.

But he moved away when Jackson murmured to him, and I just bit my lip as Jackson hovered over me instead.

The wild sex he gave me was perfect, different from Tyler’s rougher touch and Darcy’s softness.

His nails dug into me as he slammed into me, and I found myself orgasming for a fourth time. Little did I know the day would hold more, and we spent the next few hours repeatedly having sex.

I awoke, my body aching badly and feeling sticky, I just blinked, finding myself in Darcy’s arms on Jackson’s bed. He was spooning me, nuzzling my back as he snored softly.

Jackson was lying in front of me, his leg over mine and looking so angelic in the sunlight filtering through his window.

Every fiber of my being screamed, aching from the strenuous workout.

I inwardly groaned as I remembered everything that had transpired.

What the fuck had happened? Seriously?

We had a foursome. A big one.

I carefully maneuvered myself free of Darcy’s grip, my stomach knotting as I sat up and looked down at him.

I screwed my best friend.

Jesus.

I couldn’t believe what I’d done. I’d never been the kind of girl to even have casual sex, let alone this.

I carefully slid off the bed, miraculously not waking the pair. I scavenged the room, finding my clothing before abandoning them and deciding a shower was in order.

My legs were sticky, and I could feel the semen dripping out of me as I walked.

We hadn’t used condoms either.

Fuck my life.

I carefully tiptoed out of the room and to the bathroom, wondering where Tyler was.

But somehow, I knew. He was downstairs, brooding in the living room. I’d head down to him once I’d cleaned up.

I showered quickly, making sure to give my swollen, sore lady bits a thorough clean despite the discomfort. Fuck, I was sore all over.

Then I pulled on the purple tee and jeans before heading downstairs.

“Tyler,” I murmured as I entered the living room, spying the perplexed shifter on the couch, staring vacantly at the wall.

He jumped as I said his name, apparently not noticing my arrival.

“Hey,” he mumbled, and I chewed my lip as I walked closer, my heart hammering.

What the hell had we just done earlier?

“We’re mated,” he stated.

I just blinked, not comprehending his words.

“What?” I mumbled dumbly.

“We all felt a pull to you, and from my understanding, we’re all probably mated now,” he said, glancing at me out of the corner of his eye.

“That’s absurd,” I snorted, but my stomach was rolling uneasily.

“We couldn’t fight the instinct to be with you. None of us. Not even Darcy,” Tyler frowned, resting his cheek on his fist as he stared at the wall.

“How are you so sure it’s a mated thing?” I asked gently.

Mated? That wasn’t possible, especially not to three men. I’d heard stories of the odd tiger finding they had two mates, but three? That was not possible.

“I think some kind of magic caught us, I’m not sure how, but it awakened the mating bond between us.”

I just stared at him before striding over and sitting down beside him, the full weight of his words finally hitting me.

“You probably think I’m dumb, and you’re wondering why I think this. My mother always spoke about the bond with me, she wanted me to find my true mate, but my father was logical, wanted me to be with someone who would be best for me and the Pride,” he sighed.

“And he thought that was me?” I snorted.

“I dunno, I guess so,” he shrugged.

“You’re not at all who I believed you were, Tyler,” I said softly.

“I doubt that,” he whispered as he finally turned to look at me. My breath caught at those mesmerizing brown eyes, and how utterly handsome he was when he wasn’t putting on the bad boy jock facade.

“I’m sorry that you got that nickname, I deserved what you did to me all those years ago,” he finally said after a moment of staring at me.

“We were kids,” I shrugged, but his apology sent butterflies through me, and relief swept through me a little.

“Still doesn’t make it right. I never stopped others from calling you that, and I should’ve. Since leaving school, I realized how silly it all was,” he said, chewing his cheek.

“You know, earlier, when you were trying to be the voice of reason and logic when even Darcy caved, I was honestly surprised. I would never have expected you to…” I paused, struggling to find the right words.

“To not take up the easy offer of sex? I was never like that, I got labelled a player at school, and I guess I was, but I never took advantage of anyone,” he said, nodding softly as he clasped his hands between his knees.

“You seem smarter than you let on at school,” I noted. He’d failed some classes, and I honestly always thought he was just a dumb jock. But the statement he made about mates, how he seemed to know what had happened, had me questioning that.

He chuckled and sighed as he looked at me. “Yeah, I guess so. I didn’t try hard at school, even though I could’ve done somewhat okay. I focused too much on my social status, which was stupid, I could have gone to college like good ole Darcy and got some wicked job, instead I’m stuck working for my father.”

“I work with my mother,” I shrugged. It was not a bad thing, I earned a decent wage, and my parents owned the house outright.

“It’s different, you actually want to, I don’t. My father can be a bit of a jerk to his own children. And I know I was a spoiled brat growing up. As soon as I turned eighteen though, that all changed. I was cut off from the family money, and now I pay for everything myself,” he explained.

“Oh,” was all I could say. Wow. Tyler had changed, a lot it seemed. I’d never tried to get to know him either I guess, so how could I have known all this?

“So, you really think this is a mates thing?” I changed the subject.

“I can feel you, if I think of you, I know where you are. And when we had sex, I felt like a piece of me had been completed,” Tyler frowned.

I knew exactly what he meant.

When I’d finally had all three of the guys, I’d felt whole, like something I hadn’t known I’d been missing had been found.

“Guess your dad will be glad then,” I mumbled, lost for words.

He was right, and I knew it.

I was mated to three guys.

“Yeah, guess so,” he smirked, before finally turning to me.

“What’s your favorite color?” he asked suddenly.

“Um, blue,” I answered with a frown. “Why? And what’s yours?”

“Like your dress? And just wondering. Mine’s red,” he smiled softly. The normal, non-jerky expression made me soften.

“Yeah, like my dress. Guess I’m named after the color I love,” I joked.

He frowned for a moment before rolling his eyes and catching on.

“Why?” I asked again. Why was he suddenly so curious?

“If we’re mated, I should probably know more about you,” he shrugged.

I smirked at this.

Mated. With Tyler Harrison.

Who would have ever thought I’d allow that. Hell, I’d instigated the whole thing, but I was blaming hormones or whatever the hell had possessed me earlier.

But as I sat next to him, feeling the warmth from his body this close, I wanted to touch him again, feel his lips on my skin.

“I remember walking past you once in high school, I think in grade ten, you were sitting at the bleachers, all alone, reading ‘Black Beauty’. I remember it, because seeing you reading, not noticing me and causing you to scowl, was the first time I realized how beautiful you were. We were always butting heads whenever we ran into each other, and I never noticed it before for some reason,” he said.

My heart melted as my chest squeezed. He even remembered the book I was reading.

I wanted to laugh at myself. Yesterday I would’ve been horrified if someone had said I’d feel touched by his words.

“Wow, Tyler Harrison, getting all soft on me,” I chuckled.

He laughed and shook his head.

“Not quite the jerk you pretended to always be,” I noted.

“No, I was a jerk,” he admitted. “To you, to Darcy. To a lot of people.”

“What made you suddenly change?” I wondered aloud.

“Julie,” he murmured, and it took me a moment to understand. His little sister.

“Julie?” I coaxed him, wanting to understand exactly why.

“She was getting bullied at school just as I was finishing. A guy broke her heart by cheating on her, and she was getting ridiculed. I saw how much it hurt her, and I found the dick responsible and… spoke to him,” he said, clearing his throat.

I doubted it was just a talk, he probably scared the boy senseless.

“But I realized, I’d been just like him. He was a freshman, just joined the football team. It opened my eyes,” he explained.

I just stared at him, utterly shocked. Tyler was not at all who I remembered.

“I’m sorry I called you Spaz this morning, it was automatic, I guess,” he mumbled.

“I’m sorry I assumed you were still the same dick from school,” I shrugged, giving him a lopsided smile.

“We had sex,” he blurted, and I broke out into giggles.

“Yes, we did. We all did,” I chuckled.

“I’m still wrapping my head around that,” he smirked. “That we all did stuff with you, at once.”

“Never done it before?” I mused. I’d have thought he might have.

“I’ve had the odd threesome, back at school. But nothing like this. This was… unique. Primal,” he explained, those soft brown eyes settling on me.

Speaking with him, so normally and without the usual hatred, it was nice.

“So, you work with your mom?” he shifted the subject once more.

I nodded, and began telling him about my job at the bakery with my mother, how I worked as a baker, and my father was a truck driver for the region. I was an only child too, which didn’t bother me, but I think it had added to my independent loner personality. I was happy on my own, delving into other worlds within the pages of all the books I owned or borrowed. He told me his dreams were small in comparison to others, he just wanted a job he was happy in, and a good family. He wanted to be a better father than his own, who had spoiled him. He knew he’d grown up to be a brat, unappreciative of anything until he was cut off. He wouldn’t do that to his own children. If he became Chief, his children would know how to be the best Pride members, how to have empathy and good morals, something he’d lacked until he’d opened his eyes and seen just what a tool he’d been.

I told him of all the places I wanted to travel, and he grinned and encouraged me to share more with him. He’d never travelled before, his father was needed here for the Pride, and travel was never an option really, but after showing him some photos on my phone, his eyes were filled with wonder and excitement as well.

Movement upstairs cut our conversation short as we both looked to the ceiling.

“Darcy’s up,” Tyler mused.

I frowned, looking at him in confusion.

I knew it was him, because we were now mated. But why did Tyler know?

“How do you know?” I murmured.

Tyler just looked at me, not understanding for a few moments, before it dawned on him.

“I didn’t touch him,” he put up his hands defensively.

“I wasn’t saying that,” I rolled my eyes.

How peculiar.

“Maybe it’s whatever weirdass magic was affecting us. Maybe the mating thing linked us all,” I thought aloud.

“I forgot about that,” he mumbled, and when I raised an eyebrow, he elaborated. “That you’re mated to all of us. The Pride might see that strangely, it’s not normal. And how does that mean we’ll live our lives? Do we all just share you happily? Do we all live together?” he frowned, only now thinking about what it all meant.

I just stared at him, not knowing the answers.

I just knew that I wanted to be around all of them now.

Great.
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Darcy.

I awoke to find Jackson asleep beside me. The sight of the naked man made me scramble out of the bed before the events came crashing back into my mind.

Shit.

I’d slept with Topaz.

I could tell she was downstairs with Tyler, and I frowned as I tried to understand everything.

Mated. That much was clear, but she wasn’t just mated to me.

I was mated to my best friend.

I inwardly groaned, knowing our relationship was forever changed by this now.

I gathered up my clothes, my mind swirling with uncertainty.

I froze as I reached the door, images of Topaz beneath me, the way her body felt against mine, the utter perfection of it all. Fuck, she had been perfect.

Had I occasionally had the thought of what it would be like if we tried to date over the years? Yes, but I didn’t want to ruin the friendship we’d built if she rejected me.

Well, that had been completely forgotten in the moment.

But why? Why now? Why with all three of us?

Something magical had affected us.

And the only thing I could think of, was the stuff we’d gotten from Jewels Cafe. We’d all had coffees and muffins. Something must have been in them.

Except Tyler. He didn’t have anything. Unless he had something before he got to the car.

I had to figure this out. Surely Tyler was unhappy with this turn out, and Topaz couldn’t possibly want this to be true.

As much as I actually enjoyed the idea of being her mate, I couldn’t see her being okay with it.

Hell, we barely knew Jackson, and Tyler, well, she’d be pissed about that for sure.

But as I had those thoughts, I realized the truth.

She wasn’t too upset by it. I could feel her, feel the way she felt about it all. And she was warming up to Tyler.

As for Jackson, she’d taken a little bit of time to get to know him before things had escalated.

I shook my head, not understanding this sudden linking with the trio. How did I know these things?

My mind moved to my parents. They’d said their mating bond had opened up a special linking between them, the ability to feel their emotions and even glimpse some thoughts.

Mated.

I still couldn’t believe it. And why three of us? Two was heard of and extremely rare, but three? Impossible, I would’ve thought.

Apparently not.

I made my way downstairs, chaotic thoughts rolling around in my mind.

I stiffened as Tyler met me at the base of the stairs, giving me an awkward smile.

“I’m going to shower,” he mumbled as he averted his eyes.

I guess we were both still coming to terms with what the hell had happened.

I moved to the side as he slunk past me, and I hesitated before heading into the kitchen instead of the living room.

Coffee. I needed coffee to clear my head and get my thoughts working right. Because right now, all I could think of was Topaz, of how amazing she was, how special and important she was to me. How I wanted to just hold her and kiss her again.

Flashes of our foursome seeped into my mind, and I ran a weary hand down my face.

I’d never done something like that. I’d never even been in a threesome.

I’d seen more male nakedness than I’d care to admit in the past few hours.

A glance at the clock revealed it was past lunchtime now. We’d slept for a few hours then.

Thank God Delilah hadn’t come home, she would’ve had some serious questions.

I flicked the kettle on, searching the cupboards until I found the instant coffee and a mug.

I stared out the window, trying to make sense of it all.

“Weird, huh?”

I sighed, having felt T join me.

“A little, still trying to understand it,” I admitted as I turned to smile at her.

She looked so innocent and sweet, nothing like the wildcat we’d all screwed a few hours earlier.

“Yeah, seems we’re all mated,” she mumbled as she looked at her bare feet. She’d obviously ditched the heels permanently, and I didn’t blame her.

“Does it bother you?” I asked as the kettle boiled and I poured the water into my mug. The aroma of hot coffee hit me, and I moved to the fridge for milk, grateful to find some in there. I really should’ve checked first.

“Does it bother you?” she bounced the question back as she folded her arms.

I paused after pouring some milk into my mug, chewing my lip.

“No, not really. I mean, our friendship meant so much to me, and now it’s been changed in just a few hours,” I admitted softly.

“It doesn’t have to change,” she whispered.

I set the milk down on the bench, turning to face her fully.

She was refusing to look at me, and I knew she was on edge. I could feel her uneasiness about all of this, which was bizarre, considering how close we were. Nothing had ever come between us or weirded us out.

But this was different. I knew it.

I rolled my eyes over her, taking in that slightly wavy brown hair that was still damp from her shower, the way her lips pouted as she worried while her brow creased. Those gorgeous doe eyes were focused on a tile on the floor, as if it held the answers for everything.

Before I realized what I was doing, I’d moved to stand before her, causing her head to snap up and those eyes to lock with my own.

“It has changed,” I breathed, ducking my head down to claim her lips.

She gasped, stiffening for a moment before relaxing, her hands snaking up around my neck.

I was starting to think the whole thing earlier had been too surreal, but right now, I knew it was meant to be.

I’d loved her for so long, thinking I could be happy with just friendship, but I’d wanted her.

Her lips moved against mine, and she nibbled on my lower lip as I wrapped my arms around her.

We kissed deeply, and I only broke the kiss when I realized my body was screaming to take her right then and there.

I pressed my forehead against hers, loving the way she felt in my arms.

“I guess it has changed,” she murmured, and I stared at her sweet smile through hooded eyes.

“Tyler too, huh?” I chuckled.

“He’s not actually that bad,” she smirked. “I think he has changed.”

“How things have changed so quickly,” I said with a click of my tongue.

“Tell me about it. To think I would have actually ended up mated with him… and you,” she breathed softly, brushing her lips against mine as she pressed her body against me.

I quivered, my animalistic instincts kicking in at how she was practically rubbing herself against me.

I kissed her again, nipping her lower lip and drawing a soft growl from her before diving into her mouth.

I’d dressed back into my pants and undershirt, but now I wished I’d stayed in my briefs considering the way my arousal was straining against my well-fitting pants. Fuck, they were too tight.

I broke the kiss again, growling as I moved to nibble on her neck.

“I can’t fight it when you’re tempting me like this, T. I’ll end up having you right here,” I purred.

“Then stop fighting it,” she answered, her voice husky as she pulled my face back and kissed me again.

I lost it, the fight inside me over instantly as I lifted her up and moved her to perch on the edge of the kitchen counter, kissing her passionately and moving to nip her neck.

She worked my shirt off, and I yanked hers over her head with ease, grateful she hadn’t bothered to throw a bra on as I began ravishing her breasts.

She was mewing as I suckled on her, and I unhooked the button on her jeans, unzipping them and helping her shimmy out of them while still kissing and nipping her nipples.

The strong scent of her desire filled the air, and whatever control I’d had was lost as I pulled my pants and briefs down and drove into her tight, wet walls.

Her legs locked around my waist as her hands trailed down my back, and I kissed her over and over, driving into her hard and deep.

I needed her, I needed her more than she would ever understand. I’d grown up watching over her, seeing her flourish and become a beautiful, caring, amazing woman.

I’d fallen in love with her long ago, but had never fully accepted it.

And now, as our bodies were one and she was clawing at me, desperate for her climax which was ever so near, I knew I loved her.

I loved her in mind, body, and soul.

“I’ve loved you forever,” I moaned as she bucked against me.

I felt her utter delight and joy at the words, and then her walls tightened around me.

“Darcy, fuck,” she moaned out, shuddering as her nails dug into my back.

I couldn’t hold it back anymore, I drove into her once more, sinking as deep into her as I could as I kissed her neck, the pleasure exploding inside me.

We held each other, riding the waves of utter bliss as our bodies heaved.

“I love you too,” she finally murmured, resting her head on my shoulder.

“So you think the Cafe is to blame?” Topaz mused as we now sat down in the living room.

I’d had to microwave my coffee to reheat it after our little moment in the kitchen.

Jackson had joined us once we were dressed and back to ourselves, but his sly smile told us that he knew exactly what had gone down in the kitchen.

He’d made toast for all of us, and now we sat in the living room enjoying some food, with Tyler having joined us as well.

He was helping himself to a piece of toast with peanut butter slathered on it.

“It’s all I can think of really. Magic definitely had to be involved to set us all off like that,” I explained.

“I didn’t have anything from the cafe,” Tyler spoke up. He was seated in the armchair, with Jackson in the other, while I sat on the couch with T.

“I’ve been thinking about it, and maybe it was just T’s muffin or coffee that was spiked. I’ve heard the owners of Jewels Cafe are witches,” I said as I drank the last remnants of my coffee and set it down on the coffee table.

“Why would they spike it?” Tyler questioned.

“I’m not sure,” I grumbled. It was the one thing I couldn’t figure out. But there had to be a reason all of this had happened.

“You could always ask?” Jackson shrugged as he reached for another piece of toast.

“I think I’ll do that. Any new memories?” I asked, focusing on the shifter as he scarfed down his toast.

“I’m remembering more and more. Still haven’t remembered the witch who hexed me though,” he said through a mouthful of food.

“You’ll get there,” Topaz said gently.

“So, what do we do about this mating thing?” Tyler spoke up.

“Maybe the witch can reverse it?” Jackson suggested.

The thought of reversing it made me sick to my stomach, and judging from the way Jackson looked downfallen at the thought made me realize none of us really wanted that.

We just knew this whole union thing wasn’t normal.

Three mates to one female. Not exactly your everyday thing.

“Is that what you want?” I asked T softly.

She pursed her lips as she looked around at us.

“I don’t think mating bonds can be reversed, even if they were triggered by magic,” she said after a moment. “Same way mates can be chosen for you and a ceremony done to bind you like true mates, that can’t be reversed.”

“How would we even make such a thing like this work?” Jackson asked.

“What do you mean?” I queried.

“Well, do we all live in one house? Share her? Take turns being with her?” Jackson asked.

It was some of the same questions I’d had playing on my mind.

We all stared at one another in silence, unsure how to answer.

“I didn’t mind being shared earlier,” Topaz finally mumbled sheepishly. “But having one on one time with each of you would be nice too.”

I couldn’t help it, I started laughing awkwardly before shaking my head.

“I can’t believe we’re discussing this, it’s so strange,” I choked. Everything had happened so suddenly, right in the blink of an eye.

We’d gone from dealing with chosen mate dramas, to being caught up in an amnesiac’s troubles, to being mated and wondering about how best to continue life.

What a rollercoaster of a ride.

“I still want to travel,” Topaz stated. “And none of you guys are going to stop that. Mated or not.”

I glanced at her, at the determined, stubborn look on her face.

“I work,” I muttered. I couldn’t just go off and travel with my mate willy nilly.

“Same,” Tyler added.

“I could come, working from home means I can take off whenever,” Jackson grinned.

“Hold up, you need to take into account your mates before you go gallivanting off on travels,” I said, still reeling about all of this. “And you’re a healer.”

“Look, we’re mated now, we can be together, all of us, but we can still all lead our own lives,” Topaz said blatantly.

“Not really. Have you just forgotten everything we were stressing about when you were meant to be mated to Tyler?” I gave her a bewildered look.

She scowled, obviously thinking the multiple mates would get her out of the situation.

“Being mated to the Chief’s son means you’re meant to settle down, have children, and raise the next possible Chief while completing duties within the Pride to assist the Chief, when he becomes Chief,” I reminded her. This only served to piss her off more.

“I’m sure we can figure something out,” Tyler spoke up, noting Topaz’s distress at the reminder. “Besides, having more than one mate will definitely change that.”

“I dunno, what’s your dad going to think of it?” I mused. The Chief might not be too happy with his plans for Tyler having been ruined. I mean, technically he was mated to Topaz.

“This is such a big mess right now,” T groaned as she moved to stretch out on the couch.

She wasn’t wrong there.
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Tyler.

Having kinda messed up my father’s plan for me was actually comical. Sure, I was mated to Topaz, just like he’d wanted, but not in the way he’d hoped.

I was now sitting with Jackson, discovering he quite enjoyed sports and cars like me, while Darcy was upstairs having a mild panic about it all.

He seemed to be okay with everything that had occurred, but the actual way of dealing with it was stressing him out.

Topaz still wanted to travel, and I didn’t want to get in the way of that.

But I also doubted I could be away from her for long, because even right now, I was craving being near her, despite how she was trawling through her phone while sprawled out on the couch only a few feet away.

“You think he’s freaking out?” Jackson asked once our conversation had slowed, nodding at the ceiling.

“Probably,” Topaz answered from across the room, not looking up from her phone.

I knew she was on edge too. Not about being mated with us, but the consequences of it.

So, naturally, she was distracting herself with videos on Facebook.

“He’s always been the logical thinker,” I noted. Darcy had always excelled at school, it was something I’d been slightly jealous of. Sure, I got all the girls, but he had his own job as a Veterinarian and was doing well for himself.

“I don’t think my parents will be too fussed about it, they’re easy going,” Jackson stated as he eyed Topaz.

I chewed my lip for a moment before jumping up and heading upstairs to check on him.

This situation involved all of us, and it wasn’t up to him to take on all the stress himself.

I took the stairs two at a time, finding Darcy standing in the bathroom, frowning at his reflection.

“You doing okay?” I asked as I leaned against the door frame.

“Still wrapping my head around it all,” Darcy sighed, giving me a weak smile. “We’re all mated now. Our lives won’t be the same.”

“Does it bother you? You’ve known her the longest,” I asked.

“No, I always loved T, but I just told myself it was a friendship love, that that was all it was. But I was kidding myself. None of my past relationships worked out because I always wanted her to be a part of my life. Now she will be. But having to share her? That’s just… weird. And you’re next in line to be Chief, what does that mean for us?” Darcy asked.

I pursed my lips and crossed my arms.

“Only asking my father will answer that. He’s Chief, surely he can tell us what will be expected. I dunno how he’ll react to finding out we’re all mated to her,” I shrugged.

“I could find out how it happened, go back to Jewels Cafe and see if they know anything,” Darcy suggested.

“Then what? It can’t be reversed. Once mated, that’s that. It’s for life, true mates. We should all be over the moon and enjoying it, cherishing that we’ve found our mate,” I said.

“But we’re too stressed about what it could mean,” Darcy murmured.

He was right. I wanted to be with Topaz now, learning all there was to her, exploring her body more, claiming her and spending hours making love to her. It was ingrained in us when we found our mate to do such things. But here we were, fighting the instinct and desire while we stressed about it all.

“She wants to travel, but mates can’t really split up for long bouts of time. We physically hate being apart,” Darcy sighed. “And she has duties as a healer.”

“Guess we’ll have to work around it. Traveling could be fun, besides, I’m not going to be Chief any time soon, my father isn’t ready to step down, nor is he on his deathbed,” I tried to reassure him. “And the Pride will be fine without their healer for a short time.”

“We’re just supposed to share though? I’ve never really… done that, until today,” Darcy admitted as he averted his eyes.

“I haven’t done it much, but she enjoyed it, and so did we,” I reminded him.

He shifted, knowing he was meant to be uncomfortable with it. Hell, even I knew that, but to be honest, seeing her being pleasured by the other two had been one hell of a turn on for me.

“It’s not something we were raised to do,” he finally sighed.

“But it is what it is. I never would’ve thought I’d be mated to her. When my father announced that, I was pissed and shocked. Finding your mate is meant to be something you do yourself, you find that one special person who the bond forms with,” I said, remembering my outrage at her party not even twelve hours ago.

How things had taken a massive turn.

And strangely, I was okay with it. I’d always known Topaz was smart and unique, independent and capable, but we’d been from two different worlds back in school, she was more of a loner, avoiding the cliques and only having a few friends, mainly Darcy.

Had my father known something I hadn’t? I’d not had the chance to get answers from him properly in regards to why he’d made the decision before he’d sent me off after her to make sure she was okay.

I wanted to know, and now, I had more things to discuss with him. We all had things to ask him, things to clarify.

“We really need to learn more about Jackson too. I’ve known you somewhat since early school, sure, you were a dick, but at least I knew you. I think Jackson may have gone to primary school with us for a while actually,” Darcy wondered aloud.

I shrugged, not really remembering. It was possible I guess.

“I think it’s time to call my father. Not about Jackson’s memory dramas, but about this mating thing,” I said. I hated having to go to my father. We didn’t see eye to eye often, but he was the Chief, and hopefully he’d have answers for us.

“Maybe don’t mention too much about Jackson until we know what’s going on there,” Darcy suggested.

I nodded, knowing we still needed to solve that mystery too.

And to think my biggest worries yesterday were my little sister’s love life.




9

“So, what do you like to do in your spare time?” Jackson asked as I set my phone down, my eyes struggling to stay open. God, I was still so tired.

“I like to read, have a love for making confectionery too. Cupcakes, cakes, slices. I’m always playing around at home with ideas for new lines at the bakery,” I shared with him. “You?”

“I like to draw, come up with designs for woodwork. Interested in becoming a tattoo artist one day too, always loved doing art of all sorts,” he smiled softly, those delicate blue eyes soaking me up.

The urge to walk over and climb into his lap was difficult to resist, but I managed.

“Happy Birthday too,” he murmured.

“Huh?” I frowned, having yawned as he’d said it.

“Happy Birthday. For yesterday. I’m sorry things went haywire,” he said sheepishly.

“Honestly, the events of the last twelve hours have been the most hectic of my entire life,” I said honestly. I’d been declared mate to someone I’d despised, who now, funnily enough, I’d mated to outside of the ceremony and was actually falling for, along with two other guys, one who was only now remembering shit and we’d hit with the car.

It was enough to give anyone a headache.

“I’m still trying to figure out how we’ll make all this work. A standard mating would’ve been easy, but three guys? What the hell is wrong with me?” I scoffed.

“Maybe the magic stuff had something to do with it?” he offered.

“Yeah, maybe,” I muttered. It was the only thing that made sense.

Unlike the desire to go over and kiss him now.

When all three of them had been there, I was just reliving the moments of us all having wild sex. Thankfully, the scent of coffee and toast had overrode any slight arousal, not to mention the fact that some of us still reeked of sex.

I couldn’t help it, I knew it was the mating bond. I was drawn to them all, desperate to touch them, to be intimate with them.

Laying in bed with all three of them worshipping me was a delightful little thought.

But we had other issues to deal with right now.

“It’ll work out, don’t stress,” Jackson assured me, giving me a charming smile that made tingles course through me.

Fuck, why was he so tempting? Hell, I’d already jumped Darcy. I felt like a sex crazed lunatic right now.

“How can you be so sure?” I questioned.

“My parents came from two small Prides that were enemies. A Romeo and Juliet style romance. They got together and ran away, leaving their Prides and families behind. They said it was the best thing they did, not fighting their attraction for one another. They struggled at first, but things worked out. If you want it to work, it will, you just need to remain positive,” he smiled.

I knew he was right. They were all working. If things got to the point where we wanted to be together fully, as in, move in together, we could find a place easily.

Managing a relationship with three guys while living with my parents still, now that would be interesting.

“Delilah said they were visiting family? Their old Prides?” I asked.

“Yeah. Ever since they got together, the feud has died down. They’re going back to rekindle their relationships with their family and see if they can bring the Prides closer together.”

“That’s good to hear.”

A ringing sounded off, and we just looked at each other dumbly for a moment. Then Jackson was up, disappearing into the kitchen and returning with a mobile phone, still ringing in his hand.

“It’s mine,” he stated.

“Are you going to just stare at it or answer it?” I asked stupidly.

I then realized he was probably only now remembering he even owned the damned thing.

He answered it awkwardly, simply saying his name as he put it on loudspeaker.

“I wasn’t sure if you would remember you had a phone, and I stupidly didn’t grab a number from your new friends,” Delilah’s high voice pierced the air.

“Why didn’t you call the home phone?” Jackson asked.

“Because mom and dad got it cut off a few weeks ago because of the telemarketers,” Delilah said with a frustrated sigh. “Anyway, I met up with my witch friend, she introduced me to her other friend, and I think I have some answers for you. I’m heading home now with him, but you guys need to be on your best behavior, okay?” she said sternly.

“Okay,” Jackson gave me a strange frown, as if to ask why we would be anything but.

“Good, I’ll see you in about half, don’t go anywhere,” she said briskly, before curtly hanging up.

“Well, I guess we’ll finally get our answers,” I said with relief. At least we could finally make sense of something today.

“Yeah,” Jackson nodded, still glancing at his phone. “I’m kinda remembering a few more things, looking at this,” he murmured.

“Come sit,” I beckoned him over, and he obeyed, plopping down beside me as he found the Facebook app on his phone.

“Let’s go through your photos, we can check Facebook ones first, they may jog your memory,” I suggested, trying not to allow the delight of him being so close to override the desire to help him. He smelt so goddamn good, wild and musky, tinged with sex from earlier.

I had to fight the arousal just at his scent.

We trawled through his Facebook photos together, and he was able to tell me where some were taken, who his friends were, who the ex was in two of them, and why they’d split. Just not compatible, apparently.

The most recent ones were difficult for him, and he struggled to tell me about the picture of a hand-carved mantlepiece of a leopard. The caption said that it was a piece he’d helped his dad with.

“Hey, my father is coming by to speak with us. I gave him the news about us,” Tyler announced as he joined us in the living room with Darcy hot on his heels.

“How’d he take it?” I asked.

“Didn’t sound too enthused. Three mates is unheard of. Wants to investigate it himself,” Tyler shrugged, looking like a heavenly God as he leaned against the doorframe while Darcy sat down in the armchair.

“My sister is coming home with a witch to give us answers,” Jackson informed them. “And how did you know my address for your father?”

“Google maps,” Tyler stated like it was obvious. Jackson just nodded as he began going through the photos on his phone.

I peered over his shoulder at them, finding there were plenty of his family, his woodwork, tattoo designs, some that he’d drawn himself and signed.

“Did your sister say anything else?” Darcy asked.

“To be on good behavior,” Jackson relayed.

“Because we’re normally on bad behavior?” Tyler snorted.

“I don’t know,” Jackson shrugged.

The minutes dragged by, and Tyler and Darcy sparked up a conversation with Jackson, and confirming he had gone to school with all of us for a short while. They then discussed their shared interest of cars. Even Darcy had a thing for cars, so I sat out of the animated conversation on favorite cars, races they liked to watch, before moving to sports. Darcy wasn’t as big of a fan, but he did enjoy the odd few things, including the games of Pike in Silver Springs. Even I could join in on that. The entire Pride had always loved the unique sport found in Silver Springs, and the boys were interested in even traveling for the Pro League this year.

They spoke about the Captain Benjamin Fitzroy, who I even admitted was extremely good, I’d even crushed on him a little at the last game I’d gone to, but I didn’t mention that.

As we were chatting, the rumbling of an engine sounded outside, and we fell silent as we waited expectantly.

Delilah marched through the front door, joining us in the kitchen with a broad grin on her face.

“What’s so funny?” Jackson demanded.

It wasn’t until the man joined her that we all tensed up.

The man from the SUV.

“Who are you?” Tyler growled, standing tall and towering over the slightly shorter man, who looked a little sorry as he gave us all a sheepish look.

“This is Graham, and he’s got the answers about Jackson. You can all calm your tits, because he’s not gunning for him like you guys thought,” Delilah explained quickly, noting the tension in the room.

“So, why’s he got a shit memory right now?” I asked firmly from my seat beside Jackson.

“My girlfriend,” Graham sighed, shifting uneasily in his jeans and black tee. He was a rounder man, like he enjoyed his beer and pizza a little too much.

“Care to elaborate?” Darcy urged.

Delilah scrunched up her nose, holding up her hand to stop him from talking.

“Hang on, did you guys fuck in our house?” she gasped, glaring accusingly at us all.

Jackson shifted uncomfortably, and Tyler just gave me a sly grin as Darcy averted his eyes.

“Um, some magic got involved, we think, I’m mated now,” Jackson mumbled as he scratched his neck.

“Excuse me?!” Delilah gaped, forgetting the fact that we were all still awaiting the answers from our gunman.

She flew over, planting herself before us both as she stared at us in shock.

I wondered how well she’d handle learning he was only one of my mates.

“Magic…” Jackson said softly as he tried to come up with a reason under the shocked scrutiny of his sister.

“Here, let me check,” Graham suggested.

“Check what?” Tyler frowned.

“The magic, I can read auras and see some kinds of magic,” Graham explained.

“Fine, but then you tell us what the hell happened to Jackson, got it?” I said sternly.

He just bobbed his head quickly, and it was clear we had little to worry about. He gave off a submissive vibe, not a killer vibe. Too bad we’d only gone off gunpowder. I’d question him later about that.

But Delilah trusted him, I doubted she’d bring someone dangerous to her brother, so I went with it. Besides, witch or not, us shifters could take him down before he could even cast a spell or whatever.

Graham shuffled over, waving a slightly glowing hand over Jackson and I before frowning.

“Seems you got hit with an attraction spell, miss…”

“Topaz,” I said. “What about the others?”

“The spell inflicts the bearer and those they’re attracted to, creating a mating style attraction. Looks like it fully became a mating bond though. I doubt it could’ve been reversed anyway, this magic is a bit… wild, like the caster didn’t quite know what they were doing,” Graham said as he hovered in front of me, squinting at me with deep brown eyes. His brown hair was cut quite short, and his face was quite round too to match the rest of him.

He was nervous as hell as well, and a little scared of us, which I could smell.

“We guessed it couldn’t be reversed since we all can feel the bond now,” I murmured.

“Wait, all of you?” Delilah squeaked.

“Yeah,” Jackson gave her a weak smile.

“Mom and dad are going to have a field day with this,” Delilah smirked.

Jackson just narrowed his eyes at his sister, but I focused on Graham.

“So, what happened to Jackson?” I asked once more.

“Right,” Graham gave me an awkward, apologetic smile as he clasped his hands and shifted from one foot to the other.

“Well, you see, my girlfriend was getting her nails done in town at Silver Springs, and apparently she saw Jackson across the road picking up some supplies from the hardware on her way out. She thought he was cute, and flirted with him a bit before asking him out. He turned her down, and she was fine about it until I came out of the hardware and started speaking with Jackson. We’ve seen each other around town a few times, so we were acquaintances, but you probably can’t remember that now, since the hex was to wipe your memory of us both…” Graham frowned before shaking his head and continuing. “She freaked out and managed to track you down, since she remembered the truck you were driving had the business details on it for advertising. She found you and wanted to make sure I never found out that she’d been flirting with you and even asked you out. She broke down when she got home, confessing it all, because Delilah here interrupted her while she was casting the hex, and she thought she’d wiped all his memories. She said he fled into the woods, so I headed out in hopes I could track him down and see what the damage was and hopefully reverse it.”

“Why the gun then? We smelled gunpowder?” Tyler jumped in before I could open my mouth.

“My father and I were planning on going hunting early this morning, so I had my SUV all packed for the hunting trip,” Graham said sheepishly, frowning at us in confusion.

Now things were making sense.

“Just to be clear, you two are breaking up, right?” Darcy asked from his seat.

“Break up with Wanda? I don’t know. She confessed to me, she didn’t exactly cheat cheat,” he stuttered as he fumbled with his hands.

I felt sorry for the poor witch.

“Our witch friend said the spell would wear off in a few days anyway, that messing with it could do more damage than good,” Darcy added.

“Yes, considering the spell was interrupted, and from what I felt just now when I checked his aura, I’d say she’s right. Best to wait it out,” Graham agreed.

“And break up with her,” Tyler stated, earning him a pathetically crushed look from Graham.

“So, no one’s out to kill him, just a misunderstanding. It’ll all be fine,” Delilah shrugged as she sat down in the empty armchair.

“Except Graham doesn’t want to leave his girlfriend,” Tyler muttered.

“Well, now we know, we also know that I got hit with some magic spell,” I sighed.

“I still think it was from the Jewels Cafe,” Darcy stated.

“Doesn’t matter, what’s done is done,” I said simply.

A knock on the front door had us all turning towards the doorway, and Delilah glanced at her brother before sighing and heading to fetch the door.

She greeted the guest, who we all knew instantly when his voice rose up to greet her.

The Chief was here.

He strode into the room, eyeing us all carefully before settling on his son.

“So, what’s this about being mated already?” the Chief got right to it.

I groaned as Tyler rattled off his explanation of the magic and the bonding of the four of us. Thankfully, he didn’t go into detail, but if Delilah had smelled our sexfest, I’m sure he could too.

Could this get any more awkward?

“I chose Topaz as your mate because she has her head on straight. She’ll be a good mother one day, and she’s independent,” the Chief said as he stood tall near his son.

He shared Tyler’s deep brown eyes and dark brown hair, but he had a more rugged, businessman appearance than his pretty boy son.

Today, he was wearing jeans and a button up navy tee. But he still exuded power and loyalty as our Chief.

“I guess you forgot that she wants to travel,” Tyler muttered.

“Being your mate, her duties will lie here now,” Mr Harrison stated, making me pout inwardly.

“I don’t agree with that,” Tyler retorted instantly.

Poor Graham was standing in the middle of the room, looking quite out of place and desperately wanting to leave, judging by his fidgeting.

“I don’t care, those are the ways of our people,” Mr Harrison said sternly.

I kept my mouth shut as Tyler stared off with his father.

“She’s still going to travel,” Tyler stated, folding his arms as he held his father’s gaze, unfaltering.

Mr Harrison narrowed his eyes, before he broke into a smile.

“And to think you two hated each other for so long. I knew she was the right one for you to get you to start thinking about others.”

Tyler looked confused as his father slapped his shoulder.

“Of course she can travel. You’re not Chief yet, and until then, your life is your own. Travel as much as you want, but once it’s your time to lead, you need to return and take your place, understand,” Mr Harrison turned serious once more. “She’s also our healer, so we will need her to return often.”

Tyler nodded, still recovering from his father’s 180 switch.

“Now, mated to not one, but three males. An extreme rarity indeed,” Mr Harrison said as he focused on me. “I know magic played a part, but I think it also has to do with your nature, miss Topaz. You don’t like to be one of the herd, you carve your own path, dream your own dreams. You have been close friends with Darcy since you were practically toddlers, and then taking on a panther shifter too, that’s intriguing, but not that uncommon,” he mused as he cocked his head at me.

I shifted awkwardly under his gaze.

“It will be something you’ll need to adjust to, and the Pride may find it strange at first, but they’ll come round,” Mr Harrison said.

I had certainly not been expecting him to be so understanding, especially since Tyler didn’t seem to be close to him.

“Tyler, you treat her well, got that? She’s to be the woman you spend your life with now, the one who will stand by you through thick and thin,” Mr Harrison straightened and turned to his son.

Tyler nodded firmly, and Mr Harrison looked around at us carefully.

“Well, I have a meeting to head to, but I think things are going to be okay here. You should take time to understand the dynamics you will now need, as sharing your mate will be interesting at first,” Mr Harrison looked at the three men mated to me.

Delilah was grinning, obviously enthused by this whole thing.

And then the Chief left as quickly as he’d come, leaving us all shocked and silent.

“Can I go too now?” Graham murmured after a few moments.

“Of course, and thanks,” Delilah said with a smile as she led him out of the living room.

“He took that really well,” Tyler said slowly, as if he was still coming to terms with what had just happened.

Even I was stunned. The Chief had been unfazed. He’d been here and then gone, everything being handled in a timely manner.

“He’s right, sharing you will be interesting,” Jackson added as he nudged me with his elbow and gave me a sly smile.

“I wonder how our families will take it,” Darcy mused. “The Chief has to see things from all angles, he can’t be run by his own feelings for things. But everyone else, they may have some strong feelings.”

He was right there.

I knew for a fact that his parents might not be pleased with this. He was the youngest of three boys, and his two brothers had found their mates.

Not to mention my own parents.

I groaned at the thought of telling them.
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I stood before my house, my dress under my arm as I scrunched up my nose.

It was a Sunday too, so both my parents were home from work, since mom only worked until lunch on a Sunday.

I’d asked Darcy to drop me off, and he and Tyler were going to go see their parents later on. They wanted to hang out and discuss things, and Jackson was still slowly remembering things. Jackson would call his parents when he felt ready to, or talk to them when they got home.

I drew in a calming breath as I marched up the front steps. Had the Chief told them anything? Or were they still going to be worried about me from running away from my party?

I found the front door unlocked, and readied myself as I headed inside.

“Topaz! Jesus! We called you so many times, why wouldn’t you answer?” my mother rushed out of the kitchen to confront me.

“I texted you saying I was fine,” I reminded her. I’d texted her once I’d calmed down a bit and was out with Darcy. And also to say I couldn’t work.

“We were worried about you,” my father added from the kitchen. “We know how much you hate Tyler, I still can’t understand why the Chief would announce such a thing. Surely he could’ve done it in private given your dislike for the boy,” my father mumbled as he headed over to us with a sandwich in hand.

“I figured you guys knew, as the Chief normally speaks to the parents of the one chosen,” I frowned. Now I felt guilty for not answering them earlier.

“No, we didn’t know anything!” My father growled.

“Whose clothes are those?” My mother asked, noting my dress under my arm.

“I borrowed them from a friend, I’ll return them later on,” I shrugged, wondering how best to breach the subject with them. “Look, I need to talk to you guys.”

“I know. We’ve organized a meeting with the Chief for tomorrow afternoon, we’ll get this straightened out,” my mother sighed in frustration as she sat down at the kitchen table with my father.

“That’s not what it’s about,” I said slowly.

“Did something else happen?” my mother asked carefully, her sweet earthy eyes filled with concern. Even my father stopped eating his sandwich to stare at me with those stormy blue-grey eyes.

“Kind of,” I sighed, setting my dress down on the table and taking a seat across from them.

Better to just tell it to them straight.

“Darcy took me out for coffee, something I ate was spelled, or even my coffee, and it triggered the mating instincts,” I explained awkwardly, unable to hold their gaze as heat rushed to my cheeks.

“With Darcy?” my mother gasped, clutching her heart pendant my father had gotten her on their anniversary.

“Yeah, but not just him,” I said carefully, finally drawing my eyes back to their faces.

Mom was cocking her head at me in confusion, while my father looked intrigued, his sandwich forgotten as he watched me, waiting for me to elaborate.

“There was a panther shifter that we picked up on the side of the road,” I said, not bothering to go into detail with it all. “So I… bonded with him too.”

“Damn, two mates, that’s uncommon,” my father mused, frowning at the mere thought of it.

My mother looked shocked, especially since I was telling her I’d had sex with a stranger and my best friend.

Well, she better hang on to those panties, cause they were about to get mighty twisted.

“Not just two,” I mumbled.

“Jesus Christ, Topaz!” my mother scolded me.

I gave her a stupefied expression. As if I could control it.

“Did you do it on purpose to avoid being mated to Tyler? Got a witch to cast a spell for you?” my father asked, looking a little annoyed that I would do such a thing.

“No! Definitely not, especially since my third mate is Tyler!” I shot back, utterly shocked that he’d think such a thing.

My mother’s mouth fell open, and I pursed my lips as I played with the beads on the silver table runner. My mom had a habit of buying things to pretty up the house, and table runners were something she loved.

“You’re mated to Tyler?” my father said in disbelief.

“Yeah, it kinda just happened,” I mumbled, refusing to meet their eyes.

“Three mates… the Chief will have a fit…” my father slumped back in his chair, completely blown away by my announcement.

“He knows,” I informed them.

“You told him before us?” my mother’s voice was low, and I knew she was displeased with this.

“Tyler told him, honestly, mom, I can’t change it. It can’t be reversed. Magic was involved, but the Chief thinks I’m just special too and that’s why I have three mates,” I quickly explained. The Chief had said it could be my nature, or something. I just took that as me being unique.

“Three mates,” my father muttered again. He was still having trouble accepting that it was a fact.

“How do they feel about it?” my mom asked.

“Them? What about me?” I scoffed.

“Are we sure there’s nothing that can be done? Three mates is a little extreme,” my father said, struggling to look at me.

I knew he was coming to terms with the fact that I had an active sex life.

And that I’d obviously slept with three men within the last twenty-four hours.

“No, it’s done. They’re my mates, besides, shouldn’t we be happy to have found our true mates?” I murmured.

A part of me wanted to be happy. I couldn’t believe I had a true mate, let alone three. Sure, they weren’t at all who I’d imagined they’d be, except maybe Darcy, I’d always felt something for my best friend, but I’d assumed it was just a brotherly love.

But despite Tyler having been my bully, and Jackson being someone I was only now getting to know, I was happy about it.

I was just stressed about how others would react to it all.

“You’re completely right, I’m sorry,” my mother apologized as she reached over the table and took my hand.

“Finding your true mate… mates, should be a time to celebrate. You shouldn’t have to be stressed about it,” she gave me a warm smile, but I could see the uncertainty in her eyes still.

“How will you manage three?” my father blurted out.

I just gave him an awkward look. Was he asking about the sex side?

He realized his words may be taken wrong when he cleared his throat.

“I mean, how will you allocate the time? And what about living together eventually?”

“I’ll worry about that when the time comes, as for spending time with them, they seem to be getting along, which is strange, considering Darcy and Tyler never used to see eye to eye. He’s changed though, Tyler,” I said.

“I want to hope so,” my father muttered, and I rolled my eyes.

“Who’s the other one? The panther shifter?” my mother asked.

“His name is Jackson Dallaire. I went to primary school with him for a while,” I said.

“Right, I remember him. His family lives just out of town,” my mother nodded.

Well, perhaps this wasn’t as bad as I’d thought it would be. They were handling this quite well.

“I’m going to go put my dress away,” I said, wanting to leave now that I’d gotten it all out in the open.

I knew they would want to talk to one another about it, and I needed to have some alone time to think about it all.

Besides, they could just be holding in all the frustration and annoyance for my benefit.

Three mates was not something to be taken lightly.

But as I grabbed my dress and headed to my room, I found myself smiling dumbly.

Three mates.

Who would’ve thought.

“Come in,” I called out at the soft knock on my door. I’d been lying in bed for the past fifteen minutes, smiling stupidly. Darcy, Jackson, and Tyler were at Silver Springs, and Darcy had sent me a picture of the three of them. A selfie.

They were warming up to one another quickly, and I had a feeling the bond was to blame for that. They had to, especially since they now shared a mate.

They were discussing things revolving around me, but it seemed they mostly felt the same way I did. Elated, despite the worries about families and the Pride.

They’d all have to accept it, as a mating bond was final.

“How’s everything?” my mother asked as she sat down on the edge of my bed. Her lighter brown hair was done up in a bun; I got my darker brown hair from my father.

“It’s good, actually. I hated the thought of being mated to Tyler, but we got talking, and he’s changed so much. I learnt a lot about Jackson too over the past few hours, and Darcy, well, I’ve known him forever,” I said as I sat against the pillows on my bed.

“It doesn’t scare you?” my mother asked softly, but her sweet smile showed she meant nothing by it. She was just curious.

“At first, I guess so. I mean, I’ve never heard of three mates, and I’d always thought two mates would be hard to juggle. But, I think we’ll be okay. The bond affected all of us somehow, they can sense one another too,” I explained.

“That sure is unique. But, I guess if they’re all mated to you, then they’d be somewhat bonded too,” she said.

“Seems that way,” I agreed.

“So, not to sound funny, but when I mated with your father, I wanted to spend days consummating it,” she chuckled.

“Mom!” I gaped at her.

“I’m just saying, I’m surprised you’re not with them,” she said quickly.

“I want to be, but I know they’re discussing some things. Darcy said they’re organizing some stuff and they’ll message me shortly, they’re making a group chat for the three of them on Facebook,” I chuckled.

“Ah, modern technology. At least they can coordinate dates with you,” my mother winked.

I was beyond grateful she’d so quickly accepted everything.

Then again, there was nothing else that could be done.

“You guys are okay with this?” I checked.

“You’re father is still in shock, but he’ll come around. We spoke about it, and we both know that a mating bond is binding and final. We should be happy for you, so we will be. Sure, it’s different, and it’ll take us a little bit to fully understand it, but we’ll do our best. You’re our daughter, and we love you, nothing will ever change that,” she said, leaning forward and brushing some strands of hair from my face.

“Thank you,” I murmured, a wave of relief washing through me.

“Now, tell me more about Tyler and how he’s changed, and this Jackson,” she grinned, and I groaned, knowing I couldn’t get out of this one.
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Darcy.

I sat with Jackson and Tyler, enjoying my iced coffee from a small stall in Silver Springs as we worked out what we were going to do.

Now that we were getting over the initial shock of it all, we were realizing that sharing a mate might not be that bad.

We would take turns taking her on dates, since that was customary to build up a mating bond, but we’d missed that step with the aid of magic.

But I wanted to take her on dates, as did the other two. I knew T so well, but not in a dating sense.

Tyler had grown and matured in the past few years, and he wanted to take her on dates and get to know the real her, while Jackson joked about dating us all since he barely knew us.

So now, we were chatting away, and it honestly felt like we were old friends. I was learning a lot about Jackson, and it was clear that we all felt deeply for Topaz. The mating bond played a part, but that was its job. We all wanted her to be happy, so we were working out what to do.

A Facebook group chat was decided on, so we could inform each other if we were planning surprise dates with her so we didn’t overlap, and we also knew she’d enjoy joint things with all of us.

She’d made that clear with the foursome earlier today, and we were all open about it.

Tyler made it clear he didn’t want anything happening with us, which Jackson and I agreed on.

Topaz was the one we’d share, none of us wanted to do anything with each other.

Once we’d cleared that up, things had eased, and now we sat in a comfortable conversation about an upcoming game of Pike.

“I was thinking, for my first date with her, I might take her to the Vee club. Does she like clubs?” Tyler asked me.

“She’s been to a few. She does like Vee, just not your standard night clubs though where you’re all jammed onto the dance floor.”

“I’m going to take her out to the Thai restaurant for dinner,” Jackson stated. “Can’t go wrong with Thai.”

T did like Thai, but I had something special in mind for my date with her.

“Darcy should have the first date with her,” Tyler added.

I turned to him in surprise, not expecting it from him.

“You’ve known her the longest. Seems right,” Tyler gave me a sheepish smile.

I thanked him as I sipped my iced coffee.

Topaz. To think we were now mated.

“Yeah, I agree,” Jackson agreed.

“Well, I’ll let her know then, so she has time to get ready,” I said.

I wanted to take her out tonight, sit and chat with her away from the others. It was mid afternoon now, and I was still contemplating how best to inform my parents. I’d probably hold off until tomorrow, no need to let them put a damper on the date I wanted to do tonight.

I shot her a message informing her that I wanted to take her out, and if that was okay, I’d pick her up at 6:30.

I then spoke more with Jackson, wanting to get to know him more. I’d learned a lot about Speed Bump, and couldn’t help that the nickname was likely to be permanent.

Tyler was getting along with him too, and I was grateful we all shared a few similar interests. It would make all this so much easier.

We spent the next hour or so chatting away, before Tyler declared that he should probably head over to his parents’ place and see his mother, see how she felt about it. Jackson wanted to call his parents and let them know, and chat with his sister, who had been texting him, ultra curious about everything that was going on.

So we parted ways, and I already had an idea for my date with Topaz. Something special and completely unique.

I knocked on Topaz’s front door, butterflies swirling in my stomach.

The door swung open, and I smiled at Mr Driscoll.

“Evening, Darcy,” he nodded, giving my attire a once over and smiling softly.

“Nice to see you again, Mr Driscoll,” I nodded, feeling strangely uncertain for the first time ever in his presence.

“A strange twist, isn’t it?” he smiled knowingly at me. So T had told her parents.

“Yeah, I guess so,” I pursed my lips.

“You’ve always been like a son to me, and I value that, and I know that having the mating bond with her will keep you loyal and true,” he said.

I just nodded awkwardly.

“How’s work?” he changed the subject.

“It’s good. I’ll be back at it tomorrow. We’ve got a new receptionist being trained up at the moment,” I said, relaxing a little as we fell into our usual conversation. I’d always gotten along with her parents, and had been over the moon when he’d taught me to fight after T had socked Tyler all those years ago. He’d said I should know how to defend myself in any situation, and with my own parents’ permission, he trained me in some combat. Then when we were teens and became full tiger shifters, he taught us to fight in our shifted states.

I had half expected him to give me the fatherly chat that most dads gave their daughter’s potential boyfriends. But not Mr Driscoll.

He began talking to me about his truck driving and the easy runs he’d been having, and I wondered where T was.

That thought was answered when she appeared behind him.

“You could’ve invited him in,” she scolded her father.

He just shrugged and stepped aside.

My breath caught at how gorgeous she looked in her low v-neck black dress, her hair down in slight curls and her makeup natural but with a focus on her sweet eyes.

She was absolutely stunning.

She smiled as she glanced over my own outfit, her eyes twinkling before she turned and gave her father a kiss on the cheek.

“See you later,” she said as she stepped out of the house to join me.

I offered her the one white lily I’d picked down from the lake earlier.

“You remembered,” she murmured as she accepted it and drew in its soft aroma.

“Of course,” I smiled and offered her my arm.

She hooked hers through mine, and we headed down to the Jeep.

I struggled to battle off the images of her beneath me. I wanted this night to be perfect in every way for her.
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Seeing Darcy in a fancy suit, different to the one he wore to my party, and holding a snow white lily, made my heart squeeze. He was so utterly handsome, giving me a toothy smile as he drank me up.

I was quick to get us away from the house, since I didn’t need my father knowing just how much the sight of him excited me.

The fact he’d gotten me a lily only made me fall for him more.

My mind jumped back to the day we’d gone to the lake for a stroll, talking about our classes back in high school. I spied the beautiful lilies along the edge of the water, informing him they were my favorite. He’d gone down and picked me one, and I’d laughed at how cute he was.

Darcy held open the passenger door, and I climbed in, drawing in his cinnamon scent as I moved past him. I quivered at just his unique aroma. I was struggling to keep my mind off other things, but I wanted to enjoy this. Besides, I had no idea what he had planned for us.

I toyed with my phone, flipping it over in my hand as Darcy climbed in and started the Jeep up.

“Where are we going?” I asked instantly.

“It’s a surprise,” he winked, his eyes trailing over me before he focused on the road.

I smiled stupidly, knowing he was fighting his attraction to me too. The mating bond wanted us to consummate it, but the idea of a date was something I really wanted to do too.

I stared out the window, at the glittering stars overhead. My life had taken quite the turn.

I grinned as AC/DC ‘Highway to Hell’ came on the speakers, and I looked over at Darcy, who was smiling at me knowingly. So many times we’d driven with AC/DC or Bon Jovi blaring, singing along together.

And that was not about to change as we started laughing and slamming out the lyrics together.

I tapped my hands to the beat as I sung, in sync with him as we drove.

And as I looked over at him, at the way his face lit up as he sang, the love for him overwhelmed me.

This was already perfect.

I nestled into my seat, still trying to figure out where we were going for our date. We headed out of town, and now we were driving down a dirt road in the middle of nowhere, AC/DC playing softly now since we’d been talking a bit.

We already knew everything about each other, so there wasn’t a whole lot to talk about. Instead, he spoke to me about Tyler and Jackson, about how they were all getting along, and that he liked them. They wanted to go to an upcoming car show together in a few weeks, something I’d probably sit out of.

Boys.

“Seriously, what are we doing?” I asked, shaking my head. There was nothing around here.

“Just wait,” Darcy chuckled as he turned off the dirt road onto a grassy track.

We’d been driving through farmland for a short while now, and I was confused.

He pulled up before an old wooden gate, leaving me in the car as he got out and opened it.

I watched him in the headlights, frowning at how secretive he was being. My stomach was knotting in anticipation, but I was at a complete loss.

He returned, driving through the gate before jumping out and closing it.

“Any ideas?” he asked as he climbed back in and grinned at me.

“I’m lost,” I stated, my eyes moving to the lily I’d set down on the dash.

He just chuckled as the Jeep began rolling forward, and I chewed my lip as we traversed the field.

“Close your eyes,” he said after a moment.

“Why?” I questioned, but I did as told.

“You’ll find out. Don’t open them until I tell you too,” he said.

I sighed, clutching my phone as the Jeep jolted and bumped along. After another few minutes, it came to stop, the engine shutting off.

I waited patiently as Darcy climbed out and opened up the back.

“Keep them shut for a few minutes,” he instructed.

“Okay.”

I heard him shuffling around, and I forced myself not to use all my senses to try to figure out what he was doing. I wanted to be surprised.

A few minutes ticked by before he opened my door and found my hand.

“No peeking,” he murmured, and I shivered at how close he was to my face, his warm breath brushing my cheek.

He guided me out of the Jeep, and I was smiling stupidly as he carefully led me somewhere.

I was giddy with excitement, and I fought the urge to open my eyes to find out what was going on.

The sound of insects chirping greeted me, and the soft breeze through nearby trees tickled my skin and sent a cool shiver through me.

Being a shifter, the cold didn’t have much of an effect on me.

“Okay, you can open your eyes.”

My eyes fluttered open, and my chest tightened at the picturesque sight.

A picnic blanket was set up on the ground, with a basket of food, and a wooden chopping board had a bottle of wine and two glasses on it.

But what made me grin even more widely was the tree it was partially set under, fairy lights strewn through the lower branches.

“Do you like it?” he asked hesitantly.

I turned to him, still in utter awe of what he’d set up for me.

“It’s beautiful,” I stated as I stared at the fairy lights.

“Just like you,” he murmured, and I smirked at his witty response.

But his face was serious as he closed the small gap between us, and my smirk dropped as my breath quickened.

His lips touched mine ever so gently, and he pulled me tight against his chest.

I melted into the sweet kiss, our lips moving against one another as his hands trailed down the bare skin on my back thanks to my open-back dress.

My body flushed as he deepened the kiss, and my hands moved down his white undershirt as he moaned against me.

He broke the kiss, sighing as he rested his forehead on mine.

“There’s dinner for us, we should eat,” he said, a smile playing at his lips.

I knew he was saying we should enjoy the food before getting too caught up in other things.

I nodded, my heart beating quickly as he led me over to the picnic blanket. I was glad I’d worn thicker heeled pumps tonight, otherwise I’d have been sinking into the ground in stiletto styled heels.

I sat down beside him, still dumbstruck by the fairy lights and the perfect little scene he’d created for us.

“They’re solar lights. Borrowed them from my mother. I haven’t told them yet about it all,” he explained, knowing I would be questioning how the lights were on.

“How do you think they’ll take it?” I asked.

“No idea, I’d rather focus on this tonight,” he said, those soft hazel eyes focusing on me.

His olive skin had a charming glow in the warm light, and that lopsided smile was making me swoon. I wanted to kiss him again, to skip dinner and jump straight into dessert.

To feel his body against mine once more.

I pushed down the desire rising up in me as he began pulling out the dinner he’d packed. Had the basket been in the car? I hadn’t even smelled it.

“I’m glad these are still hot, I may have seen Graham when I got them and asked him for a simple heating spell to be cast on them, and a masking smell on the basket so you wouldn’t smell them,” Darcy admitted as he pulled out the two kebabs.

“You went to the kebab shop in Silver Springs?” I chuckled. “And got a witch to spell it, that’s so cute,” I murmured.

“I know you love them,” he defended himself. “I couldn’t have made anything that would’ve been as good, we both know I’m a terrible cook,” he laughed.

He was right. I loved the kebabs from Silver Springs, they were one of my favorite savory things.

“How’s Graham doing?” I asked as he handed over the chicken kebab.

My mouth watered as the aroma of grilled chicken hit me.

“He’s good. Working things out with Wanda. He wants to focus on giving her more attention, since he thinks that’s why all the drama occurred, because he stopped showing her how much he loved her. Not my place to interfere,” he said as he poured some wine for us.

I took a bite from my kebab, moaning at the deliciousness as he handed me a glass.

Graham’s relationship certainly wasn’t our problem. They needed to figure that one out for themselves.

Darcy grinned at me, waiting until I’d swallowed before holding up his

glass.

“To a wonderful future with you,” he said, clinking his glass with mine.

My heart swelled at his words, and at the way he was staring at me, so lovingly and full of pure affection.

The wind whispered through the tree, shaking the fairy lights in a way that made their dance seem like one of joy and excitement.

Exactly how I was feeling as I sipped my red wine and took another bite out of my kebab.

“So, your parents took the whole thing quite well then,” Darcy said between mouthfuls.

“They’re still coming round, it certainly took them by surprise,” I admitted.

“Took us all by surprise,” he said honestly.

I smiled as I took another bite, unable to break my gaze from him. He looked so handsome in the soft light, so content and happy as he sipped his wine and kept glancing my way with an adorable smile.

I polished off my kebab, washing it down with the last of the wine and sitting contentedly with my legs pulled up.

The night sky was clear tonight, the stars glittering overhead with a million wishes hidden in their glimmer.

I’d wished upon a shooting star a number of times growing up, even sharing some with Darcy at our sleepovers as we waited patiently for our chance to make a wish.

Sometimes we wished for love, other times we’d wished for good fortune and joy to those around us.

Tonight, as I gazed up at the sky, a flash of a falling star catching my eye, no wish came to mind. Right now, I was happy. I had everything I wanted.

“T?”

I dropped my eyes to Darcy, finding those hazel eyes had dilated as he watched me carefully.

“Mmm?”

“You’re beautiful, you know that, right?”

Heat rushed to my cheeks at the sincere statement, and I averted my eyes, unable to hold his loving gaze.

He moved our glasses aside, along with the basket and wrappers from our kebabs before he slunk closer and cupped my face.

I met his eyes once more, my breath catching at his closeness as my heart skipped a beat.

“I love you,” he said, the words so strong and confident that I didn’t doubt them to be true.

“I love you,” I murmured in response, not hesitating to say the words back. I did love him. Always had. He was my best friend, and now, he was so much more.

A contented smile broke his face, and then his lips were on mine, firm and warm.

I allowed him to lay me back on the blanket, watching as he moved for a moment to find a power pack just within reach.

The fairy lights died, and I was left with only the light of the stars and half-moon.

Darcy leaned back over me, claiming my lips again, so soft and gentle.

He pulled back, staring down at me with the sweetest smile.

“How did I not see it for so long?” he whispered.

I knew what he meant. I felt the same.

“We didn’t want to ruin what we had,” I answered softly.

“I wasn’t ready to lose you in hopes of starting something more. It was too risky,” he sighed as he stroked my cheek.

His warm body covering my own was flooding me with heat.

“I guess it would’ve been worth the risk, huh?” I smirked.

“Yeah, I wish I’d accepted it sooner,” he said, ducking his head to taste my lips once more.

I relaxed into the kiss, opening up to allow him in as his tongue prodded my lips and dove into my mouth.

I moved my hands to tangle in his hair, feverishly kissing him as the desire in me grew.

His sweet kisses became more hungry as he slid a hand down my side and eased my leg over his hip. His warm fingertips danced over my bare calf, then up my thigh and under my dress.

I gasped against his mouth as his hand traced the edge of my panties.

“What do you want me to do, T?” he asked breathlessly as he broke the kiss.

My face felt flushed as I stared up into those dark eyes, the irises all but hidden with how aroused he was.

I could see every detail of his fine face, from the curve of his jaw to the small scar over his eyebrow from where he’d run into a pole on the playground when we were children. We didn’t heal the same way as we did now while children, any scars we got while we were young, stayed.

I could make out the stubble growing where he’d carefully shaved his beard to tidy up.

“T?” he growled, grinding into me and making me gasp and quiver.

“I want you to take me however you want,” I moaned, wanting to force his hand under my panties. Hell, I wanted to get all these clothes off and ride him myself.

A devious smirk spread across his features, and the glint in his eye made me melt into a puddle as he pulled back and began yanking his jacket off, followed by his tie and undershirt.

I sat up, heat scorching through me at the sight of his bare, toned chest. I wanted to feel his body, his warm flesh pressed against mine as we claimed one another under the stars.

I pulled my dress over my head, but I didn’t get a chance to remove anything else before he was laying me down again, kissing my neck and working his way down to my breasts.

I moaned as he kissed the tops of them, before slipping his arms under me and chuckling as he struggled to unclasp the bra.

I giggled and reached behind me to expertly do it with one hand, and he just rolled his eyes before kissing my left boob.

His hand slid down my navel, swirling along the top of my panties before jumping to my inner thigh and stroking it teasingly.

I shuddered as he took my nipple in his mouth, suckling on it and grazing his teeth over it.

As he ravished my breasts, taking turns suckling and nipping, his fingers teased under my panties, stroking near my arousal, but not quite close enough.

I was throbbing now, desperate for more as I arched into his mouth, wishing he’d take his pants off and screw me already.

And then he finally touched my dampness, moaning against my flushed skin as he glided a finger inside me.

“You’re so wet for me, T,” he said, his voice husky and low as he moved up to my mouth.

He kissed me, cutting off my mew of distress as he withdrew his finger, having only given me the slightest tease before ripping it away.

He broke the kiss only to yank my panties down, then his lips were on mine, passionate and desperate.

Two fingers plunged into me, and I moaned as I arched into him, dragging my fingers down his chest.

His thumb grazed over my clit, and I shivered as my legs opened wider for him.

He moaned against my lips, and I knew he was taking pleasure from my response to him.

He began stroking my walls, hooking his fingers to find my g-spot and working it as he toyed with my clit.

I rocked against him, nipping his lip as he kissed me and gasping as he worked wonders on me.

“You’re mine tonight, T,” he growled as we broke apart.

“Yes,” I whimpered as he slid down my body, littering kisses all over my naked skin but not faltering his movements with his hand.

He kissed down my stomach, and a wave of self-consciousness washed over me as he continued lower.

I wanted to say something to him, to see if he was okay with the tuft of hair I left there. Did he prefer hairless?

I hadn’t even thought about that when we’d had our foursome, so why did it matter now?

All my worries were washed away as the pleasure overrode me, the pressure inside my core building up.

“You smell so good,” he rasped.

I toyed with his hair, fighting the urge to lock my legs around his head as his mouth replaced his thumb on my clit.

My head lolled back, and I gasped and mewed, writhing as he increased his speed and flicked his tongue over my clit and suckled.

“Darcy, oh fuck,” I cursed, hissing as the coil inside me erupted.

My body arched and spasmed, the waves of pure euphoria tearing through me as I gasped.

Darcy was moaning as he tasted my orgasm, and I lay breathless, my body slowly drifting down from the climax as his warm tongue delved between my folds.

And then he was kissing up my body, before finally hovering over me, smiling down at me.

“Enjoy that?” he murmured.

I gave him a stupid smirk, my chest still heaving. At least the cool night air had helped keep me from working up a sweat.

“My turn,” I said, biting my lip as he arched an eyebrow.

“Your turn?” he questioned, but I pushed his chest, using my strength to force him over and onto his back.

I straddled him, my legs still quivering from the orgasm.

Darcy just stared up at me through hooded eyes, his hands resting on my hips.

First thing first, the pants had to come off.

I leaned down, kissing along his jawline and nibbling on his earlobe as he moaned, his hands tightening on my hips as my fingers trailed down his chest.

I littered soft kisses down his neck, loving how his body reacted to my touch, his muscles quivering as his erection strained against his pants.

My hands found the zipper of his pants, and I slid them down slowly, kissing down his collarbone and then suckling on his nipple.

“Jesus Christ, T,” he moaned, his hands having moved to my hair.

I pulled back from worshipping his body to yank his pants off, my eyes drawn to the bulge in his grey briefs. I was grateful he’d removed his shoes already, although I still wore my black heels.

My core tightened at the mere thought of having him inside me.

I ducked down, loving how his fingers massaged my head as I kissed his stomach, teasing his length with one finger, rubbing through the material.

He groaned as I moved down and nuzzled him through his briefs, drawing in the scent of his arousal.

I looked up, finding he was watching me with hungry eyes, his chest rising and falling quickly with barely restrained excitement.

I smirked at him, running my tongue over my bottom lip as I carefully pulled his briefs down, freeing his erection.

I didn’t break my gaze as I dipped down, stroking along the edges of his length with one hand.

He was practically panting as I watched him, and I could see him fighting the urge to take over, to end this torture and have me his way.

I licked the tip of his penis, and his whole body shuddered as he moaned, unable to take his eyes off me as he rested one arm behind his head to watch me.

I wrapped my fingers around him, smirking before dragging my tongue up the side of his length, loving how it twinged in response.

My other hand moved to fondle his balls, massaging them as I teased his cock.

His free hand was balled in the picnic blanket, and he hissed as I kissed the tip once more.

This time, I drew him in, loving the deep moan it drew from him as I took his whole length.

I dragged my tongue along the bottom of his shaft, using my hand in time as I bobbed my head.

The soft sounds of pleasure coming from him was making me drip with desire, and I continued working on him, suckling and teasing his balls.

“T… I’m going to finish if you don’t let up,” he rasped after a few minutes. He was quivering and moaning, his head thrown back as he enjoyed it.

I wanted to finish him, badly, but I also wanted to see if I could make him wild. He was always so gentle with me, but I wanted to see his tiger side shine through.

I pulled away, slithering up his body and catching his lips to stifle his groan.

I straddled him, using one hand to guide him into my slick walls.

We both moaned as our bodies joined, and I broke the kiss to sit up, enjoying how he filled me up nicely.

“Darcy…” I moaned, staring down at him with hooded eyes. “I want you to have wild sex with me.”

Those dark eyes flashed, the tiger inside him rearing its head at the request.

I ground against him, pumping myself on his length softly to stir him up.

He reached for me, tugging me down against his chest and kissing me desperately.

“Is that what you want?” he murmured, his husky, sweet voice sending shivers down my spine as he nibbled on my earlobe.

“Yes,” I breathed, grinding on him again.

He rolled us over, withdrawing from me and lifting my legs up.

He hooked them over his shoulders, and the spark of wild I saw in his eyes sent me overboard.

He eased back into me, and the angle felt amazing as he began thrusting.

I felt like I had no control in this position, but it felt amazing and tight as he drove into me.

Our lips met, and I moaned as the pleasure began to spark inside me.

He kept at a steady pace, gripping my hips so I didn’t get pushed away by his movements as he sunk deep inside me with each thrust.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he growled when we broke apart, his fingers digging into my hips as he ground into me.

I just moaned in response, closing my eyes and focusing on the incredible feeling of him inside me. He lifted me up a little, and I began gasping as he hit my g-spot.

His speed increased as he grunted and moaned, and I knew he was nearing his finish.

“Don’t stop,” I gasped.

He obeyed, and his thrusting only deepened and quickened.

I cried out, gripping the picnic blanket as my body shuddered, my walls tightening around him as all my muscles spasmed and my head lurched back.

He moaned loudly, joining me in finish as I felt him fill me up.

Then we were lying side by side, our naked bodies entwined under the starry sky, our chests heaving as we enjoyed the afterglow.

Darcy pulled me closer so that my head was resting on his chest, and his hand stroked my back softly, sending sweet shivers down my spine.

“I just want to hold you for a while, enjoy this, before round two,” he murmured.

I chuckled at the mention of another round. I’d known once was not going to be enough, but he needed a moment to recharge.

“Was it wild enough for you?” he asked softly as he nuzzled the top of my head.

I sighed, turning my head up and giving him a light kiss.

“It was perfect,” I said honestly.

Darcy wasn’t the wild type, but he’d shown more of an animalistic side tonight than I’d ever seen before.

I also knew that when it came to wild, Jackson was the one who won that.

Darcy’s way of having me was always more for my benefit, softer and sweeter.

Our foursome had revealed just as much. He was the one who wanted me to feel incredible, Tyler loved rough sex, and Jackson was more in tune with his panther side than we were with our tigers, and he used it.

But I wouldn’t change a single thing about Darcy.

I snuggled into him, enjoying his warmth as the cool night nipped at my bare skin.

The pleasant sound of the night life was all that greeted us out here, and I loved it.

I closed my eyes, focusing on the soft rise and fall of Darcy’s chest.

Nothing could be more perfect than this moment.
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I awoke to the sound of an alarm going off.

I groaned, burrowing under the pillow as Darcy grumbled beside me.

His arm snaked around my waist, and he pulled me against him so that he was spooning me.

“Five more minutes,” he mumbled as he nuzzled my back.

I lifted the pillow, taking a moment to adjust to my surroundings.

After a few hot sessions out in the field, we’d come back to his place.

He’d carried me bridal style into his bedroom, laying me down on the bed and taking me once more before we finally settled in for sleep.

Today, he was working, whereas I had the day off. Hell, I had the week off, something mom was adamant about. I needed to be with my mates. I’d be useless at work, my mind preoccupied as my body screamed to consummate the bond.

I’d laughed at her, but she was right. I couldn’t keep the boys off my mind.

How Darcy intended to work today was beyond me. Hell, even Tyler was still working. I wasn’t sure about Jackson.

“Today is going to be hard,” Darcy murmured, as if he’d read my thoughts.

I could feel his morning wood prodding me from behind.

“Guess I’ll have to take care of you now to hold you over,” I sighed as I reached around behind me to stroke him.

He moaned and kissed my back, and I guided him into my entrance, making sure to angle myself against him right.

He moaned again as he sunk inside me, and then his arm tightened around my waist as he began thrusting into me.

Nothing beat morning sex to wake up to.

I used my hand to tease my clit, and it didn’t take us long to climax together despite our sleepy states.

We ended up in the shower together, but we kept it as g-rated as possible. Otherwise he was going to be late for work.

“Jackson wants to take you out to breakfast,” Darcy informed me as he scrubbed himself with his back to me. I knew he was keeping himself turned away on purpose, otherwise we’d going for another round. We just couldn’t keep our hands off one another.

“Right,” I murmured. “Got a spare toothbrush?”

“Bottom drawer.”

Darcy finished up before me, giving me a quick kiss on the forehead before asking me to lock the door on my way out. Jackson would be by at eight to pick me up.

He hesitated, obviously having trouble leaving me, but I shooed him off. He had a good job, he couldn’t put it on hold for me.

“I’ll call you at lunch!” Darcy yelled out as he headed off.

I smiled at his cuteness as I took time washing myself downstairs. I was glad I was on the pill, but I’d always used condoms too just in case. Not lately, not with these guys.

A knock on the door stirred me from my position on the couch, watching the morning news.

I had to put my dress back on, and my panties weren’t dirty since Darcy had taken them off pretty quick last night.Too bad I was without makeup now.

I doubted Jackson would care though. I couldn’t help that Darcy didn’t have all the required makeup at his place.

I headed over to the door, flicking the TV off and making sure I had everything.

All I really had were my clothes and phone anyway.

I opened up the door, smiling brightly at Jackson, who looked like he’d just stepped out of a model magazine with that dashing smile, golden skin, and blue-eyed blonde sexy neighbor vibe.

“Good morning, Topaz,” he said, leaning forward to kiss my cheek.

“Morning,” I grinned. I still couldn’t believe my luck. Mated to three incredibly sexy men. I’d certainly won the lotto.

“How was your date last night?” he asked as he offered me his hand.

I slipped my small hand into his large, calloused hand.

“It was great, nighttime picnic in a field,” I shared with him.

“Sounds like he did well then,” Jackson mused as he noted my wide smile. “I’m still building my knowledge base of you, so, do you like waffles?”

“Yes,” I said instantly, my stomach grumbling at the thought of food. After my extensive work-out last night, I was in serious need of food.

“Perfect! It’s a start,” he grinned, making my inner little girl giddy with just his smile.

I felt like I was going on my first date with a crush. Despite the fact we’d had wild sex not that long ago.

We headed down to his red truck, ‘Dallaire Woodcrafters’ printed along the side followed by a mobile phone number.

Like a gentleman, he held my door open for me, and I was impressed with how tidy his car was. I hadn’t expected it to be clean, but save for a few napkins in the center console, it was spotless.

Darcy was a slight clean freak, which had never bothered me, and I’d loved how spotless his car was. I had my own little sedan, but Darcy preferred to do most of the driving, or I caught a lift to work with mom, so it spent most of the time in the garage and not in use.

We spoke about our music tastes and things we loved. Jackson was more adventurous than I knew Darcy to be, and I wasn’t sure about Tyler.

He also loved going for hikes and camping, being at one with his panther side. The thought of spending days alone in the wilderness and shifting was something I loved. I’d done a few camping trips with my dad growing up, he’d taken Darcy and I out camping when he wanted to train us in our shifted states.

“So, how are you planning on getting into this tattoo business?” I asked. I’d also discovered he’d regained all his memories already, and he had relaxed a heap since being restored to his usual self.

“I have a friend who owns a tattoo shop that is just starting up in Silver Springs. He’s going to show me the ropes and get me in once he’s set up. He loves my designs and thinks I’ll be great at it. I’ll still help my dad with the woodcrafting too though,” he said as we drove. We were heading into Silver Springs for our waffles.

Just the thought of food to come had me excited.

Not to mention the male viking sitting across from me, looking like a heavenly meal himself.

Damn. Having mates was going to ruin me. Sex was always around the corner now, always dancing at the edge of my mind.

He caught me eyeing him, and that charming grin was sent my way, his blue eyes flashing knowingly as they trailed over me slowly.

Little shit was going to make it difficult to focus on food.

“Something on your mind?” he asked coyly.

“Food,” I said immediately, and his rumbling laughter had my panties practically pooling. It was so rich and sincere, a sound that I would do anything to hear all the time.

“I can guarantee that there’s something else on your mind,” he said, giving me a devilish smirk before focusing on the road.

I’d already had sex this morning, surely I could hold off until after breakfast.

But my body knew what it wanted, and that was my mates. And right now, it wanted Jackson.

“How many times did you guys do it last night?” he asked, and I flushed at the question.

He was still smirking mischievously, not bothered in the slightest about his prying question.

“A few times,” I said, fighting the heat that was building up in me. The thought of the fun we had last was only making it worse.

“We could have some fun before breakfast?” he suggested, reaching over and resting his hand on my thigh.

I bit my lip as the touch sent a wave of heat through me.

Goddamn. Fuck.

I caught his eye, feeling my cheeks flush as he edged his hand higher up my thigh as his eyes dilated. Little shit was going to make sure we had fun.

“Pull over,” I instructed. Last thing we needed was a car accident.

His face lit up at the fact he was getting his way, but I was not about to let him do me on the side of the road where anyone could see us. Not in the business truck. That would be even worse if his father got a call about some naked people going at it on the hood.

At least they’d remember the business name.

I snickered at the thought.

“What?” Jackson asked playfully as he shut the engine off after pulling right off the road and onto the grass.

“You can have me if you catch me,” I said, having already yanked my heels and panties off right after my seatbelt.

He gave me a confused look as I shoved the door open and tore off, slinking into the tree-line and pulling my dress over my head.

I heard him scramble out of the truck, slamming the door and cursing about where to hide the keys before he ran after me.

I ran.

I savored the wind in my hair, the fresh scents of the morning, the animals scurrying around in the woods. And as I ran, I allowed the magic to course through me, tingling through me with an underlying familiar pain.

My body lengthened, my arms cracking as they changed shape and I fell to all fours, still darting through the trees.

Fur sprouted from my skin as my spine lengthened and a tail unfurled behind me, and my whole face ached as it cracked and shifted, my canines elongating and whiskers protruding from my snout.

Within seconds, I was racing through the woods, a tiger on a playful morning run.

And behind me, I could hear the panther catching up, his soft paw-steps just reaching my sensitive ears.

I didn’t look back, instead focusing ahead as I took long strides, flaring my nostrils and drawing in the wild aromas.

I heard him before I saw him, launching at me from the side, his sleek black fur flashing as he leaped.

I dodged his playful attack, twisting and standing on my back legs as I batted at him. In our shifted states, he was smaller than me, but that didn’t stop him from trying to knock me down as he leaped at me again.

We wrestled and frolicked, enjoying the moment in our wild states, clawing and snapping at one another playfully.

I soon found myself on my back, laughing as I shifted back to woman as the panther pinning me down shifted back to man.

But his eyes remained feline, his canines still pointed as he smiled down at me.

Something we could do, but I didn’t see very often. Right now, he looked sexy as hell.

I mimicked him, feeling my heightened senses return to me as my teeth lengthened and my eyes narrowed to slits.

“Fuck, you look amazing like that,” he breathed, his solid, strong arms encasing me as he hovered over me.

“So do you,” I said, trailing a clawed finger down his chest.

“Have you ever done it like this?” he growled softly.

I froze as I caught his gaze. The thought exhilarated me. I’d never done it in this slightly shifted state.

“We heal quickly from shifter wounds,” he reminded me as I bit my lip.

A smile broke across my face, and I cocked my head up at him.

“How many times have you done it in this state?” I asked, my voice a soft purr.

“A few times,” he growled, those eyes dilating once more as his gaze fell to my lips.

“It’ll be my first,” I said, and he sighed, relieved that I was willing to give it a go.

I wasn’t going to lie, the idea of being more animal and instinctual was a massive turn on.

He bent down, kissing along my neck, his canines dragging over my skin in a display of dominance. One bite in this state in the right spot, and I’d likely bleed out. But I trusted him, and the dangerous nature of it had my blood pumping frantically.

“Let your tiger side take over, don’t fight it,” he growled as he nipped my collarbone, drawing a soft hiss from me as I felt him draw a little blood.

My tiger was just beneath the surface in this state, clawing to come out.

“What will happen if I do?” I asked, being careful with my claws as I ran my hands over his shoulders and then down his chest.

“Pure passion,” he stated, pulling back to look down at me with those golden panther eyes.

I stared up at him, my chest rising and falling quickly as the adrenaline from our play still coursed through me.

I could smell his arousal now, and it was making my inner tiger roar for release.

And with a soft smile, I submitted.

A growl rose up inside me as Jackson claimed my mouth, hooking my leg over his hip as he nudged my entrance.

My hands slid around his back, my claws digging in as he pushed inside of me.

He littered my skin in kisses and nips, and I clawed gently at his back at first, before rolling us over and taking charge.

I rode him wildly, bucking and grinding down on him, his claws digging into my hips as he drove me down onto him.

My inner tiger roared, and the animalistic sounds escaping us both mingled with our moans and filled my ears.

Grunts and growls rose from him, and I dug my claws into his chest, gritting my teeth as my pleasure grew. The sensation of the soft pain mixed with the pleasure was pushing me over the edge. I’d never experienced anything like it, the buildup inside me that promised something unique and completely different from my usual orgasms.

And then I was underneath him again, and he withdrew as he flipped me onto my belly, the pine nettles and grass scratching at my bare skin as he lifted my ass up just enough to slide into my dripping entrance once more.

He pinned me down, grinding into me as I snarled and fought to regain some control.

I wanted to hit that wall of euphoria, to come tumbling out of the other side of it.

He slammed into me, pressing one clawed hand down on my back to keep me down. He was on his knees, my back end raised and my legs straddling his in this position. His other hand was yanking my ass back into him as he thrust into me, grunting and growling.

I gasped and moaned, the coil inside me tightening as that wall of pleasure drew closer.

And then he heaved me up, so that my back was pressed against his chest as he bounced me on his length.

His teeth sunk into my neck, holding me in place as his clawed hand slid down between my legs. All it took was the careful stimulation of my clit before I arched against him, throwing my head back over his shoulder as the climax exploded within me. My vision blurred as it coursed through my body like wildfire, and Jackson moaned, a sound that I could’ve mistaken for a growl, as my convulsing walls pushed him over the edge.

We sat like that for a short while, his arms wrapped around me and holding me up as he knelt, my head lolled back on his shoulder as he kissed the bite wound on my neck.

I could feel the claw marks already healing all over my body, and the bite was slowly fixing itself.

But all I could focus on was the primal satisfaction, the utter contentment and bliss that still doused me.

I will definitely be doing this again.
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Jackson.

Topaz was perfect in every way, especially when she let her tiger side rule her body. I was overjoyed that she’d been willing to try it, and feeling her claws digging into me as we made raw, primal love was pure perfection. Nothing could beat it.

I’d also learned so much more about her, about her love of books and movies, of how she enjoyed wild runs in the woods under the stars. She loved her solitude on those nights, embracing what she really was and savoring every moment.

We’d shifted after our primal session and raced back to the car. I’d caught her just before the tree-line as she shifted back, and I took her once more, just out of sight of the road.

The way her body moved beneath me, so wild and free, her very spirit shining through with all its fiery passion, it was mesmerizing.

Somehow, we’d gotten our clothes and into the car without me wanting to take her again. Our wild sides were brimming just below the surface now, and her gleeful grin told me she loved it. She loved being true to herself.

Now we sat at the small cafe in Silver Springs, enjoying some waffles. I’d jokingly said we were going to try breakfast at Jewels Cafe, but she’d dismissed it with a laugh and stated she ‘didn’t need more mates on her plate’.

“So, what will you do after all your traveling? Continue working with your mom? Start your own business? What about children?” I asked, eager to know what awaited me.

Children. She would be expected to carry some for Tyler, but neither seemed in any rush for that. As for myself, I loved children, whether they were my own or not. And as long as they were hers, I’d treat them like my own. I knew that already.

“I think I’d like to just keep working with mom. I enjoy it, we get along well, and I love seeing the business grow. I know the regulars too. Besides, I know mom wants to give the business to me when she has enough money to retire with. She doesn’t want to manage and run it forever. As for children, I’m in no rush for that!” she laughed awkwardly, and I knew the thought of children was too soon of an idea for her. The way her jaw clenched made it clear she wasn’t ready to even consider them.

I was unbiased. I knew I wanted to be a father one day, but there was no rush. I still wanted to get money behind me and a house. But with two other males mated to her, I doubted the house would be a problem anymore.

She delved into her waffles, clearly trying to avoid the topic of children, which amused me.

But the way she carefully cut up her waffles and vanilla ice-cream with syrup made me smile. So well-mannered and sweet. And her face lit up with the flavors.

I tried not to make it obvious that I was watching her eat as I ate my own breakfast, well, brunch really considering the time we’d spent having fun in the woods.

Just the thought of what we’d done made my cock twinge, and I had to fight the arousal.

We were also earning ourselves a few knowing, sly looks. We reeked of sex, and the other shifters grabbing their morning coffee or brunch were finding some amusement in it.

I bet they were just trying to think of exactly what we’d done and where.

We spoke lightly as we ate, sharing hilarious stories and laughing. She told me about the time Darcy first shifted, and the issues he’d encountered. He’d ended up with a tail for a whole week when he hit puberty, his body struggling to complete a full shift.

I found this hilarious, and as she detailed the scene for me, I could just picture the well-presented man a panicked mess as he discovered the tail.

“Tell me, did you always care for him?” I asked once our chuckles had died down.

“Yes, I just never knew how much,” she shrugged, but the small smile playing at her lips made my heart warm.

“It’s strange, I would’ve honestly thought there’d be some jealousy between us all, but spending the day with the other two yesterday, well, it was like we were good friends. We spoke about you too, and it was… nice. Darcy shared a lot, helping us learn more about our new mate,” I said, smiling as I remembered the three of us laughing as Darcy told us childhood stories about her.

“Good things, I hope,” she flushed at the thought that we’d know embarrassing things.

“Of course,” I grinned, but a mischievous thought had sprung to mind.

“Is it true that you got really angry once at school with Tyler and tripped, accidentally head-butting him in the crotch?” I asked, knowing full well that even Tyler had been laughing at the reminder. He’d not forgotten it at all.

I, on the other hand, figured we were sharing laughable stories.

“Oh God,” she groaned, covering her face with one hand before peeking out between her fingers. “What did they tell you? Does Tyler remember it well?”

“Yes, they both remember it. Tyler said it knocked the wind out of him, and he remembered having the momentary panic that you were going to bite his dick off in anger,” I laughed.

She snorted at this, bursting into chuckles.

“Honestly, he was being a complete jerk. But I was trying to control a shift that was nearly overtaking me. I’d only just learned how to shift, and the anger was not agreeing with me,” she said with a smirk.

“I found out about your shocking history with him, you guys really hated each other through high school. Although, Tyler thinks it was more for show. You wanted to be the one girl who didn’t have an interest in him, and since that day you punched him, it was deemed by all other students that’d you guys would be enemies forever more,” I laughed.

“Yeah, guess they were wrong there,” she said as she jammed a forkful of waffle into her mouth, finishing up her meal.

“Honestly, I dated a girl once who bit my dick. That shit hurts,” I blurted, wincing when I realized what I’d said.

She gave me a mortified look before laughing softly.

“Wow, I don’t even want to know how that happened. No, wait, I need to know,” she grinned, leaning forward as those gorgeous chocolate eyes drank me up.

“We were doing things, she went down on me, and then her brother screamed through the door that he knew she had a male companion in her room with her. She got frightened and chomped down, thankfully not hard enough to take it off,” I snickered.

“Clearly,” she gave me an eye roll.

“What about you, any embarrassing or painful sex stories?” I asked, keeping my voice low so not too many overheard us.

I saw a few shifters smirking as they sipped their drinks, but they didn’t look our way. Avoiding the sensitive ears of shifters was never going to be completely possible.

“That is a question for a not so public place,” she hissed, but the way her mouth curved in the corner informed me she had things to share, along with the reddening of her cheeks.

“Well, how about we go for a walk then?” I suggested, since we’d both finished off our meals. Besides, I hated being across from her, I wanted to have her hand in mine, to draw in her beautiful wild forest scent.

I wanted her beside me, to see her full beauty in the sunlight, to admire every inch of her as she laughed, her eyes twinkling with joy.

There was no arguing it.

I knew for a fact, Topaz was my chosen mate.
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I sat on the couch at my parent’s place, smiling dumbly.

My walk with Jackson had been fun, and we’d gotten onto some very dirty subjects, and I’d confessed a few secrets of my sex life to him.

Like the time one guy face-fucked me too hard and I threw up all over him, and he still came on my face.

Or the time I’d done shower sex and the guy slipped, yanking his dick out of me in a painful way before splitting his head on the tiles.

Thankfully, he was a shifter, and he’d healed up quickly.

Jackson had a few of his own, including public sex and getting caught by an intrigued vampire who laughed at him and joked with her wolf shifter companion about ‘young kids these days’.

And we’d rounded the date off with a quickie in his car just out the back of my house when he dropped me off.

He tried to give me a kiss goodbye, and one thing led to another, and I ended up on his lap, still wearing my dress but my panties long gone.

To be honest, I was pretty sure they were somewhere in his car. All well, he’ll be delighted with his surprise later when he goes through the vehicle.

I needed a shower.

I reeked of sex, and I was already hungry again.

My phone vibrated, and I glanced at the caller ID before answering.

“Hey Darce, how’s it going?” I asked, smiling as butterflies danced in my stomach at his call.

“It’s good, just wanted to call you. I rang my parents too earlier when I had a chance. Figured I should fill them in,” he said.

Darcy loved his parents, but they were a little… prudish. My heart plummeted at the stammer in his voice.

“How’d it go?” I asked softly, all the joy and glee I’d been feeling rushing out of me in an instant.

“They’re… um… okay with it. Sorta. They’ll come around,” he stated.

Traditional. That was the right word for them. And me having three mates was not normal in their eyes at all.

“Do they hate me?” I blurted, the fear niggling at me.

“Of course not! They’ve always liked you,” Darcy said quickly. “And they’ll come around, trust me. Dad was more understanding that it is what it is, but I think it’s weirded him out a little. Mom… well, she was mom.”

I’d always felt strange around his mom. She ran the house, and there were times when I’d gone over and she was annoyed, and she’d give us all the cold shoulder. I would never admit it, but I wasn’t a fan of going to his place when we were younger, it was uncomfortable to be around his mom. His dad was alright though.

“Not a fan?” I smirked knowingly, but my stomach knotted.

“She’ll just have to deal with it,” he dismissed it. “Because I love you, and I don’t mind sharing you.”

I smiled as my heart soared at this.

“So, did you enjoy your breakfast with Jackson?” he changed the subject.

I chewed my lip as all the naughty things we’d done sprang to mind.

“Yes,” I said with a giggle.

Darcy snorted, catching on to what had obviously transpired.

“Tyler wants to take me out tonight, he texted to see if I liked Vee,” I said.

“I told him you did,” Darcy chuckled.

“Yeah, he just wanted to double check. He'll be picking me up at seven-thirty. Vee is a nice club, I like the atmosphere,” I smiled. I was touched that he’d had to double check with me. I found it cute.

“What are your plans for the rest of the afternoon?” he asked.

“Finish off my reread of Harry Potter and the Philosopher’s Stone,” I admitted. I’d been rather distracted lately, and still hadn’t made it through my reread of the first book.

“You always did like Harry Potter,” he chuckled.

We spoke a little more, and I found out he was having trouble with a puppy patient who had eaten some things he shouldn’t have. He was hopeful he would pull through though.

And then I was heading upstairs for a much needed shower before settling down on the couch in a comfy pair of tracksuit pants and grey shirt as I delved back into my book.

By the time my phone went off with a notification from Tyler, I was well into book two.

And he was going to be by in less than an hour to pick me up.

I groaned, wanting to finish off my book, but also feeling the fluttering in my stomach at the thought of going out with him.

I ended up just smiling dumbly as I got up and headed upstairs to change into a cute black and red dress that would be suitable for the club.

Then I was back in the kitchen, looking for something to eat quickly. Mom and dad were going to be home late tonight, since he had picked her up from work to go out for dinner.

Not that I minded, I liked being left alone.

I ended up settling on some PB and J toast, scoffing it down before dashing upstairs to do my teeth and makeup.

I took the time doing my makeup, popping on some red lipstick and doing a sexy smokey eye look.

It took me a decent chunk of time, considering how rarely I did such full-on makeup.

And when I made it back downstairs and checked my phone, he wasn’t going to be far off. So I settled back in for a bit more reading until he arrived, all the while my stomach fluttered in anticipation.
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Tyler.

When I knocked on the door to pick Topaz up, I was not expecting the sexy minx that greeted me. The sight of her with her makeup on point and that daring black and red dress took my breath away.

“What, cat got your tongue?” she smirked when I just stared at her, taking a moment to appreciate just how beautiful she was.

How had I never seen her looking this damn good before?

My jeans suddenly felt too tight, and I found myself claiming her lips, drawing a squeak of surprise from her.

She relaxed quickly, and I kissed her deeply, pulling her body tight against mine, loving the feel of her soft curves melding into mine. Her arms wrapped around my neck, and I slid my hands down to rest on her lower back as I kissed her.

We broke apart for air, and she grinned up at me.

“I just put this lipstick on,” she groaned as she slapped my arm softly before chuckling. “Now you're wearing it.”

I wiped at my lips, finding the smear of red on the back of my hand and smirking at how I’d messed it up on her lips too.

“C’mon, I’ll fix it in the car,” she chuckled with an eye roll.

Hell, I was tempted to skip the club altogether and just take her somewhere to ravish her body, but I wanted to get to know my new mate on a more personal level.

I sighed, dragging my eyes over her once more.

“You look gorgeous,” I stated, loving how she flushed and averted her eyes.

“Thanks,” she said, chewing on her lip and making me want to kiss her again.

Instead, I battled off my desire and took her hand, leading her back to my black truck.

“So it didn’t get towed then?” she mused.

“No, it was still there when Darcy dropped me off at it,” I said, catching her adorable little smirk and smiling.

I held open the passenger door for her, drawing in her wild forest scent as she climbed in.

It was almost enough to make me pull her back out and kiss her again, but I resisted with great difficulty.

“So, you guys spoke about that time I head-butted you?” Topaz suddenly said during a break in our light conversation.

“Yeah, not your finest moment,” I chuckled. “You were so angry, I had no idea what you were going to do, and then you came at me with the eyes flashing with your tiger and I thought you were going to rip into me. Then you tripped,” I snorted.

“And you thought I was going to bite your dick off?” she smirked, although her cheeks had grown rosier at the embarrassment.

“You were pissed, it was a panicked thought,” I defended myself.

“I’m not that bad,” she said, smirking to herself.

“You broke my nose all those years ago too. I mean, it healed up quick, but you pack a mean right hook,” I smiled, shaking my head at the memory. Now look where we were.

“You deserved it,” she retorted.

“I’m not saying I didn’t, I know I did,” I smiled, glancing over at her.

She was smiling to herself as she stared out the window, her hands folded over that cute little navy blue wallet case for her phone.

“So you guys can feel each other now, how’s that? I can sense where you guys are, even right now. The other two are at home. I can’t feel their emotions though, I think we need to be closer for that,” she mused.

“Yeah, I can sense them and feel them, but I can only do both when they’re nearby. With you, I can sense you anywhere, and get an idea of your emotions,” I murmured. Feeling the other guys was strange, and we’d spoken about it when we’d been making the Facebook chat.

“How am I feeling now?” she asked softly, giving me a small smile.

“Content, excited, happy,” I smiled back. I could feel these things from her easily.

She chuckled before looking out the window, and I took the moment to just take in how gorgeous she looked once more.

Tonight was going to be perfect. I just knew it.

I let her slide into the red booth, the dark atmosphere strangely welcoming. Being owned by vamps meant that it got its fair share of supe patrons, along with humans too. Rumor had it that the vamps used the bar to feed, but that was none of my business.

“Would you like a drink?” I asked, grateful that the music wasn’t over the top loud. They obviously took into consideration the heightened senses of supes, which was why Vee club was a hit.

“Rum and Coke,” Topaz smiled as she settled into her seat, looking sexy as all hell with that playful smile.

I nodded, smiling as I went up to the bar.

The curvy woman behind the bar was human, but she was sweet and friendly, happily getting me my drinks as I asked her how the night had been going. I discovered her name was Rose, but I didn’t stick around to chat, as I had my fiery little mate to return to.

We were here quite early, which meant we had plenty of time to chat before things stepped up a notch at the club.

“Thanks,” Topaz said as I slid the drink across the table and squeezed into the seat beside her.

I made sure that our bodies were touching as I shuffled closer, needing to feel her warmth against me.

She took a hefty gulp of it before grinning at me.

“I still can’t believe this,” she laughed softly. “Mated to Tyler Harrison.”

“Same, it still feels so unreal,” I agreed, kissing the side of her head and drawing in the flowery scent of her hair. She was wearing it down tonight, and had the same earrings on that she’d worn on her birthday party night.

“I hope your birthday was still good,” I sighed.

“I enjoyed the majority of it,” she stated as she leaned into me more.

Her sweet smile was infectious, and I couldn’t stop smiling as I looked down at her. She was so goddamn beautiful. I knew my feelings for her were only growing, and I knew my father had made the right call once again when he’d chosen her. Had he known this would happen? That the hatred we had would melt away and be overcome with something so much better?

Honestly, it wouldn’t shock me. That man was always full of surprises.

I reached into my jacket, finding the box with ease and pulling it out.

“I know it’s late, but here’s your birthday present,” I said sheepishly. I’d bought it earlier today, despite how a part of me had wanted to get her a present for her party. The twenty-first party gatherings were more about the Pride acknowledging their move into adulthood, but family and close friends got them presents.

I hadn’t considered myself one of those, and assumed she’d toss whatever I got her.

But as I shakily handed her the box, I scolded myself. How could I be nervous giving her a gift? I’d bought gifts for plenty of girls over the years.

Girls I’d never truly cared for. I guess that was why.

I truly wanted her to like what I’d gotten her, and I’d asked Darcy for pointers. He’d bought her the last few Harry Potter books in hardcover, since she only had the first three in hardcover. I pretended to understand why that was special, but I guess that was something I’d have to learn about Topaz.

“You didn’t have to get me anything,” she said softly as she accepted the black box and smiled at it.

My chest tightened as she opened it, and I waited anxiously for her response.

Fuck, I felt like a little nervous freshman, which was ridiculous. I’d never been nervous with girls before.

But Topaz was different. She was special, and she’d always brought out another side of me, a side I’d fought, which had resulted in our weird enemies status. Because a part of me had always crushed on her a little.

“I love it,” she breathed, a broad grin breaking out as she touched the topaz necklace. It hadn’t been an easy find, especially since I specifically wanted topaz for it.

It was a teardrop shape, with an infinity rope entwined into the white gold teardrop design, with a topaz jewel.

It had cost a decent amount for the white gold, but I didn’t want to skimp out. I had to make a good impression on my mate, prove to her that I was a changed man and could take care of her.

Hell, I was surprising myself a lot with how I was thinking about her, about us.

“Can I put it on you?” I asked carefully, a wave of relief flooding through me with her clear joy for the gift.

She really did like it.

She nodded, resting the box on the table and turning to face away from me while lifting her hair up.

I took out the necklace and carefully looped it around her neck, enjoying the feel of her hair brushing my hands as I did up the clasp.

“It looks perfect on you,” I murmured when she turned back and admired it.

“It’s beautiful,” she smiled warmly, catching my eyes and holding them.

She leaned forward, brushing her lips on mine, and I slid my hand around the back of her neck to deepen it.

I pulled back after a few moments of kissing her, shifting uncomfortably in my seat.

Fuck, she had one hell of an effect on my dick.

I instead started talking to her, asking probing questions to better know her. We shared stories of failed relationships even, and she had a good time making fun of my long list of flings.

By her fifth or sixth drink and nearly two hours later, she was begging me to join her on the still rather quiet dance floor.

The DJ had chosen more energetic songs with good beats that we could feel thumping in our bodies gently.

I knew it was affecting her, and I laughed as she dragged me onto the floor.

We danced, and I pulled out some more classical moves I’d been taught when I was younger. I mostly just wanted to hold her close and twirl her around, which didn’t really suit the thumping music, but she was loving it.

She threw her head back and laughed, her eyes lighting up as I twirled her, her necklace glinting.

She looked so happy and carefree in this moment, and I couldn’t stop smiling as the joy from her flooded through me.

Then she was tugging out of my arms, dancing solo and swaying her hips.

Others had joined us on the floor, and I stepped forward, moving my body with hers, and loving how she would grind back into me, swaying her hips and wrapping her arm around my neck as she lolled her head back against my chest.

I seized the moment, ducking down and claiming her lips.

She moaned softly into the kiss, the beat of the music drowning it out for those around us.

And she ground back into me, making me groan.

I’d been battling this goddamn stiffy all night, and now she was setting it off bad again.

She broke the kiss to twist in my arms before capturing my lips once more.

Her hands slid over my shoulders to entwine behind my neck, and I dragged my hands down her sides, loving the warmth that rushed through me at the feel of her body pushed up against mine.

“I think we’ve had our fun here,” she purred as she broke the kiss and whispered against my ear. “But there’s so much more fun we can have.”

I couldn’t help it, my hands gripped her hips tighter at the suggestion, and I had to close my eyes as I tried to focus on reining in my arousal.

She laughed as she tugged out of my grip, and I watched after her longingly as she waggled her eyebrows and slipped through the crowd.

I hoped no one was paying attention, because my erection was not exactly hidden.

Fuck.

I hurried after her, my nostrils flaring as I tracked her deliciously aroused scent mixed with that wild forest aroma.

I found her waiting by the bar, and I wrapped my arms around her waist, lifting her up and twirling her around, loving her soft squeal of glee.

“You’re mine,” I growled against her ear as I held her to me.

“Prove it,” she challenged, and I locked onto those soulful, dark eyes that glinted with desire.

We managed to get out of the bar, although she was giggling and teasing me, kissing me and then darting away like an excited teen.

No, this was the mating bond making us crazy, but I loved it.

I followed after her, catching her in my arms every chance I got and pressing my lips against hers, desperate to taste her.

And then she’d wriggle out and be off again, that singsong laughter toying with me.

I finally caught her again when we reached my truck, tucked away in a darkened corner of the parking lot around the back of the building.

I pushed her up against the side of it, owning her mouth with a hungry kiss.

She just moaned into me, quivering as she wrapped her arms around me.

I reached out with my senses, finding we were completely alone out here.

She moaned as I lifted her legs up to wrap around my waist, and I was grateful her dress allowed the movement. Hell, the short little club dress had made tonight a slightly painful event in the dick department.

“We’re alone out here,” I breathed as we broke apart for air.

My truck was parked right on the end, cast in shadows that even I had trouble seeing in.

We wouldn’t get caught, and I needed her, like an hour ago.

“We can’t,” she hissed, but the twinkle in her eyes revealed the thought excited her more than anything.

I smirked as I kissed her nose.

“We’re shifters, we’ll know if someone comes into the area,” I said slyly as I moved in to kiss her neck.

She drew in a sharp breath as I let my hand fall to her thigh. I caressed her inner thigh, wanting so desperately to feel that arousal that I could smell. It surrounded me, embracing me in a grip of lust and desire. She was going to be so wet for me, I just knew it.

“I’ve never done it in public,” she murmured as she ran her hands down my chest.

My heartbeat quickened at her sultry tone.

Was that a yes then?

Fuck, the idea of bending her over the hood and taking her was making me crazy. That would be so perfect.

“We don’t have to if you don’t want to, we can go back to my place,” I suggested.

I needed her, one way or another, and I knew she wanted me too.

“We’ll just be careful,” she smirked, nipping my bottom lip. “Keep an ear out.”

I moaned as I gripped her ass and held her to me.

Our lips met in a wild frenzy of desire as I moved us around to the hood, tucked out of sight and in the shadows.

I sat her on the hood, grateful I hadn’t gotten the bigger model. This one was a good height for us.

And then I was slipping her little black panties off and shoving them into my back pocket for safe keeping.

She was moaning against my lips as I gripped her hip in one hand and used the other to test her wetness.

The absolute flood I was met with made me groan loudly as I slid a finger inside her.

She was absolutely soaked for me.

I ravaged her lips and neck, wanting to remove her dress but knowing it would be safer if we remained mostly clothed.

Instead, I used my hands to please her, adding in a second finger and stroking her walls as she arched into me.

Her soft sounds of pleasure had me shaking with desperate desire, but I wanted her on the verge of climax before I even got my dick out.

But when she ran her hands down my chest and undid my jeans, a relieved sigh left me as the painful restriction was undone.

I began rubbing her faster, loving the mews and gasps leaving those gorgeous, parted lips.

Her hands worked on freeing my erection from my briefs, and I released her hip to help her slide them down.

Then she was pumping me, using her movements to quicken my own hands on her.

I couldn’t help it, the faster she worked me, the faster I worked her.

She was moaning softly, trying to stay quiet as she arched and bit her lip, her ass squirming on the hood as her chest rose and fell quickly. I knew she was close now, it wouldn’t take much to push her over that edge.

I took the moment, easing into her tight, wet walls as she quivered and clawed at me.

I gripped that perfect little ass tight as I began ramming into her, not caring that the car was shifting under the force.

“Fuck,” she hissed, gripping the front of my shirt and gritting her teeth.

I pounded into her, loving the feel of her warmth engulfing me, joining our bodies as one.

And I felt those walls tighten on me as she threw her head back, the orgasmic look on her face, making me moan as her body shuddered and she arched backwards.

A few more deep thrusts and I exploded, buried deep inside her as I pulled her up against my body.

We remained like that for a few moments, clutching one another tight as we enjoyed the moment, our bodies connected.

“Look, Wolfie, a free show.”

I tore out of Topaz, shielding her with my body as I yanked my pants up. Great.

How did we not notice them?

“What the fuck?!” I snapped at the vampire, who was smirking at me as her wolf shifter companion looked amused.

“Relax,” she said to me. “It’s just a bit of fun. Come on, Wim, let’s head into Vee and leave the horny lovebirds to their horniness.”

“You say that word a lot, Sapphire,” the wolf shifter said.

“Speaking of which...” She pulled out her phone and began swiping. “What do you think about this guy as a sexy ice cream model?” She asked her companion.

I watched them stride off like they couldn’t care less what they’d just seen.

“Well, I think we should take this away from the parking lot,” Topaz mumbled as she slid off the hood and grabbed her panties from my back pocket.

I turned back to her, and our confused and shocked looks mirrored one another perfectly as we glanced after the vampire and her companion.

A smile broke out across her face as she began giggling, and I joined her, laughing at our luck.

I helped her into the passenger seat of the car, and we headed off.

As we drove, she wondered aloud if that was the same vampire and wolf shifter Jackson had encountered too in the same way.

I snorted at the thought, finding it a hilarious coincidence.

I had some dessert plans in mind for her, including some caramel slice I’d made. And… other more devilish things.

As we drove, her hand rested on my thigh, those soft doe eyes contented as she stared out the windshield, I realized just how perfect everything was.

Nothing could come between the bond we shared now. And I wanted to spend every single day making sure she knew how special she was.

I’d make her life perfect, along with the other guys.

And we’d be happy.

Those eyes flicked over to me, and the sweetest smile touched her lips as she gave my thigh a squeeze.

Absolutely perfect.

* * *

If you enjoyed this book, please take a few moments to leave a review.

Reviews help other readers find my books and keep me motivated to continue

my stories.

Leave a review?

Want to see what happens next? You can claim the the epilogue by

signing up to my list below! (If you’re already subscribed, don’t stress, it

won’t duplicate you!)

Topaz Epilogue Christmas Bonus

Stay up-to-date by following me on facebook, or, better yet, join my

readers group!

Official Facebook Author Page

Readers Group

www.jecluney.com

 

If you liked Topaz, you’ll enjoy these other Jewels Cafe books:

Amber by Mia Harlan

Sapphire by Eva Delaney

Peridot by M Sinclair Author

Opal by Candace Wondrak

Ruby by Ann Denton

Amethyst by CY Jones

Pearl by Tabitha Barret

Emerald by Jade Waltz

Onyx by Melissa Adams

Moonstone by Lucy Felthouse

Rose by Jewels Arthur

Flip the page to read a preview of Ruby!




Ruby

by Ann Denton

“I fucking hate you!” Holly screamed at me before she stormed out of the store for the second time this week.

“Hate? Hate? Hold on, let me grab my dictionary.” Gah! English. Hardest language ever—and I’d learned thirty-five so far, mostly aquatic dialects (which were basically gargling with different intonations). I flitted over to the cash register to grab the well-worn book, but Holly didn’t wait for me to look up the word hate—a word I’d never heard before. Instead, her blonde, teenage ponytail disappeared out the door and around the corner of Main Street into the sunset.

I looked up the word. Hat: A shaped covering for the head worn for warmth … that didn’t sound right. Ugh. Was this one of those annoying words like knife? With all those letters that didn’t need to be there?

I leaned over to the Alexa that Holly had installed for me. “Hey, Alexa, what’s hate?”

Alexa responded with: “Hate: intense, passionate dislike.”

Could people dislike angels? I looked up at the ceiling. I mean, was He gonna let Holly get away with that?

Nothing happened. So, apparently, the answer was yes. People could hate angels.

“Really?” I asked the ceiling. All I’d asked her to do was take out the trash after our newest shoe delivery. But Holly had teared up, her blue eyes welling, before she screamed that word hate and stomped out. Did trash make her sad? Was it a phobia? Or were those angry tears? I’d read about those. Angry-crying was a thing.

I sighed. There were just too many options. Humans cried when they were happy, sad, even angry. How were you supposed to tell?

And nothing in Harmony’s Guide to Humans said anything about humans hating trash.

I dug my toes into my plush white rug in the middle of my showroom for a second. I had white couches and overstuffed chairs for people to sit in and try on the shoes I searched out from around the world. Behind me, adorable little shoe display cubbies were lit with the light from heaven—electricity was far too expensive. Next to me, a cardboard tower of shoes stood like little presents just waiting to be opened. How could anyone be mad in here? Or feel hate?

It shouldn’t be possible, I thought, before opening up a couple of new shoe boxes and pulling out the softest shoes I could find. I caressed them before I slipped them onto my feet. They were Tree Loungers and the box said their color was fog, though, having been raised in the clouds, I considered myself an expert on condensation. This was more of a sooty ash color. The manufacturers got it wrong. As humans so often did.

I took a test step off of my rug and onto the hard cement floor to try out my newest product. I leaned over to look at them as I walked. Decent. Not cloud-level comfort, that was certain, but the shoes had arch support and no heel. I had to flutter my wings a bit to keep from tunking over face first, because this gravity stuff was a total downer. Earth had far more gravity than heaven or any of the planets I’d been stationed on before. I didn’t get how other angels did it. I’d been here just over a year and the balance thing still got to me. I’d petitioned for smaller boobs, thinking the frontal weight might be causing the issue, but the Mortal Bodies Commission was all wrapped up in some hearing because someone added a tentacle where they weren’t supposed to. So, who knew when I’d hear back about the boob reduction.

I sighed, stopped walking, and stared at the trash bag in front of me. My thoughts went back to Holly. She’d been fine three minutes ago. I stared at the trash bag, trying to decide if it looked like some evil earth creature and that’s why Holly had gone bonkers. I crouched in front of the bag and poked at it. To me, it just looked like a shiny boulder. But maybe she had a fear of boulders?

“Hey Alexa, are people scared of rocks?”

Alexa started to list off types of rocks, completely ignoring my question.

Suddenly, a ball of light appeared in front of me, hovering just at eye level. I squinted, blinded by the intensity of the bright white ball. It was like a miniature sun, only lacking the heat. "Stars, Gunther! Do you have to be so bright?"

My supervisor’s laugh drifted over me. But he dimmed a little as he bounced up and down in front of me. "It’s the fastest way to show up on this planet," he replied.

I fought against rolling my eyes. A witch named Amethyst had taught me that habit—humans did it to show they were annoyed. But I didn't think my supervisor would appreciate it. So, I smiled instead. “How can I help you?”

“Checking in on your progress. Miracle by Christmas on track?” Gunther asked.

“The girl’s working here,” I responded with a noncommittal shrug. Creating this store and then convincing the teenager she needed a job here had taken three months. But changing her rotten attitude? Helping her regain the faith? It was mid-November. The chances of me pulling this off by Christmas hovered somewhere between the chance of being struck by lightning and the chance of winning the lottery—which according to the guy at the gas station who explained the ticket to me, was none. “I could really use a guide on human emotions—” Because they make no thundering sense!

A scroll shot out of the ball of light and smacked me in the chest. “Ow!”

I rubbed at my chest as I bent to pick the scroll up off the floor. I nearly fell but tossed my wings out to help regain my balance. The scroll was thick, probably a foot in circumference. I peeled it open. “Harmony’s Guide to Humans: The Teenage Years: An Instruction Manual.” I glazed over all the formal text to find the publication date. “1745.” I sighed. “Why haven’t we updated this thing?”

Gunther’s ball of light bounced up off the ceiling and then off the floor before floating aimlessly around my shoe shop. “Red tape. It takes the Committee on Humanity centuries to approve updates. Just know, the dueling section is definitely obsolete. The guide to marriage is only applicable in some countries. But the section on STDs? You’re gonna want to check that out.”

Grab the next book in the series below!
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