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      When the arrival of my bus is announced, I stand and take a hesitant step towards the loading dock. I can’t believe I’m about to board a bus and leave sunny NOLA to go back home to freeze your lady balls off in New York. Back to the small town of Silver Springs where I grew-up. A place I vowed to never return to again, but fate had other plans for me, and in my current situation, my choices are limited. As in, I have none and Silver Springs is my best bet for survival. Resigned to my fate, I gather the duffle bag filled with what’s left of my old life and walk with my shoulders back and head held high towards the loading dock. After handing my bag over to the driver to load, I take a seat in the back, scooting all the way to the window. I slide my leg across the empty seat, preventing anyone from sitting next to me. I don’t want to end up with some friendly vacationers trying to chat me up during the 13 hours it will take to get to New York, that’s including the four stops in between. Logically, I know from here to there someone will end up sitting by me, but for now, the bus still has plenty of empty seats for me to get away with my antisocial behavior. Just for good measure, I put on my perfected resting bitch face, scaring away anyone brave enough to consider sitting by me.

      Once the driver steps back onto the bus and starts the engine, I sigh in both relief and dread. I’m relieved I got away, but I dread where I’m going. I know what you’re thinking. If I hate my hometown so much, then why am I going back? To answer that question, I need to start from the beginning. I’m a witch. Yes, you heard me right. I’m a real witch and not the kind that starts with a B. Witches really do exist, as well as other supernaturals, but we’re talking about me right now.

      As the bus pulls away, I duck down when I notice the flaming red hair of my ex. It could be my imagination, but I swear as the bus drives by, his bright green eyes are staring lasers into the side of the bus where I am seated, but that’s impossible right? If anything, I know luck. Part of my witch powers is that Lady Luck is always on my side. What does that mean? It means I’m lucky as shit. It’s the only magic I got from my mother. My other magic is the reason why I don’t want to go back home. The coven I’m from is made up of good witches, or light witches as they’re now called. Think Glinda, the good witch of Emerald City. The problem is the majority of my magic comes from my father, who definitely was not a good witch, and hadn’t come from a light witch family. He’s powerful, with very strong hex and karma magic, and was the reason I was able to hex my ex. Hah, that rhymes. Sorry, I’m losing focus again. So what do you get when Glinda and a powerful karma mage bump uglies and make a baby? You get me, a powerful curse maker with a touch of Lady Luck, ‘ta da.’ Please hold your applause for the end.

      That sounds awesome, doesn't it? Well, it’s really not. It sucks balls because my family hates me. When I was nothing but a little pineapple living in my mom’s tummy, her mother and the other witches in her coven banished my father, running him out of town, which is pretty hypocritical seeing how they’re supposed to be the good guys. As a result, my mother fell into a deep depression and had me prematurely. She was never able to break free from the depression, and mere hours after my birth she died of, what I think was, a broken heart. I was given to my aunt, my mom’s younger sister, and grandmother to raise.

      While growing up, it didn’t take long for everyone to tell I was different. I was never the happy go lucky kid my coven wanted me to be. Spreading joy and laughter like a bunch of hippies was never my thing. I hated school and almost failed Draiochta Academy, one of the two schools most of the supes in New York go to instead of junior high and high school. It took a very perceptive mage to figure out I wasn’t a good witch at all. I can’t do all those goodie two shoe spells. I don’t hold the power or capability for it, but hexing and cursing people, well, that’s my jam. I can work the dark arts like a pro. If this was a Harry Potter movie, I would totally be placed in Slytherin by the Sorting Hat. I’m a beast, and as a result, one of the most powerful hexers in the world, much to my family’s horror.

      To them, I’m like the stain on the carpet you try to cover up when company comes over, except they smothered me and hid me my whole life. If it weren’t for the mage at the academy, I would have never learned the extent of my powers and would have been no more powerful than a human. My family was more willing to let my magic die than admit I wasn’t like them. You tell me, who is the bad guy in this story? As soon as I turned 18 and graduated, I left town and never looked back. Now that I’m older and looking back now, 18 was way too young to venture out into the real world alone. I was young and naïve, and as soon as I arrived in New Orleans, I fell hard for the wrong supernatural.

      Cliche, I know.

      At first, Abraxious was sweet and thoughtful, and so fucking handsome. In fact, his beauty is what pulled me to him in the first place, like a pretty trap. The bright red hair he keeps styled to perfection is beautiful, his green eyes always remind me of precious emeralds, he has a bone structure plastic surgeons would pay millions to use to model after, and the plumpest pink lips. If he went drag, no one would be able to tell the difference, that’s how pretty he is. As soon as he locked eyes on me outside the cafe eating baguettes and drinking espresso, I was a goner. I didn’t see what a guy like him saw in a girl like me, a small town witch with light blonde hair and violet eyes. Said eyes are the reason why my name is Amethyst.

      I can’t say our whole relationship was shallow. At first, Abraxious seemed really interested in me, especially my magic. For once, I didn’t have to hide who I was and what I could do. I wish I knew then what I know now. That the douchecanoe was using me for my powers. First, it started out with me doing small favors for him here and there. Then a pattern started to form, and he was coming to me more and more for much larger favors, until he built a whole business around my abilities. I spent three long years under his control before enough was enough and I put my foot down. Not to mention, the asshat was cheating on me with the other supernaturals he had in his employ as he worked us like a modern day pimp in the hex business.

      When I found out about his latest conquest, Vicki who was a minor demon, I confronted him at his apartment and told him we were done and I quit. Abraxious' business has grown substantially and he has many supernaturals under his employ, but none are as powerful as I am. I’m his bread and butter, something he knows well, which is why he keeps such a close eye on me. Needless to say, me saying I’m leaving pissed him off and the jerk slapped me across the face. Like, how much of a bitch are you to slap a woman? Hexing him may have been an overreaction, but he totally deserved it. As soon as he hit me, my karma senses started tingling and the spell just burst out of me.

      That’s another thing about powers. What most people don’t know is there’s a huge difference between hexes and curses. Hexes are like karma. If you wrong someone, you have something coming your way three times as bad. Curses can be put on anyone, whether they deserve it not. Since I have karma magic in me, as soon as my ex wronged me by cheating on me and then hitting me, my control slipped, and well, I handed out retribution three times as bad as his offense. Those are the rules, light or dark witches’ magic always work in threes. It’s the only thing we have in common, but I’m rambling again and getting off track. The rules of magic are  not important right now.

      I knew something happened, but I didn’t know what until I was already in my car, driving away after kneeing the douche in his balls as hard as I was capable so I could get away. I was just pulling up to my apartment when he texted me a picture of his purple dick with the words ‘you’re dead’. How did he know it was me? Well, despite the obvious purple dick, my signature color is purple, so all my spells leaves behind a purple residue. Consider it a witch's fingerprint. We all have one, but each is unique and can’t be duplicated. As well as my name and eyes, I was also born with a purple strip of hair like Rogue from X-Men. When I was a baby, it was barely noticeable, but now it’s clear as day. No matter how many times I try to dye it, the color won’t stick. It’s not like I hate it, it’s just a big neon sign outing me. So, that’s my shitty story in a nutshell. Why I’m going back to shitville, I mean Silver Springs. Who knows, maybe after three years my family may have changed. It’s wishful thinking I know, but denial is the only thing keeping me on this bus right now, well that and the angry Autumn Fae I just hauled ass from.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Hot Twins

          Amethyst

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      So far the ride has been uneventful. Besides almost being seen by my ex and his Barney colored dick, I haven’t had any other close calls. Exhausted, I slept through two of the four stops. Almost half the journey is now done. When the driver stops for another break in North Carolina, I practically jump out my seat, relieved to stretch my legs and smell something other than stale bus air. “Make sure you’re back in your seats in a half an hour or you will get left behind,” the bus driver warns over the loudspeakers as we all shuffle off the bus.

      North Carolina is a beautiful state. Just like in New Orleans, it’s actually still warm even though it’s fall. I know for a fact as soon as we hit New York, the chill will already be in the air. When I come back from the ladies room, I buy a snack from the friendly hotdog vender and lay out in the lush grass as the early morning sunlight shines on my body. I’m tempted to stay out here, but I trudge my tired body back on the bus and reclaim my seat, but this time instead of having a whole seat to myself, a sexy specimen of a male walks down the narrow aisle and sits right next to me.

      “You don’t mind if I sit here?” He asks me as I continue to stare at him, dumbfounded. Holy jewels is he hot. Like, I thought Abraxious was good looking, but this man sitting right next to me could put his looks to shame any day of the week.

      “Did you break your benchmate?” A man with the exact same face as the handsome stranger beside me teases.

      This is just too unreal, and I feel like I entered the twilight zone. Take tall, dark, and handsome, and times it by two. Both are broad shouldered with a muscled body that looks like they bench press cars under their tight T-shirts. Their pale skin is flawless, without a blemish in sight. Their dark wavy hair is styled in that messy ‘just ran your hands through’ look that looks so hot on guys, a chiseled bone structure that would make angels weep, paired with plump bow kissable lips, but besides all that, what really stands out is their eyes. They both had what I think is called heterochromia eyes. The one sitting next to me has one ocean blue eye on his right and on the left a slate grey so light it could be silver. On his twin, the colors are reversed with the blue eye on the left and the grey on the right. They are gorgeous and both sets are currently twinkling in amusement at my still shocked state.

      “I’m sorry,” I say, finally shaking myself out my stupor.

      “Is it ok if I sit here?” He repeats. “The rest of the seats are filling up and there isn’t another one with two seats close together so I can sit by my brother.”

      “Of course. In fact, your brother and I can trade places if you like, to sit right next to him,” I offer.

      “That’s ok, sugar. Both of us in the same seat may be a little tight," Adonis 2 says from his seat in front of us. I can’t argue with his logic. They are both big boys.

      “Ok, if you’re sure,” I manage to get out.

      “So what’s your name, beautiful?” Adonis 1, the twin sitting next to me, asks.

      “Why?” I question as I clear my head. If I learned anything from Abraxious, it’s that a pretty face helps camouflage the nastiness within, and I shouldn’t lower my guard.

      “It’s just a simple question, sugar. It’s not like we asked for your life story. We have what, seven hours on this bus before we go our separate ways?”

      “Fine,” I relent. He does have a point, and it would be nice to call them by their names instead of the ones I made up for them in my head, but they’re still strangers and I will not be giving them my real name. Stranger danger and all that. “I’m Lola,” I answer with a fake smile to go along with my fake name. Adonis 1 frowns, but he quickly covers it up and holds out his hand for me to shake.

      “Nice to meet you Lola, I’m Caleb and this is my twin Nolan,” he says, tilting his head towards his brother.

      “Nice to meet you two. Since you said you’ll be on the bus the next seven hours, I take it you’re going to New York as well? Is it business or pleasure you two are on?” I know it’s not fair for me to be nosy and ask them questions when I didn’t even want to give them my name, but these two intrigue me like no other. I feel  drawn to them, which is weird since I’ve never seen them before in my life. You don’t forget faces like theirs.

      “A little of both,” Nolan answers with a flirty smile.

      “And you, lovely? What brings you to the Big Apple?” Caleb inquires.

      “I’m heading back home. I’ve been in Alabama the past couple of months, caring for my sick aunt.” I'm in survival mode, and the lie comes smoothly off my lips.

      “That’s real sweet of you, sugar. Glad to know you’re as sweet as you look.” Nolan’s voice has gone beyond flirty as his eyes roam my body, making my cheeks heat as I blush.

      Clearing my throat, I look away from Nolan’s flirty eyes, and I try to concentrate on the scenery outside the window. Too bad it’s not as nice as the hot twins sitting by me. Seeing that I’ve given up on small talk, Nolan turns back around in his seat, and seconds later I pick up the sounds of Candy Crush. Good choice. That game can keep you occupied for hours. It’s freaking addicting, I know from experience.

      “So where in New York are you from?” Caleb asks.

      “Who said I was?” I counter.

      “Well I assumed, since you said you’re going back home to New York,” Caleb clarifies.

      “It doesn’t mean I’m from there. It’s just a place I’ve currently decided to live. Besides, you know the saying about assuming,” I sass.

      “I take it back. You have some claws to go with that pretty face of yours. It’s very hot.”

      “What about you? You never said why you’re going to New York,” I ask, changing the subject.

      I don’t want to admit I like that he finds me hot. Fuck, I just broke up with my boyfriend in the most epic way for hex sake. I can’t be lusting after another not even a day later. What does that say about me or my character? Plus, I don’t know these two from Adam. I’m not a shifter,  I can’t just sniff them and tell if they’re supes or not. I didn’t even know Abraxious was Fae until he told me a week after we met, but if I have learned anything, it is that if they’re hot as fuck, there’s a good chance they’re supes. Vampires, for example, are snobs and only turn people who are just as attractive as them. Incubus are also very attractive, and this crazy pull I have to these two  makes me think that’s what they could be. My libido is definitely fueled up and ready to go. My vajayjay hasn’t seen any action in months after learning about Abraxious’ wandering dick.

      “We did answer. We’re going to New York for both work and pleasure, and if you keep eye fucking me, beautiful, we’ll have to start the pleasure right here, right now,” he drawls with that sexy voice of his.

      “Cocky much,” I reply back

      “It is a big cock. Would you like to see it?” He taunts mischievously, and I gulp knowing I’m way out of my league here.

      “No thank you. You’re not my type.”

      “You’re lying. I can smell your arousal, and I’m sure my brother can too while he pretends to concentrate on the game on his phone. I bet you got him just as hard as you have me.”

      So they are supes. Well, that answers that. Vampire or shifter judging by his words. My gut is saying it’s the former. Vampires have the same allure as demons and incubus. Their beauty is what lures you in like a venus fly trap.

      “I think your nose is broken,” I deny.

      “Keep telling yourself that beautiful, but if you change your mind,” he says, boldly grabbing my hand and placing it on his crotch where I can feel what is a very hard, very big cock hidden under dark washed denim jeans.

      Snapping my hand back before I do something stupid like squeeze the damn thing, I give him a glare before pulling my ear buds from my purse and start one of my audiobooks on my phone. Vaguely I hear Caleb chuckle before he turns his attention on his own phone.

      For the next couple of hours, I ignore the two Adonises while I get into my book. When it gets to the good parts, I have to squeeze my legs together as my heart races. RH books make sex so fucking erotic, especially when I’m sitting next to two sexy alpha males who I wouldn’t mind getting down and dirty with.

      “Good book?” Caleb asks, moving my earbud out of my ear.

      “Didn’t your mother teach you it’s rude to touch people's things without asking?” I snap.

      “She may have, but I was always a bad boy. Tell me violet, are you a bad girl?” He whispers in my ear, and I shiver at his warm breath on my lobe.

      “No,” I answer in a breathy voice.

      “I think you’re lying again. Purple streaked hair, smart ass mouth, and violet eyes filled with fire? I can tell you got in all sorts of trouble in that coven of yours.”

      Narrowing my eyes, I snap out of the trance Caleb put me in. Some vampires can also give off pheromones, luring their prey in while their eyes mesmerize them to their will. It’s a rare ability, but it still happens.

      “Coven? What on earth are you talking about?” I ask, placing a dumb look on my face. Sometimes it pays to be blonde.

      “You can give up the act, Sabrina, I can smell the witch on you.”

      “You know, you’re quite nosy for a stranger,” I mutter, agitated.

      “Maybe I’m trying to be more than a stranger. Tell me violet, what does a vamp need to do to get to know you?” he asks, seductively.

      “Mind their own business, and not pull my ear buds out my ear,” I answer haughty.

      The bus stops for our last and final stop, and I rise immediately, stepping into the aisle before anyone else. Thank you Lady Luck, I think to myself as I take the steps two at a time and inhale the fresh air once I’m outside. Since our final destination is only an hour away, this rest stop is only fifteen minutes, but it’s still long enough to clear my head from the hotness of Caleb and his seductive words.

      Quickly, I march over to the bathrooms and lock myself inside the family one so I can splash cool water on my face. When I stare into the mirror, I almost don’t recognize the girl staring back. This girl’s violet eyes are large and filled with life, my fair skin is flushed with color in my cheeks. It’s been a long time since I genuinely looked happy. Like the first time I stepped foot in New Orleans after leaving my oppressive family and their prejudice ways. Having stalled enough, I go back to the bus, but this time there are enough open seats for me to sit by myself again. I don’t hesitate to claim a seat away from the twins while I doze off listening to my book about a fearless blue haired girl looking for revenge.

      Caleb

      “Are you sure that’s the girl we’re looking for?” Nolan asks, as I watch our target take the empty seat towards the front of the bus. I knew when I saw all the empty seats that were left after the last rest stop, she would make a beeline for one of them.

      “How many other purple eyed witches do you see on this bus?” I question, giving him an ‘are you serious’ look?

      “Hey, don’t look at me like that,” he says, holding his hands up. “She could have taken a different bus. More than one bus goes to New York from NOLA, you know.”

      “Say I entertain your theory. How do you explain her lying about everything, including her name?” I question.

      “We’re strangers getting all up in her business. I would lie too,” he answers effortlessly.

      Rolling my eyes, I sit back in my seat. With Amethyst gone, Nolan quickly occupies her empty seat. The elderly lady he was sitting next to, although I’m sure was nice, looked just like the lady on the front of the bag of cookies and not at all my brother’s type. More than once, I heard her asking him if he was single and if he likes older women.

      “This bus fits the time frame, unless she took a later bus which was already ruled out when our sire’s spies reported seeing Abraxious at the bus port looking for the girl himself. You’re just trying to make excuses because you want to fuck her,” I say, stating the obvious.

      “And you don’t?” He counters.

      “Of course I do. Did you get a good look at Sabrina and that tight body of hers? But I still know how to do my damn job and not let my dick get in the way.”

      “Are you sure about that brother? I could have sworn you made sure her hand groped said dick.”

      “Don’t be jealous Nolan. I’m sure if you ask nicely she’ll be willing to touch yours too,” I mock. “You saw the way she was eyefucking us, she couldn’t keep her eyes off us.”

      “Well, if you were doing your job right, she would be putty in our hands by now. Your powers should have subdued her by now, so we could convince her to go back to New Orleans with us, and deliver her to our sire. Maybe have a little fun along the way.”

      “Don’t you think I was trying? I’ve been pumping enough pheromones her way to start an orgy in a Catholic church, and she still wasn’t interested. That’s one strong witch. Probably the reason why our sire wants her so damn badly,” I gripe. I never fail. Not once have my powers failed to get the results we needed.

      “Oh, she’s interested alright. I can still smell her arousal. I bet you got sugar’s panties nice and drenched. She’s just not compliant enough to get her to follow us. You’ve had your fun, now it’s my turn. When the bus stops at its final destination, I’ll try, and we’ll see who gets the job done.”

      “Have at it,” I wave my hand at my brother dismissively. It’s not going to be as simple as he makes it out to be. I have a feeling Amethyst is going to be more trouble than we originally thought. Hell, she already is. This was supposed to be an easy retrieval mission. Intercept the bus in North Carolina, use my mojo to make the girl come back with us, and deliver her unharmed to our sire. What I didn’t expect was for her to be so damn beautiful and that mouth. Fuck, all the things I want to do to that smart mouth of hers, like stuff my big cock down her throat to shut her up. I’m not ashamed to say I wanted her to do more than palm my cock from the outside of my jeans.

      “What about Abraxious? It won’t be long until he tracks the girl down as well.”

      “If you can mesmerize the girl when the bus stops, then we won’t have to worry about the prick. If not, we’ll deal with him when it’s warranted,” I answer nonchalantly. Abraxious is nothing but a two bit lazy freeloader. He’s not worth my brother’s worry. He may be full Fae, but all he cares about is getting others to do his dirty work for him, and sticking his dick in the first hole available, well at least he did on the last part, I think smiling.

      “Do you think it’s true what they say she did to his cock?” Nolan asks, picking up on my train of thought.

      “I fucking hope so,” I laugh. It’s just what the asshat deserves. The rest of the ride I keep focused. I can’t wait to get this task over with so we can go home. No matter how beautiful Amethyst is, no pussy is worth the wrath of our sire. Nolan and I will do whatever we need to do to not end up on our sire’s shit list.
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      Finally, we reach New York and our final destination, and I’m not talking about the movie. I’m ecstatic to get off this bus, and never want to do this again. In my rush to leave, I almost mow the driver down. When I’m out on the platform waiting patiently for him to hand me my bag, he gives me a dirty look, letting me know that I didn’t make a friend out of him. Oh well, this isn’t Toy Story. Besides it’s not like I’ll ever see him again. Well, I hope not. Also in my rush to leave, I forgot all about the hot twins I sat by, so when one of them lays a hand on my shoulder, I turn suddenly and come face to face with one set of the twins’ extraordinary eyes.

      “Sugar, don’t you want to come get a drink with me and my brother?” he asks slowly.

      Just like when I first met them, my voice box is on empty and I need a refuel. I can only stare deep into his eyes like I’m caught in a trance, but I can’t help it. They’re so damn lovely. Close up, I could see the blue one wasn’t just blue, but facets of different blues with striations of green and gold. The grey one reflected silver streaks that I swear glowed, leading my soul away like the pied piper. They also looked bigger, moving in and out like they pulsed with their own heart beat.

      “What did you say?” I ask, already lost.

      “Come get a drink with me and my brother,” he repeats, grabbing my hand to pull me away. It’s his touch that snaps me out my trance, and I snatch my hand back like it was on fire. I don’t know what it is about these two, but my gut is telling me I need to stay the hell away from them.

      “What’s wrong, sugar?” he asks, looking at my hand in shock.

      I don’t answer, I just turn away quickly heading for the front of the bus port. Once there, I practically sprint towards one of the waiting cabs and dive in the backseat. Startled, the cabby turns back to me and asks, “where to sweetheart?”

      “Silver Springs,” I reply, breathing hard. My heart is racing and I feel like I just ran a marathon.

      “That’s almost three hours away, are you sure?” he questions.

      “Yes, now step on it,” I bark, and he does, peeling out onto the busy street. This time when I leave, two sets of extraordinary eyes stare at me as I gaze back at their owners through the back window until they are nothing but two tiny dots. I don’t know what that was about, but I feel like I dodged a bullet.

      This go around I’m too on edge to sleep, afraid the twins will jump at the cab anytime and drag me away with their hypnotic sexy powers. I’m not sure if they tried on the bus, but I know on the platform Nolan, I think that was, was using his freaky vampire juju powers on me. Thank fuck skin contact cut him off, or I would have been chained down in his coffin somewhere as his sex slave to do as he please. Do vampires even sleep in coffins? I never had the nerve to ask the ones in New Orleans. That show The Originals got one thing right. New Orleans is crawling with vampires, witches, and wolf shifters. Ghosts too. There's many of them surrounding the above ground cemeteries.

      Thank goodness for my rambling mind to occupy me and push my fear back, because the three hours fly by and before long, the small town I’m from starts to come into view. The place still looks the same, and I hate the beauty I see as I look around. As the cab drives into town square, I stare at the familiar landmarks of my childhood with a frown. The same brown cobblestone roads, the small, quaint shops lined up on both sides of main street, all the perfectly manicured parks we pass with healthy looking green grass covered in the brightly colored leaves that fell from trees over a couple centuries old, and the big, bright white building with the bronze domed roof of the mayor's office in the middle of the city square. This place may look like a perfect Hallmark movie, but I know more than anyone that looks can be deceiving. The people who live here are just as wicked as the ones in the big city.

      “Here we go miss,” the cabby says, interrupting my thoughts. He’s already stopped and is waiting on me to pay my fare.

      Handing over the money, I grab my bag and step out onto the clean sidewalk as I plot my next move. I should have been thinking about that instead of the twins, but ever since meeting them, they have been taking up way too much of my brainspace. Looking around, I notice a cozy looking cafe that wasn’t here the last time I was here and decided to check it out, hoping I’ll be able to figure out my next move over a frappe mocha and double chocolate chip muffin.

      When I enter the shop, a little bell rings, and a pretty brunette gives me a bright smile as I walk over to the counter.

      “Hello, how can I help you?” she asks cheerfully.

      “I would like a medium mocha frappe with a double chocolate chip muffin,” I reply.

      Paying the girl, I find a seat near one of the windows. Gazing around, I get lost in the beauty of the fall leaves littering the grass in their bright colors of red, green, and gold. A group of kids was currently running in the park jumping into huge piles of fall leaves, laughing and having a genuinely good time. Too young and too innocent to know how shitty this place really is.

      “Amethyst, I thought that was you,” a familiar voice says before placing my order on the table in front of me.

      “Hey Julian,” I reply once I place his name to his gorgeous face. Julian is a fellow witch I may have had a crush on back when we use to go to the academy together. Besides his pretty face, good hair, and beautiful grey-blue eyes, he was one of the few that didn’t treat me like a leper in school, but sadly it was never meant to be. I always thought him and his best friend Amber, a pretty blue eyed blonde chameleon would make a cute couple. They were practically inseparable. I don’t know if they ever wised up and got together. I hightailed it out of there as soon as I graduated.

      “Long time no see. Are you here for the holidays?” He asks, taking a seat across from me.

      “Actually, I’m thinking about moving back,” I tell him. There’s no point in lying if that’s what I really decide to do. It’ll only serve to make myself look like a fool.

      “Really,” he says, raising a brow. “That’s really good news. I guess you’ll be staying with your coven.”

      “Actually no. I was thinking I’ll find my own place. Do you know a place I can rent?”

      “Not really, I just moved here a month ago myself. Most of the homes available are single family homes, but I know there's a living space above your mother’s old shop. If I remember correctly, it was willed to you wasn’t it?”

      “Yes, much to my family’s dismay. I think they were upset they couldn’t take over the store,” I gripe. Probably hearing the hostility in my voice, Julian gives me a sad smile. Unlike the others, he didn’t turn a blind eye to my mistreatment. He knew what was going on, but it’s not like he could have helped.

      “Well, it’s yours and it’s been waiting on you to come back and claim it.”

      "Since when have you become so wise?” I joke, and he rewards me with one of his dazzling smiles. Amber is either the luckiest bitch on earth, or the dumbest if she never gave him a chance. “I think I’ll take this to go, and check the place out,” I tell him as I get up from my seat.

      “Sounds like a good idea.”

      Making an impulsive decision, I give him a hug. Trust me, I’m not a hugger. If being antisocial was a sport, I would win the gold medal. Julian bags my muffin for me, and when I get to the door, he calls my name. When I turn to him, he says, “know that you’re no longer alone. You have me and Amber, and we don’t care what kind of witch you are.” Nodding, I leave before I do something stupid like cry. I’m not a cryer either, but Julian’s acceptance almost turned me into both.

      Thankfully, the shop isn’t too far from the cafe. Probably about two miles away on foot. The sun was long gone and the cool evening air was already seeping through the sweater I put on in the cab. When I pass a shoe store called The Perfect Fit, I can’t help myself from cupping my hands on either side of my face and peering inside. Every woman has a vice. Mine just so happens to be shoes, and chocolate, ooh and bacon. Bacon is life. Anyways, this quaint little shop was calling my name. Tomorrow I’ll have to check this place out, but for now, I’m almost dead on my feet.

      I’m travel weary, and I still don’t know what I’ll find when I get to my mother’s, well now my shop. It’s been closed down since before she had me, when she first fell into depression after her coven sent my father away, so more than twenty-one years ago.

      Yes, her coven. It’ll be a cold day in hell when I claim those bitches.

      I don’t know if anyone has been inside since then to keep the place up. I just know my grandmother was pissed the shop was left to me and not her or my aunt. As well as the huge trust fund from my father’s parents. Apparently, he came from a well to do coven and they wanted to make sure I’d always be cared for, even if my mother’s coven were a bunch of jealous, petty assholes. I heard my grandmother talking about it once to her friends who are just as single minded as she is. She called it dirty money. Clean or dirty, it helped greatly to support me over the years. Abraxious barely paid me for the work I did for him. I could tell at times he was pissed I didn’t need him to support me. That I had my own money and could leave him at any time. Even now, with well chosen investments that have grown significantly over the years, (thank you Lady Luck) I still have more than I can spend in a couple lifetimes.

      Sitting by itself, edging the forest line, is a two story redwood whimsical home converted into a Wiccan store. Walking here, I prepared myself for the worst. I expected to see a crumbling building, but instead, the house looks well cared for. The wood is still bright, the grey and peach boulders that make up the steps and rails are clean and clear of any dirt or debris. The windows are clean as well as the long wooden hanging sign which reads, ‘Books, Spells, and Beyond’.

      The roof is unique, three tier and triangle shaped with an oval window right at the base before it meets the roof’s edge. The house looked quaint and cozy and well cared for. If I didn’t know any better, I would think it hasn’t been sitting here for over twenty-one years waiting for me to claim it. Taking the chain from around my neck, the one I keep the key to mother’s store on, I walk up to the bright orange door and slip the key inside the lock. With a click, I push the door open and stare wide eyed at the sight before me.

      Stepping through the door, the smell of lavender and other herbs fill my nose and immediately calms my frantic nerves from seeing my mother’s space with adult eyes. A little less on edge, I take a look around and marvel at everything I see. Beautiful maple hardwood floors polished to perfection, fully stocked shelves are spread about dust free showcasing their wares, a group of wire 3D stars hang from the cream ceiling with white fae lights strung within, and all around the walls of the shop, knick knacks as well as authentic witch supplies were neatly organised on shelves and tables throughout, all without a cobweb or a dust bunny in sight.

      Farther in the back, a whole wall was dedicated to spell books, placed in rows of beautifully carved bookcases, and in the corner was another beautifully carved bookcase housing different colored candles and gems. This place was beyond cared for, even the violet walls which looked freshly painted, only serve to confuse me even more. I just don’t understand. I was expecting dust, molded supplies, and a spider here and there. Not a place ready to go. Who’s been here keeping it up? I know it wasn’t my family, unless they kept it going in hopes I never come back, so they can claim it as their own.

      Yawning, I take one last glance around before taking the polished stairs up to the second floor. Why the shop is so clean is a problem for the morning. Right now, I’m so tired I can sleep for a week. Just like downstairs, it is clean up here. To the right of the stairs was a small sitting area.  Because of the triangled shaped roof, the ceiling up here was uneven, but it didn’t take away from the coziness of the room, and the furniture was so me. A dark purple sectional sat on top of an oriental rug in colorful designs. Along the side of the wall was a beautiful fireplace with grey stone dry stacked in slits all the way to the low ceiling. From here, I could smell the pine from the logs as well as the herbs that were sprinkled inside to bring on a sense of calm. A violet crystal lamp sat on the side table, and arched to go with the angle of the wall, was another one of those beautifully carved bookcases like the one downstairs with a built-in reading bench. I could see myself in here reading while I relax with a glass of wine.

      Leaving the room, I check out the next space, which was a very small kitchen. The space was only big enough for what I’m going to call a half fridge. It’s too small to be a full size fridge, and bigger than any mini fridge I’ve seen. A sink area with a few cabinets, and shelves stacked in an artlike design, showcasing the white china plates and sparkling glasses. The stove was actually one of those old fashion wood burning stoves, and in front of that was a small round table with four seats. Like the theme of this place, it was perfect for me since I don’t cook. Brewing up spells is fine, but actual edible food is way past my skill set. The local diner and I will be best friends, they might as well get my own personal booth ready.

      Walking forward, I pass the washer and dryer stacked on top of each other to make room, as well as a pull out shelf to fold my laundry on. A little further down was the bedroom. Right in the center of the open space was a beautifully carved four poster queen size bed covered in lilac linings and a plush dark purple comforter. Too tired to continue the tour, I throw my bag down in front of the bed, pull off my jeans, and toe my shoes off. Once I slide into the bed and the cool sheets wrap around my skin, the stress of me leaving hits me all at once. Today has been quite the day. Hopefully, leaving was taking a step in the right direction. With that thought, I close my eyes and soon, I’m fast asleep.
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      I wake from the light streaming in the oval window. For a second, I forgot where I was until the events from yesterday come back to me like a bad dream. I left New Orleans and my ex. I turned his dick into a specimen worthy of being showcased in Ripley’s Believe It or Not, I’m on the run, and if he knew where I was, he would probably strangle me himself. I’m in Silver Springs, the last place I ever thought I’d run back to. Listing everything in my head doesn’t make anything better, but what’s done is done and I need to make the best of it.

      Stretching, I wander into the bathroom I was too tired to look at last night. It’s a nice space designed to look like a high end spa with one of those porcelain clawfoot tub. Once the water runs long enough to fill the tub, I pour in one of the oils placed next to the handmade scented soaps and sink into the tub. This is pure heaven. It’s been a while since I’ve been so relaxed. I never knew how living in New Orleans stressed me out, all due to that dickwad ex of mine.

      Fucking Abraxious. I hope his dick falls off.

      Once the water cools, I hurry to dress and get ready for the day. I have a lot to do today and I am starving. With the local diner calling my name, I’m not paying attention after I close and lock my door, so I turn and run straight into a hard wall. Wait, walls don’t laugh or steady you with firm hands. Looking up, my eyes meet a golden gaze heated with desire. Attached to those eyes is golden tan skin of a man who spends most of his time outdoors, a lean muscled body, a perfect chiseled face, and dark blonde hair with golden highlights. A man so beautiful, he’ll make any red-blooded woman drop her panties on a dime, but he isn’t a man at all. He’s a wolf shifter and my old tormenter, Aiden.

      “What the fuck?” I shout.

      “Morning to you too, sweetheart. I see the big city hasn’t changed that potty mouth of yours,” he replies in his panty dropping voice. Why do I keep on thinking about panties dropping around him? Wait, maybe because mine did once upon a time ago, even though he tormented me all through school. Way worse than any of the kids we went to school with. He’s the reason why I learned to hex first and ask questions later, so why the fuck is he here now? I’m way too big to be bullied.

      “Why are you here Lassie?” I growl.

      “Lassie,” he frowns. “Wrong story, Maleficent. More like the big bad wolf.”

      Maleficent, that fucking nickname. I have him to thank for that. “In your dreams,” I retort just to have something to say, because he’s right. That’s exactly what he is, as well as an overgrown bully. As my eyes roam over his body, I hate the fact the years have been good to him. He’s even more gorgeous now than he was then.

      “I’m sure I have been in your dreams many times. I know you’ve been a frequent visitor in mine.”

      “What?” I choke. On what I don’t know, because my mouth is as dry as the Sierra. I couldn’t have possibly heard him right, so I decide to try again.

      “What do you want Aiden?”

      “Julian told me you were back in town. I knew you would show up here sooner or later, so I wanted to make sure everything was ready for you.”

      I take it back. Julian isn’t a good guy if he’s blabbing around town, especially to this asswipe in front of me. I’m mentally plotting Julian’s death until what he said hits me and I put two and two together.

      “You’re the one that’s been keeping the store up in my absence, but why?” I frown. I must still be sleeping, dreaming of impossible shit because there's no way in hell Aiden Wolf would ever do anything nice for me.

      “Were you on your way to the diner?” He asks.

      “Yeah, why? I answer wearly.

      “I’ll go with you. We have a lot to discuss,” is all he says before taking my hand in his and pulling us away. What the fuck do we have to discuss besides him staying away from me? Why is he coming off like he’s interested? It’s official, I’ve entered the Twilight Zone or Abraxious found me on that bus and I’m really dead.

      They say curiosity killed the cat. That is the only logical conclusion I could come up with of why I’m letting my archnemesis pull me through town like a dog on a leash, and with that analogy shouldn’t the roles be reversed? Also, I can’t help staring at his ass in those jeans. What? Don’t judge me. It’s a very nice ass. Why do the assholes have to be so fucking hot? Taking another peek, Aiden catches me ogling his ass, and he gives me a smug smile. Figures, the bastard has always been a cocky shit.

      When we get to the diner, Aiden holds the door open for me. All eyes turn to us like we have dildos glued on our forehead or something. As soon as we take a seat in a booth in the back, the whispers start and they’re not at all trying to be subtle about it. In the next hour, the supernaturals of our fair town will know I’m back and had breakfast with Aiden, Alpha of the Howling Wolf pack. Not to mention all the rumors that will start of why I had breakfast with him in the first place.

      By the time the waitress takes our order I’ve had enough, and I turn to Aiden and cock my eyebrow, prompting him to spit out the reason why he’s here. When he sees the look on my face, he sighs and actually rolls his pretty golden eyes at me.

      “I see the big city didn’t teach you a lick of patience either,” he comments as he twirls his fork between his fingers.

      “I think I’ve been very patient while I let you lead me here, as well as being treated like a sideshow exhibit, and don’t get me started on the rumors that will be spread later about this little impromptu breakfast.”

      “You’re my mate. They’ll get over it.”

      “Your what now?” I screech.

      “My mate. I know you do know what that is, Maleficent? I’m sure the meaning is the same in the witch community,” he says nonchalantly, like he didn’t just drop a bomb on my doorstep and sprint away before the blast.

      “One, what kind of drugs are they putting in your kibble, Fido? And two, there is no way in hell I’m your mate.” Of course as soon as I say the last part, the waitress picks that time to return with our food, and practically drops our plates on the table in shock, making a loud clattering sound which catches everyone in the diner's attention, and they all turn their heads our way.

      “I’m sorry,” she sputters before hightailing it back to the kitchen. I bet she’s spilling the beans as we speak.

      “Will you stop referring to me as a dog? I’m a wolf. Do I need to shift to prove my point?”

      “No, you need to keep your delusional thoughts to yourself, or seek help if it’s too much of a problem,” I say with just as much ire.

      “I know hearing you’re my mate comes as a shock. Trust me. I’ve known since I was twelve, and it’s still a tough pill to swallow.”

      “Wait. Twelve? Ok wolfman. You’re going to have to start explaining, because right now I feel like I’m lost in the Bermuda Triangle.”

      “Fine,” he huffs, crossing his huge muscled arms across his chest. “Like I said before, I knew since I was twelve you were my mate. The first time I saw you, it hit me like an arrow to the chest. There was no mistaking that feeling. Wolves, especially Alpha wolves, have their mates chosen for them at birth. I was already promised to my father’s Beta’s daughter, but as soon as my wolf got its first whiff of you, I knew that would never happen. Understandably, I was pissed. You’re not a wolf, and Julbie and I had grown really close, knowing we would one day be mates.”

      “Julbie. I should have known,” I mutter under my breath, interrupting him. I know he heard me, but he decides to ignore my comment and continues on.

      “After that, I hated you. Because of you, I would have to give up everything. My mate, my pack, myself. Then everyone found out you were a curse worker and not a good witch. I convinced myself you did this to me on purpose. I thought you somehow put a spell on me and weren’t my mate at all.”

      “Wait, is that the reason why you were such a dick to me all through school?” I shout, angry now.

      “Will you keep your voice down?” He hissed.

      “Fuck you, wolfie. You tormented the shit out of me, and for what? Because you made up some misguided assumption about my magic. I didn’t even know I was a curse worker at the time. I thought I was a malfunctioning good witch. Broken and fucking powerless, and you and your mate” I spit out, “taunted me and made my life hell. ” I can feel the wetness leave my eyelid, trailing down my cheek as the first tear begins to fall. Mortified, I wipe it away, and give the wolf in front of me my best death glare.

      “I know that now, and I am sorry. Fuck, I’m sorry for everything. If I could go back in time and change it I would.”

      I don’t want his apology. In fact, I don’t even want to continue this conversation. With that thought, I stand to leave, but he reaches out and grabs my hand.

      “Please Amethyst. Let me get this out, and if you still want to leave I’ll let you go,” he says, pleading with his eyes, and I hate the sad look on his face is working. My resolve to leave breaks, and I sit back down with a huff. Once he sees I’m not going to leave, he continues on quickly.

      “Years later, after I figured out this wasn’t your doing and we were really mates, I told my father about you, and he told me I had to make a choice.”

      “What kind of choice?” I question.

      “Basically you or Julbie, but not just that. The choice I had to make couldn’t be that simple. I couldn’t be Alpha if I were mated to a witch. If I chose you, I would be giving up my pack and handing it over to my sister, so I chose Julbie,” he says softly.

      I don’t know why his words hurt. Didn’t I just want to leave? He may be gorgeous, but the fact remains, he still made my life hell. I should be happy he chose someone else.

      “So why do you keep saying I’m your mate if you chose her?” I ask confused.

      “I did choose her, but I quickly learned it was a mistake. As soon as you left town, I couldn’t function. It’s like you took my heart and soul right along with you. You can’t imagine the pain I felt over you being so far away. It was like I was being pulled in two directions. I didn’t need Julian to tell me you were back, because I felt it. I felt it here,” he says holding his hand over his heart. “Him telling me just confirmed it. The night of my mating ceremony, I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t bind myself to Julbie forever when you already owned me; heart, body, and soul, so I left my pack.”

      I can’t believe what I’m hearing. Why would he do that? He’s given up his whole life for me. And for what? It’s not like we were friends.

      “You were my tormentor, and I don’t know what feeling you’re talking about, because I never felt it. I was nothing but glad when I left here, and if it weren’t for a certain problem I’m having, I would have never came back.”

      “Wolves feel our true mates stronger than anyone else. It’s rare that we find them, but it does happen from time to time. Giving you up would have been like giving up both my legs. I wouldn’t be able to function, hell I couldn’t function the whole time you were gone. The only thing that helped was keeping your mother’s store up, knowing you would one day return.”

      “Aiden, none of this makes any sense. Like how did you even get into the store without a key? Plus, how could you have known I would return? If I didn’t get myself into trouble in New Orleans, I would have never came back here.”

      “Trouble,” he growls. "What kind of trouble?”

      Shit maybe I should have kept that to myself. No need to get the angry wolf all riled up, jump starting his protective instincts. “It’s irrelevant right now. The point is, that I don’t feel the same way for you as you do me,” I tell him, lying my ass off. As much as I may want to hate him, I can’t. He’s hot, his ass looks good in a pair of jeans, and I bet my whole trust fund he’s good in bed. I may have been the school’s designated phariah, but that didn’t stop me from hearing rumors. I heard his member is quite large and he could do some things with it. Magic things. Putting thoughts of his magic dick aside, I also can’t hide the pull I feel to him. I felt it before, but now that the meaning behind it is blatantly clear, it’s hard to ignore.

      “I don’t believe you,” he says, narrowing his eyes.

      “Well that’s your problem. Look, Adien. I’m not trying to be a bitch, but you’ve done some horrific shit to me. Too much for me to just get over. I don’t know if I ever can, or if I could trust you. And my heart’s been mishandled recently, so for right now, I’m a proud member of She-ra man hater club.”

      “I’m not a man, but I see your point, and I will give you the time to heal, but I warn you Amethyst, no matter what you say, you will be mine. Hell, you already are. Your body is mine, your soul belongs to me, your mishandled heart is mine as well, and in time, I will heal it. Your pussy is also mine, and when you’re ready, I’ll fuck the memories of anyone else away until you turn your membership card in and forget why you were mad at the male population in the first place,” he practically growls in a low sexy voice, and shit, my panties just got soaked. Sniffing the air, he gives me a smug smile, letting me know he can smell my arousal and I blush.

      Stupid sexy wolf and his stupid shifter nose. “Well, this was fun,” I say jumping up. My long forgotten food is cold and I know I can’t continue to sit here and be able to ignore the sexy asshole with him right in front of me, so it’s best to cut my losses and run.

      “Maleficent, don’t you know not to run from a wolf?” He says, laughing.

      “I’m not running. I have things to do,” I lie as I step around him, ignoring the onlookers and book it out the door. I can still hear him laughing, but I don’t stop. I have Lady Luck on my side, and the odds of running away are highly in my favor.
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      Leaving the diner, I’m tempted to go over to the cafe and give Julian a piece of my mind. How dare he tell Aiden I was here. Who cares about them being friends? Shouldn’t his loyalty be with me, a fellow witch? Knowing I’m channeling my anger on the wrong person, I take a deep breath, inhaling the cool air. Once I’m a little calmer, I’m able to think clearly. Maybe I should have eaten breakfast. I’m just not the same when I’m hangry. Where’s a Snickers bar when a girl needs one? FML, let me figure this shit out.

      Aiden said even with Julian telling him I was here, he already knew, so I can’t keep holding misplaced anger over on poor Julian’s head. I’m just pissed about this whole situation. It hurt to hear the real reason behind why Aiden was such a dick to me in school. Aiden tormented me relentlessly, him and Julbie, his on again off again girlfriend. Julbie has always been a petty bitch, but she took possessive to a whole new level, and was vindictive to anyone with a vagina who looked in Aiden’s direction, even when they weren’t together at the time.

      Now I know why she hated me so much, but it’s not like any of this is my fault. I didn’t steal her mate, or better yet, tell whomever it is who decides which person should be paired up with whom to match me to Aiden. I know one thing, whoever's job it is, their picker is broken, and they need to brush up on supernatural politics before they match another shifter, so a problem like this doesn’t happen again. Also, I’d like to know how Aiden got into the store in the first place. Clearly, he’s the reason behind why the place was so clean and well kept. Why the furniture looked new, because it was handpicked and bought by him. Why everything is so well suited for me. The colors he chose for fabrics and the walls he painted, everything was so me. I never knew he knew me well enough to know my likes and dislikes. I guess I can’t keep denying he’s my mate, but it doesn’t mean I have to be happy about it, or give in.

      Walking back, I stop in front of the same shoe store I peeked into yesterday. There's nothing like a little retail therapy to help a girl forget about her problems. I need a break, and with the way I am feeling, I wouldn’t be surprised if I leave with the whole store. Opening the door, I step inside and stand there gaping at everything.

      When peering inside through the window yesterday, all I concentrated on were the shoes. I did not see the actual shop, and well this place definitely was a sight to see. Everything was white. The walls, the ceiling, all the fixtures, and even the floor was white, with you guessed it, a white fur rug centered in front of the window. The tables, the checkout counter, and even the shelves the shoes were lined up on were white. I mean who in the hell owns this place? A freaking angel? It was that unreal, but surprisingly I found it kinda cute in a ‘everything blends into each other’ sort of way. I would hate to be the person who has to clean this place everyday.

      Giving me a wide smile, a girl with short blonde hair cut in a bob style and big blue eyes strolls right up to me and gives me her sales pitch. I give you one guess what color her uniform is. That’s right, white. They take the color scheme very seriously here.

      “Halo. Welcome to The Perfect Fit. We’ve got a heavenly selection of shoes where every shoe feels like you’re walking on a cloud. My name is Holly, how may I help you?”

      “I’m just looking for now, but I’m sure if I need help I’ll call you over,” I tell her, before walking down the aisle closest to me.

      Like everything in here, most of the shoes are white. I mean, I get they have a gimmick going on, but maybe they’re taking it a little too far if they’re not broadening their merchandise. A little color never hurt anybody. At the end of the second aisle, a white pair of Jimmy Choo strappy heels catches my eye, and I pull them down. “Oh my jewels these are gorgeous,” I mutter to myself as I run my finger over the crushed white crystals on the bottom of the sole and heel, and they’re on sale. Sweet, even better. Setting the shoe down on the, you guessed it, white bench, I peak around the aisle and call the sales girl over. When we get back to the bench, a girl with long dark hair is holding my shoes in her grubby hands.

      “Excuse me, but those are mine,” I tell the girl, and she looks up at me like she smells something bad.

      “I don’t see your name on them, and they were just sitting here,” she says in a snobby voice to go with her ‘I’m better than thou’ attitude.

      “Well, I sat them down to go find her,” I tell the rude bitch through clenched teeth as I point at Holly. I’m like two seconds away from opening up a can of whoop ass on ‘stick stuck up her butt barbie.’

      “I can check and see if we have another pair in the back,” Holly says trying to be helpful and I glare back at her.

      “You can find her another pair,” the bitch says, pointing at me before slipping my shoe on her crusty feet. I’m making that last part up. Her feet aren't crusty, but I wish they were.

      “Hold up. I had the shoe first. Holly can go in the back and see if she can find another shoe for you,” I argue.

      “Too late they’re already on my foot,” the bitch says smugly, and proceeds to take the shoe off her foot, and grabs the box it came in before walking to the counter.

      Holly turns to me before giving me an apologetic smile, and hurries off to the back to get the match to the shoe since there was only one shoe in the box. The whole time I stare bitchy barbie down. When Holly returns from the stock room and tells me there isn’t another shoe in that style in the back, the bitch actually smiles at me smugly, and I lose my shit. I feel the tingle before the smell hits my nose, and before I know it, the most god awful smell fumigates the air from the front and quickly takes over the whole store. It smelled awful like like rotten eggs and corn chips.

      “What is that smell?” ‘Stick up her butt barbie’ screeches as she tries to cover her nose with her shirt.

      Not gonna lie, that’s a good idea. As soon as I cover my nose, an annoying alarm starts to blare killing my eardrums. The smell combined with the noise must have been bitchy barbie’s last straw, because seconds later she’s hightailing it out the door, leaving my precious shoes behind. As soon as the door closes behind her, the smell leaves and the alarm shuts off. Well that was easy. Good job Karma, I think to myself as I practically stroll up to the counter.

      Being a witch, I like to think I’ve seen everything. I didn’t think anything else in this shop could surprise me, but when an honest to goodness angel swoops into the shop appearing out of nowhere and lands in front of me, I have to pinch myself to make sure I’m not dreaming. I mean this is an angel people, and holy jewels, was she beautiful. Long dark hair framing a perfect blemish free face, grey eyes framed by long dark lashes, plump pink lips like Angelina Jolie that are totally real, and under her white sundress was one of those perfect model thin bodies that every female would be jealous of with slight curves, and more than B-cup breasts. The best thing were the equally drool worthy shoes on her feet in, you guessed it, white.

      When I said this place must be owned by an angel I was joking. I never honestly thought it was true, but here she is in all her heavenly glory.

      “What’s going on?” She questions in a tinkling voice.

      “The stinky feet alarm was activated,” Holly answers, and the angel turns to me.

      “Was it your feet that set off the alarm?” She asks.

      “Rude much,” I reply, frowning. I guess Manners 101 isn’t taught in Heaven.

      “I’m sorry. I’m just trying to understand what’s going on,” she says, staring down at my feet like they’re public enemy number one.

      “I didn’t set off the alarm. It was the skank who just left here after she tried to take my shoes.”

      “What’s a skank?” The angel asks innocently.

      “Is she serious?” I ask, turning to Holly, who only shrugs.

      “A skank is a shitty person,” I explain, giving her the condensed version.

      “So it was the skank's fault the alarms went off?” The angel questions. You could tell by the look on her face she was really having trouble understanding, or I would think this clueless farce was just an act.

      “Hers and karma,” I reply.

      “Karma,” she frowns. “So there was a skank and someone named Karma here?”

      “Karma is like justice. When someone does something awful, Karma will make you pay for it,” Holly explains, but the angel still doesn’t seem like she’s getting it.

      “Ok, well since she left the shoes behind, I’ll buy them,” I tell Holly, and she smiles up at me excited. She must get paid on commission.

      “You don’t need to pay. I would like for you to have them,” the angel says, surprising me.

      “What?” I cry.

      “The shoes. You should keep them for your trouble.”

      Well shit. Now I feel bad. The alarm going off was kinda my fault even though it was bitchy barbie's behavior that caused it, but I could tell by the look on the pretty angel’s face that she was not going to take no for an answer, so I accept the gift and let Holly hand me the shoes after she bags them.

      “My name is Amethyst, by the way. I just moved back to town. Would you like to hang out sometime? I don’t have many friends, but you seem really cool,” I tell her. Usually I’m not this friendly, but there's something about the angel that makes me feel like we could bond. Plus, how cool would it be to say that an angel is my BFF?

      “Sure, I’m Ruby. What do you mean by hang out? Where do we hang? I’m mostly a flying kinda girl.”

      Laughing, I look at the pretty angel named Ruby and say, “me and you are going to be the best of friends.”

      Waving goodbye, I leave Ruby and Holly to it as I stroll home. Besides that bitch trying to steal my shoes, the shoe store was quite entertaining, especially Ruby. I can tell she knows nothing about living in the human world which makes me wonder how long she’s been here. I think I’ll have lots of fun corrupting her. Plus, having a friend to hang out with will be nice too. I didn’t have many in NOLA. Mostly because Abraxious would end up sleeping with them. Hard to keep a friendship going when your so called friend sleeps with your boyfriend. I was in such a good mood, I should have known someone, a couple of someones in my case would ruin it, but that is just what happens when I see my grandmother and aunt waiting outside my store.

      “Hello grandmother, hello auntie. To what do I owe this honor?” I say snidely.

      “Don’t be cheeky girl. We came by to see why you haven’t visited us yet,” my grandmother replies frowning. Even at seventy, grandma was a force to be reckoned with. Her long grey hair was pinned neatly in a bun without a stray hair in sight, her eyes a brilliant green, and her fair skin barely had a wrinkle in it despite her age. Witches, just like most supernaturals, aged slowly.

      “I just got here yesterday, I haven’t exactly had the time to pay anyone a visit,” I answer dryly.

      “Yet, you had the time to have breakfast with that wolf,” my aunt pipes in.

      What the hell? That literally just happened. This town seriously needs something to do besides being a bunch of Chatty Cathys. I also don’t like the way she said that wolf,  like she tasted something awful. I may not have accepted Aiden, but it doesn’t mean I want others speaking unkindly about him.

      “Well girl, are you going to let us in, or are we expected to stay out on the doorstep?” Grandma questions. I can hear the contempt in her voice. As much as I rather not have them tainting my space, I know they will not leave until I let them in, so pulling up my big girl panties, I unlock the door and step aside so they can come in.

      “It looks very nice in here,” my aunt says begrudgingly, like it’s pulling teeth to get her to say anything nice.

      “Yes it is,” grams agree. “I take it with your unexpected return, you plan on reopening the store?” Grandmother asks as she gazes around. I can see a gleam in her eyes, and I don’t like it one bit.

      “I am, why?” I ask. We might as well get to the point of their little visit. I doubt it’s to catch up with me and what I’ve been up to the last three years. I never changed my number, and the whole time I was in New Orleans I never received a call, text, email, anything. They probably were as happy as I was about me leaving.

      “You’ve already done the hard part in getting this place cleaned up. There's plenty of witches in the coven you can hire as sales people. I have a list of suitable suppliers you can use. It won’t be long until we’ll have this place up and running, and making money for the coven again.”

      “Wait! Hold up,” I say stopping her. Is this the reason why they came? Did they actually think they were going to run all over me and take over my store? The old Amethyst who would normally roll over and play dead is long gone. It’s time to introduce them to the new, I’m not taking their shit Amethyst.

      “What is it dear? I don’t think I said anything too complicated,” grandmother sneers, looking up at me like I’m a village idiot.

      “I heard what you said, and I believe you’re mistaken, so let me clear things up for you. This,” I say, waving my hand around the store, “belongs to me. I do not plan on turning it into some goody two shoes witch supply store. It will be a store based on my magic abilities, selling curses and hexes, and other Dark Arts Wiccan supplies. I will find my own suppliers catering to those needs only, and since it’s my money invested in this place, I will not be sharing it with a coven that wants nothing to do with me. Now, if someone from the coven wants to apply to work here I won’t stop them, but I’m pretty doubtful they’ll want to work in a hex store.”

      “You can’t be serious,” Grandmother screeches.

      “Oh, I assure you I am,” I tell her, not willing to back down. The old cunt can smell fear, and she will pounce on it.

      “I’m sure your mother is rolling in her grave over the way you turned out. Now you want to disgrace her life’s work,” grandmother spits out hatefully.

      “I’m sure my mother is proud of me. Being a curse worker is not disgraceful. She fell in love with one and you took him away from her. You and your single minded coven are the reason why my mother is dead. If she’s rolling in her grave, then it’s over the way you’re treating me, her only child, your blood.”

      “Come on, Abitha, we don’t need to sit here and listen to this,” grandmother says as she pushes my aunt away. “Mark my words girl. You will pay for your disrespect,” she adds as she reaches the door.

      Maybe it was her words, or maybe I was sick and tired of being put down because of who I am, but before the old bat could leave, I turn on her and growl, “careful grandmother. You need to remember who out of the three of us, has the ability to hex the other.” I watch in pure satisfaction as her face pales as my words hit home, and she pulls on my aunt's arm harder, practically dragging her away.

      Well, at least now I don’t have to worry about them coming back. Her threat, I may want to take seriously, but really, how much trouble can a bunch of good witches cause? There are laws they have to follow, so I couldn’t see them doing anything to me besides bad mouthing me. Oh well. That’s a problem for later. Right now, I have a lot I need to do. I need to box up the things I won’t be selling in the store, mostly all the good spells, I need to take inventory of everything I have, and see about hiring someone to get it digitalized for me, I need to hit the tech store up and get a new computer, because apparently mom was working old school with pen and paper, and one of those old fashioned metal filing cabinets. With that thought, I realize I need to get WIFI set up in here also, oh and put out a hiring ad.

      With all I have to do, I find myself working well into the evening when my stomach starts to growl. Checking the time, I see it’s already after six. Holy jewels, where has the time gone? Looking around, I’m glad to see I’ve made some sort of progress. Everything I’m not using has been boxed up and moved in the storage room in the back, next to the small office. Using my connections from NOLA, I was able to locate suppliers with the type of merchandise I would sell in my store and have shipments coming in as soon as next week. Now all I need to do is work on going to town to buy a computer, hire someone to help me in the store, and set up the WIFI, but first I need food before my stomach turns on my organs and starts eating me from the inside out.

      Right when I’m about to leave, the doorbell rings alerting me someone is at the door. When I open it, a teenage boy is standing there holding a big brown paper bag.

      “I have an order here for Amethyst,” he says in a bored tone as he inconspicuously checks the place out.

      “I didn’t order anything,” I tell him frowning.

      “Someone else ordered for you, oh and he said to give you this,” the kid replies, pulling a single red rose from behind his back.

      “Ok,” I say slowly, taking the bag and rose from the kid, and he gives me a small smile before turning away.

      Taking my haul upstairs, I set the bag down on the small table in my kitchen and check the rose out for anything unusual. It appears to be just a regular rose, but you could never be too careful with a town full of family members who want to kill you. Well, maybe I’m exaggerating a little. The coven only makes up about ten percent of the town, but still that’s a lot of witches to keep an eye out for, and I’m doubtful dear old grams will sit still for long.

      It seems the rose is just a regular rose. I feel nothing nefarious coming off it, quite the opposite actually. I can feel the love like a warm summer day, and it doesn’t take a genius to figure out who it came from. Aiden apparently has upped his game by sending me food and flowers. I can’t say that his effort isn’t affecting me and chipping away at my stone heart. He’s taken care of two of the three basic needs of women. Food, flowers, and orgasms. I’m more than sure he’ll be glad to take care of that last one if I let him. I wonder how he knew I was getting ready for dinner, or maybe he already pre-planned it. I would hate to find out he’s keeping tabs on me now that he has a bunch of free time on his hands since he’s not here, fixing this place up. Maybe he’ll want a job here. What am I saying? That would be awkward since I don’t plan on returning his feelings.

      Opening the bag, I pull out my haul and my stomach grumbles as the scent of Chinese food hits my nose. All my favorites are in here, and once again, I wonder how he knows me so well. Sweet and sour shrimp, orange chicken, pork fried rice, fried chicken, fries, and crab rangoon. Not able to stop myself, I inhale the food, putting a good chunk of the greasy deliciousness away. When I’m finished, I place the leftovers in the fridge, wash my hands, and curl up in the sitting room with one of the books on the shelves. Before I know it, I’m drifting off to sleep and I practically stumble my way to bed. Just like last night, I’m out like a light as soon as my head hits the pillow.
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      It took us a whole freaking day to figure out where Sabrina disappeared off to once she left us at the bus port, and I’m putting it nicely when I say my brother and I are pissed the hell off. After the tongue lashing we got from our sire about failing to bring Amethyst in, my brother is moodier than ever. Most of the time he’s a cranky bastard, but now he’s amped up the asshole factor by ten. He’s still stewing over his powers failing to control her, not like I didn’t take a hit to my ego as well, I just know how to not act like a turd about it. After contacting a hacker acquaintance of ours, we found out Amethyst Violet Lighthorn was born and raised in a small town called Silver Springs here in New York. We’re taking a chance, but I’m sure that’s where the little witch ran off to, so now we’re in a cab, pulling up to the small town itself.

      “Isn’t this place just lovely?” My brother says sarcastically as he steps out the cab.

      “You have to admit this is a good place to run to if you’re hiding from the world. It’s a small town no one has heard of, three hours away from the nearest city. If Gadget wasn’t able to find her birth records, we would have never thought to look here.” Grumbling, Caleb marches off instead of admitting I’m right and I laugh behind him.

      “Where are we going?” I ask.

      “I don’t know. It’s not like this place is super big, she has to be around here somewhere,” he answers.

      “It’s big enough. I’m not going to walk around aimlessly until we spot her.”

      “Well what do you expect to do?” He questions, stopping mid-step and I almost run into him.

      “Fuck Cal, a little warning,” I grumble. Looking around at our surroundings, I see we’re right in front of a shop that says Jewels Cafe on the door. The smell of coffee calls to me like a siren to the sea, so I ignore my brother and step inside.

      “What the hell Nolan?” I hear him say before he halts the door from closing in his face.

      Strolling up to the counter, I give the bartisa a dazzling smile which she falls for hook, line, and sinker.

      “How may I help you?” She says suggestively, making me feel like I could ask for more than just coffee.

      “Amy, stop flirting with the customers,” a pretty, curvy redhead says, scolding the girl.

      “Ahh Onyx, you’re no fun,” the girl pouts.

      “Why don’t you start cleaning up the back? I’ll take it from here,” Onyx says to the girl, and she glares at the redhead before stomping away.

      “I’m sorry about that, she’s new,” Onyx says, like that explains everything. This is such a weird little town.

      “Right, I would like an ice coffee with a shot of espresso and a cream cheese bagel, and for my brother he’ll take a large coffee, black.”

      Paying her, I take a seat at a table in the far back while my brother follows.

      “Is this your grand plan? Sit in a coffee shop until Amethyst shows up.”

      `“It’s better than your plan of walking around aimlessly until we spot the little witch. Besides, I got a good whiff of the redhead at the counter. She’s human. It’ll be easy to use our powers on her to get her to tell us about Amethyst and where she’s staying.”

      Finally, Cal smiles as he sees the merits of my plan. This is a friendly enough town. One of those nosy ones where everybody knows one another and all their business. Why waste time walking around when we can just have someone tell us what we want to know? As expected, Onyx is the one to deliver our order and I don’t waste time as I stare deep into her eyes and ask, “do you know a girl named Amethyst?”

      “Yes,” she answers already enthralled.

      “Have you seen her recently or know where she’s staying?”

      “I haven’t seen her, but rumors say she’s staying at her mother’s store with her boyfriend Aiden.”

      Boyfriend. I thought Abraxious was her last boyfriend. She’s been here what, one day? Fuck, she sure moves fast. I can feel the fire in my eyes, and the girl shrinks back, breaking from my trance as I lose my concentration.

      “I’m sorry,” she says, shaking her head. "I don’t know what’s come over me."

      “Is everything ok over here?” A guy with blonde hair says as he looks Onyx over with concerned eyes.

      “Yeah, sorry boss. I zoned out for a second,” she replies.

      “Why don’t you go take a break and I’ll take over,” he tells her, and the redhead quickly wanders off.

      “You know it’s illegal here to use your powers on humans out in the open?” Blonde dude says with a pissy look on his face.

      “Sorry, my brother may have gotten a little excited and gone overboard. We’re looking for a friend of ours, and we’re not used to small town rules,” Cal explains, covering for me.

      “Small town or not, I’m pretty sure it’s illegal to use your powers out in the open wherever you go,” he lectures, narrowing his eyes.

      “Our apologies. Like I said we’re eager to find our friend,” Cal tells him.

      “Well, I’m sure if Amethyst wants you to find her, she would have told you where she was herself. Now with that said, don’t use your powers on my staff, and stop asking about a girl that doesn't want to be found, or there will be problems,” he threatens before walking off.

      “Well he was nice,” Cal says dryly.

      “So what now?” I ask, ignoring his comment. “We know she’s staying at her mother’s store,  but we don’t know where, and apparently there's a boyfriend to worry about. We can’t just nab her, and we already know our powers don’t work on her.”

      “Do you think she fucked him too? I mean, he was awfully protective of her,” Cal surmises about the blonde dude who ruined my plan.

      “Who cares,” I mutter. I’m pissed, I know. I shouldn’t care who Amethyst fucks, but strangely I find that I do.

      “You do apparently. That’s why you lost your shit as soon as the girl said she has a boyfriend,” Cal teases, making me want to throat punch him.

      “Whatever, we should find somewhere to stay and figure out a plan,” I say annoyed. Sometimes it sucks being a twin. Cal knows me better than I know myself. Letting it go, he nods his head in agreement. We both polish off our drinks, and I leave a tip for the helpful waitress on the table for her trouble. As we walk out, I could feel the blonde’s eyes on us all the way out the door. I don't know if he fucked her before or not, but Amethyst is mine and I’ll find my girl.

      Amethyst

      The last couple of days have gone by quite smoothly. I was able to find everything I needed, and by next week the shop will be open for business. Well, almost everything has been taken care of. Thanks to my wicked grandmother and my aunt, her trusty sidekick, no one has applied to work at the store. It looks like for the time being I’ll be running the place myself, but I don’t mind. It’s not like I have anything else better to do. Well, most of the time I don’t. Right now, I’m taking a walk with my new bestie. She just showed up at the shop, gifting me a new pair of shoes and asked if I want to go for a walk. Can you guess what color the shoes are? If you guessed white, then you are a winner.

      “It’s so cold here. Why is that?” Ruby asks as we pass the park.

      “It’s mid-November in New York. It’s expected to be cold. You’re lucky it’s not snowing,” I tell her and she visibly starts to shake while making the cutest face.

      “Snow is beautiful, but I’m not a fan of the stuff,” she huffs.

      “No one is except little kids, and overly happy adults who take the holiday season way too seriously.” You know what I’m talking about. The overachievers who go all out decorating their houses until you can see their house shining from space like one of the seven wonders of the world, those people. As soon as I mention the holidays, Ruby’s face falls, and her bright grey eyes start to shine.

      Hey, what’s wrong?” I ask, leading her over to an empty park bench.

      “It’s embarrassing,” she answers, swiping at a tear.

      “No judgement here. You can tell me anything. That’s what friends are for.”

      She’s so quiet I didn’t think she was going to answer, but right when I’m about to tell her she doesn’t have to tell me, she blurts out, “I miss home.”

      “There's nothing embarrassing about that.” When we started our walk she told me about what sent her to Earth in the first place, and why she’s still here. I have to admit her story is like no other. If it weren’t for the crestfallen look on her face, I would have laughed, because it was some funny shit. Like Ashton Kutcher’s Punk’d or America's Funniest Videos material.

      “I hate to admit it, and if you tell anybody, I will deny it and curse you to the fiery pits of Hell, but sometimes when I was feeling my lowest in New Orleans, I would miss home.”

      We’re both quiet as we sit around, gazing out at the beauty surrounding us. It’s a comfortable silence while we both reflect on our pasts. Ruby is an odd ball for sure, but she’s starting to become a really good friend. Like yesterday. We had a Xena Warrior Princess marathon, and she got so into it, that she took her halo off and imbued it with what she called the Light of Heaven, and used it like Xena’s chakram. It was a very interesting thing to see for sure.

      “You don’t think your family will be happy to see you no matter what size your wings are? They are your family after all.”

      “Well, you said your family isn’t accepting because you don’t fit their idea of perfect. Angels and humans aren’t that different,” she points out. Dammit, she had me there. While bonding, I told her about my terrible family and their recent attempt to try to take over my store. It felt good confiding in someone, and not keeping everything bottled up inside. I didn’t think she’d take my life lesson and turn it back on me.

      “Fuck them. You have me now, and I don’t care what size your wings are. It’s how you work them that matters the most,” I tell her with a wink.

      “Work them how? Do you mean flying?” She questions, making me laugh.

      “Come clueless one. Let me walk you back to your store.” On the way back, I regaled her on the importance of variety and how buying shoes in a color other than white will be good for business.

      After dropping Ruby off, I decide to head over to the cafe. I needed a caffeine fix if I was going to make it through the rest of the day. As soon as I get to the shop, a warm hand grabs my arm and I’m turned around into a hard body.

      “You,” I cry, pushing whichever twin this is away.

      “Well hello to you too,” he grumbles in a deep voice.

      “What the fuck are you doing here?” I ask, taking a step back.

      “We did tell you on the bus we were here for business and pleasure,” he answers. “By the way, I’m Nolan. You look a little confused,” he teases.

      “I didn’t ask,” I huff. Stupid vampire thinks he knows me just because he spent a couple hours with me on a bus. “Well, nice seeing you again,” I lie, stepping away from him and into the cafe, which of course, he follows me into.

      “What’s the rush? I thought you’d be happy to see us again,” Nolan says, once he catches up.

      “Look,” I huff with my hands on my hips. “I don’t know what the deal is with you two, but I’m not buying it. You tried to use your freaky powers on me on the bus, and when we first arrived here in New York. If you’re here on behalf of my ex, then you’re wasting your time. I will never go back to him, so you might as well cut your losses and leave before you suffer the same fate as him, or worse.”

      “Amethyst, are you ok?” A familiar voice says behind me and I groan.

      It can’t be him. What the hell? Today is just not my day. Turning slowly, I chant over and over in my head, ‘please don’t be Aiden, please don’t be Aiden’. No such luck when the scowling face in front of me is indeed, Aiden. With a growl, he pulls me to him in a total Alpha male move, and I’m tempted to push him away, until I see the identical pissed off faces of the twins. No, it’s best I stay here right now until the coast is clear, and I can play Switzerland once again.

      “Who the hell are you?” One of the twins growl. Yes, I have lost track of which twin is which that fast. Hey, it totally happens. I bet new parents with identical twins get their babies mixed up all the time.

      “I’m her mate. Who the fuck are you?” Aiden counters.

      “We’re her friends,” twin A answers.

      “Friends?” Aiden laughs. “You guys didn’t look too friendly.”

      “Well. maybe you should get your eyes checked, wolf,” twin B growls.

      “Why is it everytime you two come to my cafe you’re causing trouble?” Julian questions as he walks over.

      “You know these two?” I ask Julian doubfounded.

      “Not really. They came in here the other day asking about you and using their powers on my human staff,” he explains, and I turn my ire back on the twins.

      “Really? You two just don’t know how to keep that shit to yourself. It’s a simple rule. Keep your hands, feet, and powers to yourself,” I lecture the two assholes like they’re five.

      “What about my dick, sugar? Do you want me to keep that to myself as well?” Nolan says. I know it’s Nolan from the nickname, and oh my jewels, my panties just got wet.

      “Don’t ask my mate about your dick,” Aiden growls. I could tell he’s like one point two seconds away from shifting right here, in the middle of the cafe with jewels knows how many humans watching. I wonder if the wards put around the town keeping humans from seeing the freaky things we supernaturals do, will prevent them from seeing that. Maybe they’ll think he’s a giant disability dog or something. I don’t know how in the hell the wards work, and shit, I’m rambling again.

      “Why don’t you all go take a seat in the back and work your shit out?” Julian suggests. If he thinks he’s helping me with my problem, he isn’t. In fact, the turd just threw me under the bus. “I’ll bring you guys over some refreshments in a minute. On the house, of course.”

      When the guys start shuffling to the back, I turn to Julian and whisper yell, “don’t think free food and drinks will keep me from hexing you.”

      Laughing, Julian just waves me off. What the hell? I was totally scary just now. Maybe I should have added my crazy eyes to make my threat more effective. As if remembering I’m part of their conflict, Aiden stomps back over and grabs my hand, pulling me to the booth they chose in the far back, well away from the front and public view, because of the placement of the corner wall. And to add insult to injury, he cages me in the booth so I’m now sitting in between the twins and himself with no way to get out.

      “Amethyst, you have to be the most interesting person I have ever met. Didn’t you just skip out on a boyfriend in New Orleans after turning his dick purple? Now all the sudden you have a mate. Please tell me how that came about.”

      “That is none of your business Caleb,” I spat out at the same time Aiden yells, “you turned some dude’s dick purple?”

      "I didn’t turn his dick purple. It was purple with a green mole, but that’s not the point,” I say, rolling my eyes. “Look, not that it’s any of your business, I had a good reason to hex the asswipe. He was cheating on me with like half the state of Louisiana, not to mention I hexed him after he hit me, so yeah he deserved it,” I huff, folding my arms in front of my chest.

      “He hit you,” all three of them yell.

      “Yes. Didn’t I say he totally deserved it? Anyways, that doesn’t explain why you two are here.”

      “We’re here on business,” Nolan answers vaguely.

      “And as I told you, I’m-not-going-back-with-you, so you can just leave and tell Abraxious he can kiss my ass.”

      “We don’t work for Abraxious,” Nolan says, exasperated.

      “Yeah, we don’t even like the fucker,” Caleb concurrs.

      “Then why are you here?” I repeat, which didn’t matter because they still continued to stay tight lipped. “You know what? Don’t tell me." I’m starting to get tired of these two. We keep going in circles like a dog chasing his tail and getting no results. Ignoring them, I turn my ire on Aiden. I know they won’t tell me the real reason why they’re here. If they’re not working for Abraxious, then it’s for someone else, but I have no doubt they’re here for me. “And you. I’m not your mate. Stop telling people that.”

      “Yes you are, sweetheart. The sooner you get that through your thick skull, the sooner we’ll be fucking and populating the world with our beautiful mixed babies.” Fuck, he’s such a cocky shit. He’s so sure I’ll lay down and open my legs for him like a trained pet, but between you and me, my ovaries totally went into overdrive at his words.

      “Don’t count your babies yet. She said she’s not interested,” Caleb mocks.

      “And she told you two to take a hike, yet you’re still here,” Aiden counters.

      What the hell? Now they’re arguing and giving each other death glares. There’s enough testosterone pumping in this corner to choke a horse. Where in the hell is Julian with our drink and can mine come with two shots of bourbon?

      “Why don’t we skip the dick measuring? I don’t know why you two are here, but if it’s something dealing with me, you’re better off leaving and saying you didn’t find me. And Aiden, I may be your mate, but you’re not mine. See, argument solved, can I go now?” I whine.

      With that said, three pairs of eyes turn to me with murderous glares, and I shrink back just a little bit.

      “Why do you have to be so damn stubborn?” Aiden asks, running his hand down his face.

      “And exasperating,” Nolan agrees.

      “And fucking difficult,” Caleb concurrs with the rest.

      “What the hell? Are you three actually agreeing on how much I’m not falling for your shit?”

      Right when I’m about to slide under the booth and crawl my way out, Julian chooses that moment to bring our drinks.

      “Here’s a large coffee for you, black,” he says, sliding the cup in front of Caleb, “an ice coffee for you with a shot of espresso, a green tea for the wolf, and a pumpkin spice latte for my favorite witch.”

      Frowning at my drink, I look up at Julian confused. “You made a mistake. Do I look like a basic bitch to you?”

      “It’s a special recipe I made just for you. I wanted you to try it,” he says nonchalantly. Then he goes and gives me a hopeful smile, and I’m putty in his hands. Why the hell can’t I stay mad at this guy?

      “Fine,” I sigh. Looking down at my drink. I stare at the purple web design on top and think it’s an odd choice for a fall drink, but he did say he made it just for me, so maybe that’s why he chose the color purple. Plus, it really is pretty the way it blends into the drink like a work of art. Picking up the cup, I take a small testing sip. As soon as the liquid hits my tongue, I groan in pure bliss. This is the best drink I have ever tasted in my whole life. It’s nice and warm, the perfect thing to ward off the chill outside, and it goes down my throat nice and smooth, like a fine wine.

      Setting the cup down, I look up at the guys and it’s like something in me snaps in place. Just like the web design in my drink, sparkling purple threads shoot out my body from my heart connecting to the three sexy men sitting beside me. A warmth grows inside me, traveling down to my neither region, that’s a nice way to say I’m horny as fuck. When my gaze lands on Aiden, I know immediately he’s my mate, and right now he’s eyeing me like a woman on her period eyes a chocolate bar.

      Turning my attention to the twins, my nipples suddenly harden, and they both zone in on them like homing beacons. The same overwhelming love and desire for Aiden blazes in me for them, wreaking havoc on my body. And I know as clear as day they’re my mates too, but how? What the fuck? What the hell did Julian give me? Did that bastard spell me? No, that’s impossible. He’d never do anything like that. Fuck, I want to get down and dirty with these three right now. Oh shit, I’m going crazy. My mind is all over the place, but hell, what a way to go.

      Trying to ignore the brightly colored threads linking us, I down the rest of my drink, thinking if I ignore them, they’ll go away. No such fucking luck. In fact, I may have made things worse.

      “Sweetheart,” Aiden says in a growly voice that causes a wetness to pool in between my legs. “We need to get out of here right now, or I’m going to fuck you right here and now on top of the table.”

      “Ditto,” the twins say in sync, and we all practically jump from the table. Taking me in his arms, Nolan takes off with me bridal style as he follows Aiden out of the cafe, and runs all the way to my store. When we get to the door, I yank the key from around my neck and toss it to Aiden, who quickly unlocks the door. Still holding me safe in his arms, Nolan sprints up the stairs after Aiden and tosses me on my bed once it comes into sight.

      When I first met these three it was deny, deny, deny. Right now I’m not denying shit, especially when all three of them start to strip right before my eyes, and fuck did I hit the lotto with these three and the jackpot as a bonus when it comes to the size of their dicks. Yeah, this is going to hurt in a good way.

      “Do you like what you see?” Aiden asks as he crawls slowly on the bed, like a jungle cat getting ready to launch an attack. Straddling me, he slowly unbuttons my jeans and slides them down my legs, so torturously slow I kick my legs out at him.

      “None of that,” he tisks. “This is how it’s going to go. You are going to be a good little witch and lay still while your new friends watch me rid you of your jeans. Then I’m going to taste this sweet cunt of yours and drive you as crazy as you have been driving me since coming back. If you try to be bad, and hurry me along like you just did, I will stop and your new friends and I will tie you to the bed and have our wicked way with you. Do you understand?” He questions, and I nod my head like I’m having a seizure. “I need to hear you, sweetheart.”

      “Yes, I’ll be good,” I agree, breathing hard.

      “Good. Why don’t you two reward our princess?” Aiden tells the twins, and they don’t waste any time climbing on either side of me on the bed.

      Caleb or Nolan, at this point I don’t fucking know or care, starts to nibble down my neck, leaving gentle kisses in a trail all the way down my column. His brother’s lips meet mine and he kisses me like he’s dying and my lips are the only cure. I’m in epic bliss, so wrapped up in the twins, I miss it when Aiden pulls my jeans and panties all the way off with my heels, and dives into my pussy like a man possessed. He was so cool and collected when he was taking off my jeans, but now with the treat laid out right in front of him like his own personal buffet, his restraint has broken and he’s all in, and oh how talented his tongue is. I heard he has a magic dick, but no one said anything about what his mouth can do, and I for one can contest he’s been gifted by the Gods. I moan loudly, showing my appreciation for his skill which is swallowed up by whichever twin is laying siege on my lips. When Aiden adds his finger and starts scissoring in and out of me, I can’t take it anymore and I cum harder than I have ever cum before.

      “Fuck, you taste so sweet,” Aiden says, licking his lips, and I follow his tongue like a cat does a lazer dot.

      “You came so fucking hard, sugar,” Nolan mumbles against my neck.

      With a pull, Caleb rips my shirt apart and tiny buttons fly everywhere. I should be pissed, but the act was hot as fuck.  He does the same to my bra before taking my tit in his mouth. Following his brother’s lead, Nolan caresses my other breast with his tongue, sucking and licking, making me squirm.

      They both work my body into a frenzy, and I’m wetter than a waterfall when Aiden lines his rather large dick up with my center, and easily slides in with one thrust. When he bottoms out, I moan, encouraging him, and he slides back out and slides in forcefully. Grabbing under my legs, he anchors me right before he starts an assault on my pussy. With Aiden thrusting in and out of me, Nolan moves his attention back to my neck, and I shiver when his fangs scrap against the column and he bites down where my neck and shoulder meet. It’s like the bite goes straight to my pussy, and I cum again, this time around Aiden’s dick as he pounds in me.

      “Fuck,” Aiden growls, but he doesn’t stop his punishing pace.

      If anything, he speeds up. Caleb who has moved his mouth back to my lips bites down hard on my bottom lip, but not hard enough to draw blood. His intention is focused on bringing on the pain while his brother and Aiden bring the pleasure. When I feel Aiden’s dick start to swell, it only takes him a couple more strokes before he’s shooting his load deep inside me. I’m officially wrecked, but they’re not done with me yet.

      Switching places, Nolan slides into my pussy not caring one bit that Aiden’s cum is leaking out of me. Surprising me, he moves inside me slowly, sliding in and out drawing out my pleasure. Aiden, having returned from the bathroom, sucks down on my neck hard enough to leave ‘I was here’ marks all over my neck. When he gets to Nolan’s fang marks, he sucks hard, covering them with what I’m sure will be one hell of a hickey.

      “Fuck, sugar you’re so damn tight,” Nolan groans, twisting his hips in some crazy move that makes my g-spot sing. Shit, he has a magic dick too. It makes me want to kick myself for not fucking him on the bus. When he increases his movements and starts to rub the nub on my clit, I cum just as hard as I did with Aiden, clenching down, squeezing his dick tight.

      “Fuck,” he growls.

      Moving one of my legs to his shoulder, he takes me deeper, whispering how good my pussy feels, worshipping me like I’m a Goddess. When he twist his hips again and attacks my g-spot, I cum, this time taking him with me.

      Just like with Aiden, I don’t get to rest when Caleb takes his brother’s place, before picking me up and positioning me on my hands and knees. Gripping tightly to my hips, he angles my ass in the air just the way he wants me and dives right in with one powerful thrust. With a growl he goes in hard, pounding into me like my pussy offended him, and it’s his job to make me pay. His grip on me tightens, and I know in the morning his fingerprints will be inbedded in my skin, but ask me if I care, and I’ll tell you I don’t give a flying fuck. Right now all I care about is Caleb’s big dick thrusting in and out of me with a wild abandonment.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I chant, before I scream out his name, cumming harder than I thought possible after already having a couple orgasms all over his cock.

      “That’s a good girl, sugar. Your tight pussy just creamed all over my brother’s dick,” Nolan whispers his naughty words in my ear, and I swear I grow even wetter.

      How the fuck is that even possible?

      “She likes that. She likes it when you talk dirty to her,” Aiden says, pinching my nipple.

      “Fuck,” I cry. Apparently, that’s the only word my brain knows since these three must have fucked the vocabulary right out of me.

      “Give me one more,” Caleb demands between thrusts, and my muscles clench around his dick, making him groan. When he speeds up and starts slamming into me harder, I give him what he wants and cum, screaming, you guessed it, fuck.

      Satisfied, he pulls out and leans forward, sinking his fangs into my ass cheek, shooting a wave of desire right to my pussy. When he drinks his fill, he slides back inside me and drills me with renewed strength. Caleb definitely knows what he’s doing, and he fucks me like a porn star. It takes a couple more hard thrusts before he cums, filling me up with his seed and coating my insides. With a groan, we both fall onto the bed in a sweaty heap, and all four of us lay snuggled close together in the bed. It’s a tight fit, but we stay like this for a while, catching our breath.

      “I hope you know you’re stuck with us now,” Caleb says with a hoarse voice.

      “Ditto,” Aiden agrees before biting down on my shoulder, completing the mating bond.

      “What they said,” Nolan mumbles and then starts to snore as he falls asleep.

      I can barely keep my eyelids open when I feel Caleb get up and return with a warm cloth to clean me up and then tosses it on the floor. Lifting me on top of him, he snuggles back into the bed and seconds later we’re all out like a light. The purple threads from before are thicker, brighter now that the mating bond is complete. They’re right, I am stuck with them, and there's nothing I can do about it.
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      I wake to the smell of bacon and my stomach growls in appreciation. When I try to get up a heavy weight weighs me down and I tilt my head and get caught in a brilliant blue and grey gaze.

      “Fuck, your eyes are pretty.”

      Laughing, Nolan says, “thank you, sugar.”

      “Hell, did I say that out loud?”

      “Yes, and along with other things while you were sleeping. I particularly like hearing about how I have a magic dick.”

      “How do you know I was talking about you? I could have been talking about the wolf or your brother.”

      “Humm, good point. Maybe I need to remind you,” he says pulling me on top of his body until I’m straddling him. Apparently, I got myself nice and wet while I was sleeping and when he lifts me over his cock, I slide right on. Moving like a pro, he thrusts inside me nice and smooth with, yes I admit, ‘his magical dick,’ and I cum quickly. Gripping tightly onto my hips, his thrusts turn feral after I cum, his movements makes my tits bounce as he pounds into me, much like his brother did last night. Soon he cums deep inside me, shouting my name, and I collapse on his hard muscled chest.

      “Now, that’s a wake up call,” I murmur against his skin.

      Chuckling, he helps me up and carries me into the bathroom and places me into the tub. When I lean back, he starts the water and stays until the tub fills before he turns it off.

      “Take your time soaking. I know you have to be sore,” he says softly, and I nod closing my eyes while basking in the warm water on my sore body.

      Last night was epic, but this is pure bliss. I never had anyone take care of me like this. I never had a boyfriend before, and when Abraxious and I would fuck, he’d always leave straight after. There was no cleaning me up afterwards, or taking care of me. He was more of a wham, bam, thank you ma’am, kinda guy. He may have a nice size dick, but he certainly didn’t know how to use it, unlike my mates.

      Wow mates. How the fuck did that happen?

      Now, the morning after, I need to figure out what to do about that. Since they’ve had me, I know I won’t be able to just get rid of them. They said as much last night when I was too exhausted to argue. I’m so conflicted. I enjoyed each and everything they did to my body, but it wasn’t just the sex. I feel connected to them and dare I say, I may be a little bit in love with them. Ok that’s a lie, a lot in love with them, like I ran head first without a care of the consequences. I’ve always read about the FMC falling straight in love with the guy after sex, and thought how stupid are you? You know nothing about the guy, and look what I’ve done. I’m that girl, so now what do I do?

      I know Aiden’s deal, but what about the twins? To Aiden, I’m just a consolation prize and I would bet my trust fund the twins are here for me, like sexy bounty hunters or something.

      “I can hear the wheels turning in your head from here,” one of the twins says from the doorway.

      “Which twin are you?” I ask, ignoring his observant remark.

      “Caleb,” he grumbles. Usually I can tell them apart by the nicknames they have for me, but now as I look at him, Caleb is the twin with the dazzling blue eye on his right while Nolan’s is on the left. I file that tiny detail in my memory bank. It’s best to be able to tell them apart without their help from now on.

      “Are you going to finally admit why you’re here?” I ask softly.

      “Yes,” he answers, giving me a defeated look, and by the look on his face I can tell I’m not going to like his explanation, but I need to know, so I can prepare myself. “I came to tell you we’re all waiting in the kitchen so we can talk.”

      “We need to talk,” I laugh as I repeat those four dreaded words no one wants to hear. “I’ll be out in a sec,” I tell him once I stop laughing. It’s not funny, but I’m nervous. The shoe is about to drop, and I don’t want to be the bug under it. After giving me an ‘are you ok’ look, he leaves probably thinking his mate is a nutter.

      Quickly, I get out the tub and towel off with one of the giant fluffy violet towels folded neatly on the towel rack. On the door to the bathroom is a full length mirror, and I get lost in the reflection staring back at me. This girl staring back at me is alive and vibrant. My skin has some color in it, and I’m covered in hickeys, and love marks from my neck to my breast. Also, my mating marks are visible since I’m butt naked. Nolan’s fang mark is where my neck and shoulder meet. Two tiny holes that will never scab over or disappear. Aiden’s crescent shaped bite mark on my shoulder, and turning around I spot, Caleb’s mark on my left ass cheek.

      Now that’s a hell of a place for a mating mark. We’re connected forever. What we’ve done can’t be undone. Even now, I can feel what they’re feeling, and snippets of their thoughts. Caleb and Nolan are both worried about what they have to tell me. Aiden is worried I’ll bail, and if I do, he’ll tie me up and bring me right back. This is the real deal folks, and I would be lying if I said I wasn’t a little bit scared.

      Having wasted enough time, I quickly dress and walk cautiously into the kitchen and take a seat. Taking a plate out the microwave, Aiden sets it in front of me, and I smile because the plate is filled with all my favorite breakfast things. Eggs, bacon, grits, toast cut into triangles with grape jam, and a double chocolate chip muffin from the cafe.

      “How do you know so much about me?” I ask curious. I wanted to know how Aiden seems to know everything about me.

      “It’s the mate bond. Even before we completed it, I would get flashes of your emotions from time to time. What made you happy and sad. The things that pissed you off, and what you’d find joy in. I admit, at the time I was the one who made you sad a lot and I hated myself for every awful thing I would do to you.”

      “But you still kept doing it,” I tell him.

      “Yes. I’m not denying anything. I was an ass to you. Once I learned that you didn’t curse me and you were, in fact, my mate, I laid off you and started to hate myself for every awful thing I did to you. After I canceled my mating ceremony to Julbie, I started to make changes. I explained to Julbie why I couldn’t be with her. At the academy, she never knew why I hated you so much just that I did, and it pissed her off that I was so obsessed with you.”

      “Well, that explains why she was such a bitch to me,” I mumble.

      “Yeah. I’m sorry about that,” Aiden apologizes. “Anyways, like I already told you. I wanted to make amends, so I fixed this place up, filling it with all your favorite things. I started up here first and then worked my way downstairs and finally outside.”

      “And you two,” I say turning to the twins. "What’s your deal? Why are you here?”

      “We’re bounty hunters. We were sent by our sire to find you,” Caleb admits.

      “What does your sire want with me?”

      “Use of your magic probably. He’s one of Abraxious’ largest competitors. When he heard Abraxious’ little money maker was on the loose, he hired us to bring you to him.”

      “At the time you were just a job,” Nolan says, carrying on for his brother. “We didn’t know you, but on the bus the more we got to know you, the more we didn’t want to turn you in. We were drawn to you with each word you spoke, and I was so damn jealous of my brother because he got to sit next to you while I was stuck fighting off an overly friendly grandma.”

      “But you two still used your vampire mojo on me even after we got off the bus. If it worked, would you have turned me in?”

      The kitchen is so quiet you could hear a pin drop. It takes a while, but Caleb finally says, “yes, but I don’t think we would have delivered you to our sire. We were already faltering with our decision on the bus.”

      “What about now?” I ask angrily.

      “Fuck no. We love you, sugar. You’re ours. We’ll never let anything happen to you. A vampire’s bond to their sire is strong, but the mate bond is even stronger.”

      “How can I even trust that? To you,” I say, pointing at Aiden, “I was a consolation prize. You’d already chosen Julbie over me when I left, and to you two, I’m nothing but a paycheck. Karma must be laughing her ass off right about now.”

      “Sweetheart, sugar, violet,” they all say their designated nickname for me at the same time.

      “I need some air,” I say, interrupting them. “Don’t follow me.” And for good measure I add a glare.

      When I leave the house, I don’t really have a destination in mind. I just take off in any random direction while my mind wanders. I never thought I had a mate out there. Turns out I have three of them, and they all fucked me over at one point. I can’t even say which offense out of the three is the worst. I can’t trust they are here for me. I’m the second best choice and a payday to them. That fucking hurts. I want to be chosen for me, and not because fate said we should be together. As I'm walking I’m still fuming over my situation and I’m not paying attention to my surroundings, so when someone comes behind me and presses a cloth over my nose and mouth, it's too late for me to fight them off. Already, my head is starting to feel fuzzy and soon I faint into a muscled pair of arms that drags me away and throws me into the backseat of a car they had waiting.

      “We got her,” is the last thing I hear before I black out.
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      Groaning, I wake to a pounding headache and my mouth is as dry as the Sierra desert. What the hell is going on? Where am I? My brain is fuzzy, and it feels like my body is taking longer to reboot. When I finally pull myself together, I sit up in what appears to be the backseat of a car. Turning my head to look out the window, the scenery flies by rapidly. Whoever is driving is definitely breaking the speed limit.

      Where’s highway patrol when you need them? Now is not the time to be sitting in your squad car, chowing down on donuts.

      I don’t know who’s taken me. The front of the car is blocked off by a black-out partition separating me from them. Whoever they are, they’re well organized. Maybe it was the twins. Did I push them too far and they said fuck it, let’s turn her in? No, they wouldn’t do that. Not since we’re mated. I know that now.

      Stupid Amethyst. I should have never went out alone knowing I have a vengeful ex and a den of vampires after me. I should have at least done a better job of paying attention to where I was going. Fuck, I blame those stupid mates of mine. This is all their fault. They should have never pissed me off in the first place. I could be at home right now, riding on one of their dicks while the other two feed me grapes like some Egyptian Goddess. When I get out of this, we’re going to have a long talk about not letting me get kidnapped.

      After an hour of just sitting here, I finally had enough and start to pound on the partition.

      “Hey, assholes, hey. I know you asswipes can hear me. Yes me. The kidnapped witch you threw in the back of your car like a sack of potatoes. You better let me out of here before I hex a unicorn horn on your forehead,” I yell, pounding even harder. When no one answers, I get even more annoyed, and start making beats against the partition like I’m Dr. Dre. Finally after fifteen minutes of this, the car stops. The door is forcefully pulled open, and a burly looking man who is definitely not Caleb or Nolan, reaches in and grabs me.

      “Put me down, you overgrown giant,” I scream, pounding on the big brute. Shit, what the hell does this guy eat? Children?

      “Shut up,” he growls, which of course, makes me scream louder.

      “Stranger danger. Stranger danger,” I yell at the top of my lungs.

      By now, I’m kicking as well as screaming, and when I catch a lucky break and my toe catches the big brute in the nut sack, he drops me unceremoniously onto the hard ground of what appears to be an underground garage. Quickly, I get to my feet and take off, just to be pulled back into a hard body as I’m snached by my waist.

      “Now, princess, where do you think you’re going?” A smooth voice says as he pulls me into his arms.

      Looking up, the brightest pair of sky blue eyes catch my attention, but only for a second. Taking a cue from a show I saw on TV, I go bat shit crazy like I did on Hulk back there, waving my fists wildly and kicking out with my feet, but instead of running away, the pretty asshole chuckles as he grabs ahold of my fists and pulls me to him until my body is flush against him. When I try to knee him like I did his accomptance in crime, he anticipates the move having learned by watching on the sidelines, and adjust his body so that I hit empty air.

      “I suggest you stop, or I’m going to have to drug you again, and I’m sure you’ll want to be awake when you meet my sire,” the cheeky bastard says.

      Sire? So, whoever hired Caleb and Nolan to nab me has sent someone else. Great. How do I get myself into these messes?

      I stop fighting. I’m not stupid. I’ve seen Taken, but I still ask, “where are we?”

      “We’re at my sire’s mansion, so feel free to scream all you want. I’m sure the vampires here enjoyed your ‘stranger danger’ outburst.”

      “Fuck you,” I spit out.

      “That can be arranged. I see why Caleb and Nolan decided to keep you all to themselves. You’re quite tempting and beautiful.”

      “I’d rather fuck a cactus than you,” I retort. I’ve been kidnapped and taken to the vamps lair, I might as well cue in the false bravery. My earlier display proves I’m not a fighter, but I am a hexer, and well, the pretty vamp has already shown he’s interested. I can’t let them take me any further, or my chance of escaping will be a big fat zero.

      “You find me beautiful?” I say, fluttering eyelashes, putting on a fake lovey dovey smile on my face.

      “Very,” he smiles back, falling for my act. “Are you going to be good now?” He asks, palming my cheek. I fight slapping his hand away as his rough thumb moves softly across my cheek.

      “Yes,” I lie, licking my lips and he follows the movement, entranced.

      “How good do you plan on being?”

      “Real good. Do you want to see?” I ask, moving my body closer and putting my arms around his neck. With my lips mere inches from his, I close my eyes and murmur in my head,

      
        
        Poppy, yar and brisbane steep.

        To make a potion for potent sleep.

        Close your eyes and fall in deep

        Your deeds determine how long you sleep

      

      

      Hexing 101. When putting a hex on someone make sure you’re in full control. What does that mean? Make sure there aren’t other factors around that will ruin your concentration and have you sending your hex haywire. It’s a very important rule, and one I forgot as well as the big brute I left rolling around on the ground clutching his balls. I may have fooled the cheeky bastard in front of me with my ‘I want you act,’ but I didn’t fool Hulk, who’s apparently quicker than he looks. So before I mumble the last word in the spell, the bastard rises to his feet, and pushes blue eyes away, causing himself to be caught in the crossfire, and he drops like a bag of boulders. Sigh, that was some of my best work too.

      “What the fuck did you do?” Blue eyes roars.

      “What? I didn’t do it? Maybe he was tired or something,” I deny, lying my butt off.

      Pissed now, blue eyes grabs me painfully by the arm and pulls me through the door, and down the hall. Shit, what now? There's no way in hell he’ll fall for the same trick twice. As he pulls me along, his grip on my arm gets tighter and I know he’ll leave behind bruises, but that’s the least of my problems right now. I try to pay attention to where he’s taking me, but this place is a freaking maze. It defies the logic of how a home should be. I feel like I’m in that Leonardo DiCaprio movie Inception.

      There are so many twist and turns, and as soon as we leave one long hallway, he takes me through another. When we get to a set of stairs leading down to what looks like a basement, I dig my heels in the carpet, trying to prevent him from dragging me further. I’ve seen enough horror films to know to not let the killer take you in the basement, but I’m a mere witch and he’s a mighty vampire with vampire strength, so my efforts are fruitless, because all he does is gather me in his arms and throw me over his shoulder until I’m upside down with my face eye level with his ass. In a blur, he goes down the steps, and he throws me on the carpet at the feet of a man sitting in a high back chair smoking a cigar, like he’s a king holding court.

      “Marcus, must you be so rough with our witch?” The old man questions as he stares me down with a gleam in his eye. The look reminds me of my grandmother when she’s up to something.

      “I’m not your anything,” I reply as I get to my feet, and get right in Marcus’s face. Hocking a huge loogie, I spit it right in his face, and I watch in pure satisfaction as it drips slowly down his cheek until it gets to his neck. In retaliation, he raises his hand, prepared to slap me, but before he can make contact, the man in the chair is in front of us, stopping him, and he flings Marcus over to the other side of the room.

      “Don’t mind my son. He doesn’t know how to treat a lady who won’t sleep with him.”

      Son. Well, I guess they do look sort of familiar. They both have dark hair and sky blue eyes, but that’s where their similarities stop. Marcus is tall with more of a muscled swimmer’s body, while the man, who I’m guessing is the infamous sire, is broader. His nose is a bit big, but it doesn’t take away from his beauty. Hell, his lashes are probably longer than mine. Marcus may be hot as fuck, but his beauty pales in comparison to his father.

      “I’m Vlad, it’s very nice to finally meet you Amethyst.”

      “Vlad? You have got to be shitting me?” I blurt out laughing. For those who don’t know their history, Vlad was a human who liked to toture and kill people in such bloody ways he was often compared to a vampire.

      “I’m very serious, besides where do you think the human Vlad got his ideas from?” He replies. Well, that shut me up.

      “Where’s Torque?” Vlad asks.

      “She,” Marcus says, pointing at me, “did something to him.”

      “Stop accusing me. I already told you, he was tired. Maybe you should employ more responsible vampires who don’t sleep on the job,” I huff, folding my arms in front of my chest. Marcus just growls at that, and I ignore him while I look for a way out of here.

      “What am I missing?” Vlad questions.

      “She tried to put a spell on me, and Torque got in the way. Now he’s up in the garage in some kind of deep sleep,” Marcus explains.

      “You know, snitches get stitches,” I mumble while Vlad looks me over, amused.

      “My dear. You are everything they said you are and more. I’m sure you’re wondering why I had you brought here.”

      “The thought has crossed my mind,” I murmur.

      “When I found out about the spectacular way you quit working for your last employer, I knew I had to have you,” he explains, which only makes me even more confused.

      “You’re talking like I’m a possession and not a person,” I tell him.

      “You’re confused. I’m not explaining this right. I’m a man of finery. I think it goes back to my human days. I was a very rich, well respected businessman when my sire found me and turned me into what I am now. I’m a collector of sorts. I like to collect beautiful things,” he says as his eyes caress my face. “I like unique things, treasures, and you, my dear, are a very valuable treasure indeed.”

      What the actual fuck? Leave it to me to capture the attention of a coo-coo vampire with a hoarding problem. When I look at Marcus what he just said makes sense. Marcus is absolutely breathtaking, Torque is a giant brute with muscles packed on muscles, packed on muscles, the twins’ eyes are the most unique things I have ever seen, as well as their beauty and rare powers.

      “I think you’re mistaken, there's nothing special about me, so you should let me go.”

      “You’re wrong. You may be the most valuable treasure I have ever found. Your beauty is stunning, your magic is unique, and I find your sarcastic mouth quite amusing,” he says, taking the purple strand of my hair in his hand and twirling it around his finger. “You’ve already captured the attention of two of my best hunters. Don’t try to deny it, I can smell them on you.”

      “Dude, I’m not a Pokémon. You might want to throw your ball somewhere else and let me go,” I huff.

      “See, she doesn’t want to be here. Can I kill her and ship her body over to those traitors as a warning?” Marcus asks, and I stick my tongue out at him. Real mature I know, but I’m a bit frazzled right now.

      “Look dickwad, if you even attempt to touch me, I’ll freeze your balls off and super glue them to your eyelids.” Offended now, Marcus gets in my face and we start arguing. Just because I shot his ego down in the garage doesn’t give him the right to threaten me or my mates. We’re going back and forth when Vlad yells, “enough,” and we pull apart like boxers in a ring after the bell goes off.

      “Amethyst, you’re staying so you might as well get use to it. In time, you’ll learn to love your new family and bear me many sons.”

      “What the hell? I’m not fucking you,” I screech.

      “Not me, although I wouldn’t turn you away from my bed if you ever change your mind. You have no qualms fucking Caleb and Nolan. When they come for you, and they will come, you’ll continue to be with them and produce me many heirs as extraordinary as yourself, and you,” he says pointing at Marcus. “I suggest you be nicer to her if you want to be part of her harem.”

      “Do you hear how insane you sound?” I ask incredulously.

      “It may seem that way at first, but soon you’ll love being here. We’ll be the family you never had.”

      “You know nothing about me or my family,” I spit out hatefully.

      “Now that’s where you’re wrong. I know quite a bit about you, including what happened to your father,” he replies. Out of all the things that could have come out of his insane mouth, my father is the only thing of interest to me. He had me, and he knows it judging by the shit eating grin on his smug face.

      “Marcus, take her to her suite of rooms. I’m sure it won’t be long until the twins show up,” Vlad says, dismissing us and goes back to his uncomfortable looking chair, staring at who knows what. He probably sees small sprite like fairies blowing unicorns for all I know.

      Grabbing my arm, Marcus pulls me back through the way we came. At this point, I’m numb and I just let him. I didn’t even bother to pay attention to where we’re going. If this place is built off that psycho’s mind, which I suspect it is, there's no point. To prove my point, Marcus leads me up the stairs and stops mid way and turns left while we take a doorway in the middle of the staircase, like WTF.

      Taking another random hallway, we start passing people. A woman with long red hair and eyes as dark as night watch us pass with a predatory gaze. The woman is beautiful, but I didn’t see anything extra special about her, so why Vlad would collect her. Next we pass a man with green hair and reptilian eyes, creepy, but not unusual. We pass more and more supes, and I wonder how many stay in this maze for a home. Finally, we stop in front of a double set of oak doors, and Marcus holds them open, waving me inside.

      “There you go, princess. I’d give your twins a day before they’ll be here.”

      I don’t answer. I don’t fight. I just nod and step inside. When my eyes land on the huge king size bed in the middle of the room, I walk straight to it and sit down.

      “I see you’re not up to socializing. I’ll have your dinner brought to you.” Marcus says before leaving and closing the door behind him. I don’t hear a click of a lock, so I guess I’m free to walk around, but with my luck right now, I’d only get lost or worse, eaten by one of Vlad’s collectables.

      I know what you’re thinking. I’m an all powerful curse worker, why can’t I break myself out? That’s a good question, and one I have given a lot of thought to. You saw what happened in the garage. Using my powers was a disaster, at least it was for Torque.

      You know what? I’m going to continue to call him Hulk.

      Anyways, back to why I can’t free myself. To hex someone, they need to do something to deserve to be hexed. Like my ex, for example. He was a cheating douchecanoe and he hit me, so now he has a purple dick with a green mole. Hulk and Marcus kidnapped me, and because Hulk's dumbass put himself in the path of my spell, he’ll now sleep for however long the spell sees fit. Besides sending people to kidnap me, Vlad hasn’t actually done anything to me. He’s always sent someone to do his dirty work for him.

      He may be looney, but he’s a smart looney, like he knows just how my magic works. He knows without just cause, I can’t actually do anything to him. What he said about my father plays in my head. He knew him. I’m sure of that now. There's nothing more dangerous than a smart crazy person. I could curse them, and embed a curse in objects, but to do that, I need more than a spell, and I’m doubtful they’ll supply me with the materials I’ll need. Where’s Dora’s Backpack when a witch needs it? I guess for now I’m stuck here. Sighing, I lean back in the bed and shut my eyes. I don’t know if this will work, it’s a light witch spell, but I’m desperate, so I chant.

      
        
        Light the sea, light the fire. Bring forth what I desire.

        Light the sea, light the fire. Bring forth my desire

        Light the sea, light the fire. Bring forth my desire

        Caleb

      

      

      As I pace the room, I curse myself for not chasing after Amethyst. Vlad has her. I know it. I should have known he would send others after her when we stopped checking in. Out of all the supes he sent us after, she was the one he’s been the most obsessed with.

      “Fuck,” I roar, throwing a glass sculpture at the wall.

      “You know, I don’t think Amethyst would like you breaking her things,” my brother chastises.

      “How can you be so calm? You know who has her,” I say incredulously. Ever since we found out Amethyst was gone, he’s been awfully calm. It’s fucking unsetteling.

      “I know Vlad will never do anything to her. He’s probably waiting for us to come home as we speak.”

      “If I thought Amethyst would be happy living a life as one of his trinkets, I would just go back, but I know she would never be happy living like that. As much as she hates this town, she’s oddly happy here.”

      “Then we’ll wait on the wolf to come back, and make a plan,” Nolan says as he goes into the kitchen for a broom.

      “And what if his pack won’t help? He chose Amethyst over being Alpha, remember?” I tell him.

      When he comes back with the broom and starts sweeping up the glass, he says, “then the three of us will retrieve her ourselves, even if it costs us our lives,” he answers with finality.

      And he’s right. We will lay down our lives for her. Vlad may be bat shit crazy, but he has one hell of an army at his disposal backing him up. We won’t make it out the mansion alive, but at least our little jewel will be free.

      When I hear the door opening and closing downstairs and then the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs, I turn and see the wolf has returned, but he’s not alone. Behind him is a woman with long dark hair and big grey eyes. She’s beautiful, so are the midsize feathery white wings behind her. Holy shit, she’s an angel.

      “Who’s this?” Nolan says slowly.

      “This is Ruby, Amethyst’s friend. She said she can help us,” Aiden answers.

      “Are you sure about that?” I ask, not convinced. “You do remember what we told you about our sire. He’ll take one look at her and want to add her to his collection. We’re not trying to save Amethyst, just to doom her friend.”

      “I’m quite capable of taking care of myself,” she huffs, narrowing those intense grey eyes on me. Great, I’ve pissed of an angel. Hopefully she won’t smite me.

      “What happened with your pack?” Nolan asks.

      “They wouldn’t help. They said since I’m no longer part of the pack, they can’t interfere.”

      “That’s bull. No offense, but your pack is a bunch of cowards.”

      “Don’t you think I know that? Since I gave up being Alpha for Amethyst, I left the pack in the hands of my eight year old sister. To say the pack is disappointed in me is putting it lightly,” Aiden says.

      “What of your father?” I ask. “Isn’t he still Alpha for the time being? He can’t be ok with his only son going off to get killed,” I tell him, not believing what I’m hearing.

      “It doesn’t matter how he feels. Pack is everything,” Aiden states.

      “That blows wolf boy,” Nolan snorts.

      “Blows where?” Ruby asks, and we all look at her like she’s crazy.

      “Ok, well. We’ve wasted enough time here, lets go,” I order. I’m done with waiting around. Besides the angel, we won’t be getting any backup.

      “Yeah,” Aiden agrees, "lets go."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Heavenly Light

          Amethyst
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      For the second time, I wake in an unfamiliar place. Once I’m fully awake, a rush of memories hit me all at once and I remember the events that have passed. I’m trapped in an awful mansion with a madman and his toys. I don’t understand Vlad. What makes me so special? He’s surrounded by such beauty, yet he’s gone out his way to bring me here. I can’t stop myself from wondering what happened in his long life to make him this way. Did someone steal his favorite toy and the experience turned him into a modern day Scrooge? I wonder how long I’ve been here. I don’t know how long I was sleeping. It couldn’t have been long. Marcus said he’ll bring me dinner, and he hasn’t come back yet. I wonder what my mates are doing. Do they know I’m gone yet? Will they come for me? That’s the question of the day, isn’t it? I treated them horribly. They were only being honest with me, and in the first test of our relationship, I bailed. I’m a terrible mate.

      “Why do you look so glum, sugar plum?” Marcus says as he invites himself inside.

      “Are you auditioning for Sesame Street?” I retort drly.

      “Here,” he growls, throwing a covered plate of food on the table.

      “Didn’t your sire order you to be nice to me? I don’t think throwing my food around qualifies as being nice.”

      “Tell me, Amethyst,” he says, climbing on the bed slowly, stalking me. “If I feed you, would you let me fuck you?” He questions seductively.

      He wants to play games, let's play them.

      Moving my body closer to his, I whisper against his ear, “not a chance.” Narrowing his eyes, he jumps off the bed and stalks out the room like he’s on fire.

      “Asshole,” I mutter when he slams the door behind him.

      Time does not fly when you’re trapped in a room. I guess it wouldn’t since it isn’t fun. I sleep, I eat the meals Marcus brings me, and for entertainment I fuck with Marcus every chance I get. I may have taken it a bit too far when I hexed his eyebrow hairs to fall out, but fuck it was funny. I also learned Vlad has some very powerful blood. One sip of that stuff and Marcus’ eyebrows were back to normal. No fun right? It may sound like I’ve been here for a long time, but all this happened within twenty-four hours. Don’t judge. I’m not my best when I’m bored. I’ve just enchanted my door knob when Marcus comes back with a dark purple dress slung over his arm.

      “Here, Vlad wants you to join us for dinner tonight,” he says, throwing the dress on the bed.

      “What’s with you and throwing shit? Were you an ape in a former life?” I snap.

      “What?” He shrugs.

      “You know what, nevermind. What’s with the fancy dress? What’s the occasion?”

      “No reason. Vlad wants to introduce you to the coven.”

      “Why?”

      “Because he wants them to get to know you.”

      “Why?”

      “Just because,” he says, throwing his hands up frustrated.

      Enjoying my little game, because it’s way too easy to annoy Marcus, I ask, “why?”

      “What are you twelve? I’m not falling for this shit.”

      “But you have,” I point out, “for about five minutes now.” Which only makes his eyes light with anger when he sees I’m right.

      “Get dressed. I’ll be back in thirty minutes.” With that said he stalks to the door, and as soon as his hand touches the knob he growls, "what the fuck Amethyst?” Laughing, I glance down smugly at his rainbow colored palm with pink sparkles.

      “What?” I say innocently. "I was over here."

      “I swear you’re going to be the death of me,” he mumbles under his breath.

      “Promise?” I retort, even though he wasn’t talking to me.

      I guess my taunt was the last straw, because without warning, he’s a blur right in front of my face, holding me tight to his body with his other hand gripped tightly around the back of my neck, pushing my face to him. We’re so close, I can see the different facets of blue in his eyes as they light with anger. I should be afraid, but for some insane reason I was turned on. Jewels, this place is making me mental.

      “My patience is running thin with you, princess. You have no idea what I’m capable of, so if you don’t want to be walking around here like a mindless puppet, I suggest you start showing me some respect. Trust me when I tell you, I don’t care if you’re in a daze while you’re lying on your back or on your knees sucking my dick.”

      When I whimper, he pushes me away and leaves the room. “Well that went well,” I mumble to myself. Now I’m curious of what Marcus’ power is. Before, I thought he was just pretty because he hasn’t let on he can do anything else. Not that I want to force him to make good of his threat. I’d rather not be a mindless sex slave, or maybe I would? And in that people, lies the problem. I feel a connection to Marcus. Not at first. At first, I was still pumped full of adrenaline over being kidnapped, but now, since I’ve gotten to know him a little bit, I find he’s not that bad, just misguided. Oh hell, what am I’m saying? I’ve been here for twenty-fours hours and I already have a bad case of Stockholm syndrome. I need to get my shit together. Besides, no matter what I feel or how pretty he is, my plate is already full.

      Taking a quick shower so I have time to wash and blow dry my hair, I think about my mates. Where are they? They should have been here by now. Even though I have no idea where we are, I suspect we’re somewhere in Louisiana, deep in the woods. The only view outside my window is a bunch of cypress and weeping willow trees, which are common in that state. I couldn’t even feel their thoughts anymore. Maybe they don’t really love me. At least, not enough to risk their necks to save me.

      Thoroughly depressed now, I turn the shower off and wrap myself in one of the fluffy towels. When drying my hair, I avoid looking at my mate marks, and the hickeys still littered all over my body. It hurts too much to look at them. Too bad the dress Vlad chose for me to wear couldn’t hide the ones all over my neck. The dark color of my dress and my pale skin just highlighted them even more. I felt like I was wearing a blaring neon sign that said ‘look at me’ but besides that, it really was a nice dress. A short babydoll dress made from delicate lace. It looked expensive and probably cost a fortune. Not that Vlad is hurting on money by the looks of this place. I decide to leave my hair down. I have no clue what this dinner involves, but making myself more appealing to Vlad didn’t seem like a good idea.

      “Don’t you look beautiful,” Marcus says, walking in.

      His hand is still spelled, so I guess Vlad wasn’t in the mood to heal him. If I wasn’t frightened of his threat, I would probably rub it in.

      “Here,” he says, handing over a pair of drool worthy heels. They’re black and spiky with a red bottom.

      “Vlad is going over the top for this little dinner of his if he’s breaking out the Louboutins,” I say sarcastically.

      “Vlad didn’t get you these, I did. I had them rushed over while you were getting ready.”

      “Why?” I frown.

      “I’m not falling for that again,” he grumbles.

      “I’m being serious. Why would you buy me shoes literally five seconds after you threatened me?”

      “I wanted you to have them. Besides I may have felt a little guilty. I scared you, and that was the last thing I wanted. You’re just so fucking frustrating and beautiful. Half the time I don’t know if I want to strangle you or fuck you. I want you to know I would never force you to do anything you don’t want to do. I want you to want me on your own. I’m not used to not getting what I want, so I haven’t been handling your rejection well. In the garage when you tricked me, I wanted those feelings to be real so fucking bad, just to find out you were playing me.”

      Well hell. That’s a mouthful. I didn’t expect him to say. Like at all. My mind’s a blank, and he’s looking at me like I hung the moon and stars.

      “Marcus I’m flattered, but I’m in love with someone else. Three someone else's. They’re my mates and I belong to them.”

      “The twins,” he growls.

      “Yes, and a wolf shifter,” I admit.

      “They’re your mates, but where were they when I took you? Where are they now?” He shouts. “You’re here with me. In time, you will learn to love me as you did them.”

      “I… it was,” I stop. “Look, it’s none of your business. The point is, I can’t be with you. I will never love you. Your sire is a terrible role model. You can’t just take people and expect them to be fine with it.”

      “You don’t know what you’re saying. You want me, I can tell. The way you look at me isn’t an act, princess. I can feel your want, and it pulls me in like a worm on a hook.“

      “Do mental issues run in your family? You’re as delusional as your father,” I spit out.

      “I’m not the delusional one, you are, princess, or at least you have a bad case of denial. I know you feel the same pull as I do. I feel tethered to you, and if you opened your eyes and stop being so damn stubborn, you’d see the link too. I’m going to table this conversation for now. My father hates to be kept waiting and we’ve already wasted enough time. I wish I could tell him we were delayed doing something more fun, like you riding my dick, but we have time for that later.”

      “In your dreams,” I retort. It’s the only comeback I can think of. I’m starting to think Marcus is bipolar as well as insane. What I don’t want to think is that he’s right.

      “That’s the thing, princess. You have been in my dreams a lot lately.”

      Ignoring the omission I say, “lets go,” as I slip on the heels and walk to the door.

      When I turn the knob, nothing happens because I was the one who spelled it in the first place, and Marcus follows, relieved he got out of touching the door. In the hall, I let him take my hand in his, as he leads me through the halls. We enter a room that was more like a great hall you would expect to see in a castle. In the center of the room is a super long table with Vlad seated at the head. When he sees us, he rises and takes my hand in his and kisses it.

      “Amethyst, my sweet violet. I’m glad you were able to join us this evening.”

      I can’t help the wince when he calls me violet. That’s Caleb’s name for me, not his.

      “Don’t call me that,” I snap.

      A look of anger crosses his face, but just as quickly as it came, it disappears and he’s back to his jolly insane self.

      “Have a seat dear,” he says, pulling out a chair right next to him on his right side.

      With no choice, I sit. The sooner this dinner is over, the sooner I can return to my room and figure a way out of this mess. I can’t keep waiting around for my princes to save me. Despite what Marcus calls me, I’m no princess. I’m a Queen, and Elsa could totally take care of herself.

      I thought Marcus would sit in one of the empty chairs next to me, but to my relief, he sits next to his father on his left side. With a snap of Vlad's fingers, servers come out and place plates full of food around us. With everyone focused on their plates, I sneak a glances at Vlad’s other dinner guests. Some were down right freaky, like the reptilian man I saw earlier, but what they all had in common were they’re utterly beautiful. Some you could tell why Vlad collected them, like the beautiful fairy with long pink hair and sparkly pink and green wings. Her wingspan was huge and I knew if Ruby were here, she would totally have wing envy. A vampire with flaming red hair and hazel eyes catches me staring and he winks at me before running his tongue over his sharp fang. Embarrassed at being caught, I look away, only to have my gaze clash against the redhead from the hall. Up close, I see her eyes have silver flecks inside that look like stars twinkling in the night sky.

      “You know. Before you showed up, I was Vlad’s treasure,” she sneers.

      “Well, we could always draw an X on your forehead and bury you out in the backyard, if being a treasure is so important to you,” I tell her.

      Beside me, Vlad chuckles and the redheaded vamp glares even harder. It is impressive. I am prepared to burst in flames any second now, but it’s also funny as shit. Who gets jealous over being some twisted vamp’s toy? As soon as someone else catches Vlad’s attention, he’ll be throwing me to the curb too. Only, I’m smart enough to get out before then. When she sees the smirk on my face, the silver sparks in her eyes glow and a black fog leaves her body heading straight towards me. In the background, I hear Marcus’ pain filled shout, “no” as he jumps up from the table, making his chair crash to the floor. The black fog surrounds me and in a panicked attempt, I murmur a defense spell on the fly.

      
        
        Go back to thee, three times three

        No harm to me

        Nefarious deed

        Turns back on thee

        Three times three

      

      

      Instantly, the black fog disappears in a poof of silver sparkles, and the redhead vamp shrieks in utter disbelief before rising from her chair and coming after me, but before she can touch me, Vlad grabs her by the neck and lifts her straight in the air.

      “You tried to destroy what is mine,” he shouts. You could practically feel the fury vibrating off his body.

      Fighting to gasp for air she chokes, “I’m sorry,” as tears run down her face.

      The apology falls on deaf ears. If anything, it makes him even angrier, and he snaps her neck like a twig, dropping her lifeless body to the floor, taking his seat once again like he didn’t just kill someone.

      “Wow,” I mutter, looking wide eyed and rightfully afraid.

      “Is there something you’d like to say, my dear?”

      “Is this what I’m to expect? As soon as you get bored and find a new flavor of the month, you’ll snap my neck and take me out like you did her?” I reply with disgust riddled in my voice.

      “She knew the rules. She forfeited her life as soon as she went after you. She’s lucky you’re so strong, or I would have tortured her before killing her,” he replies, and I stare at him in horror. “Anyone else have something to say about your new sister?” Vlad questions, addressing the others at the table.

      Wisely, they keep their heads down and mouths shut. When I look over at Marcus, he’s still staring in disgust at the dead vamp on the floor.

      “Can I go back to my room?” I ask in a small voice. My appetite is officially gone. Watching someone get killed will do that.

      “Not yet, pet. I have a surprise for you,” Vlad answers. Pet. How many nicknames does this asshole have for me?

      “If it’s more murder, I can do without,” I say drly.

      “Careful, pet. For now, I find your smart mouth enduring. Don’t push me.”

      His threat is clear and wisely, I shut my mouth. There's no point in pushing crazy. For all I know, he could be one marble short in losing his shit. When he sees I’m not going to argue, he snaps his fingers and Caleb and Nolan are escorted into the dining hall by sleeping beauty himself, Hulk. As soon as I see them, I jump up from my chair and run straight into their arms. Caleb is the first to catch me, and he holds me tight, murmuring how much he loves me in my neck. Next, his brother takes me and kisses me senseless.

      “Fuck, sugar we missed you.” Nolan murmurs against my lips.

      “Aww isn’t this sweet?” Marcus snorts. You could practically hear the jealousy laced in his words, which of course, Caleb picks up on.

      “What’s going on?” Caleb growls.

      “My sons. I’m so glad you made it home safe and sound. Although, I expected you sooner with our little gem in tow. It’s a good thing Marcus was able to retrieve her for me, and it seems he’s gotten quite attached.

      I hear the accusation in Vlad words, but luckily, my men don’t fall for it.

      “Amethyst is quite beautiful. It’s no wonder Marcus is confused, but we’re here now,” Nolan starts.

      “We‘ve been here since this morning actually, but we were detained. Do you know anything about that sire?” Caleb finishes his brother's train of thought.

      “It's a big house,” is all Vlad says, like that answers anything. Probably in his head, but for those who live in the real world, I needed an explanation. I’ve been sulking in my room thinking they’ve given up on me, and it turns out they were here since this freakin’ morning.

      “Did you know they were here?” I accuse, glaring right at Marcus.

      “No, I swear,” he answers. I can hear the truth in his words, but I don’t want to trust them.

      “How can I believe that?  Wasn’t it you who was just telling me how much better you are than my mates, rubbing it in that they didn’t come for me when they were being held prisoner this whole time?” I yell.

      “I said I didn’t know,” he shouts, and I want to march up to him and shake him. In fact, I try, but Caleb grabs me around my waist before I could get far.

      “No harm done, pet. They’re here now and safe in your arms,” Vlad says happily. “Now sit down and finish your dinner.”

      Caleb bristles at Vlad’s tone, but he leads me over to the table, taking my seat and seating me between them. Just like when Vlad killed the female vamp, whose body by the way is still lying dead on the floor, everyone around us continues to eat like our interaction was some kind of mid-dinner entertainment. When I’m sure everyone’s attention was elsewhere, I turn to Nolan and I whisper, “where’s Aiden?”

      “You’ll see,” he whispers back.

      I raise my brow at that. What does he mean ‘I’ll see’? Doesn't he know I have the patience of a two year old? I don’t do surprises. I’m about to prod him for more answers when all of the sudden I hear a loud boom from an explosion. Crumbling bricks hurdle towards us and both Nolan and Caleb pull me under the table.

      “What the hell is going on?” I scream over the sound of another explosion.

      “Aiden,” Caleb answers.

      “And Ruby,” Nolan says, finishing Caleb’s sentence. They do that a lot. I wonder why I never noticed that before. Wait, did he say Ruby? Oh wow, look at that vampire go, I muse to myself as I watch a vamp use his power to try to hold the wall up. Another is levitating in the air, shielding the mortar and crumbling brick from falling on us. There's too much going on. I’m starting to feel like the dog on Up when he sees a squirrel.

      In a blazing fury haloed in a bright light, Ruby comes through the doorway looking just like an avenging angel. I guess I know where the term comes from now, because it's really a sight to see. Lifting her halo from her head, she throws it just like she did when we were watching Xena, but this time with deadly intent as it flies through the room, cutting Vlad’s toys down with some exploding in blinding light.

      “Stay here,” Caleb barks. Kissing me on each side of my cheek, the twins move from up under the table to enter the fray. In a blur, they’re fighting the other vampires cutting down their sisters and brothers. I’m so caught up in watching them, I almost miss the giant wolf flying through the air, attaching its jaws around the lizard man's arm and pulling it off.

      “Aiden,” I whisper.

      This is madness. Frantic, I look for Vlad, because out of everyone here he is the biggest threat. I don’t see him, but I do catch blurs of Marcus. As if he knows my eyes are on him, he smirks and dives under the table, coming for me. Screaming, I try kicking at him, but he grabs my leg and drags me out in the open. Once cleared from the table, he pulls me up and whispers in my ear, “stop fighting, and come with me now.”

      The effects are immediate. My gaze glazes over and I stop fighting him. Like the pied piper, he leads me away from the fight and I follow him willingly. Once in the hall, Vlad reaches for my hand, but Marcus stops him with a growl.

      “I have her,” he states with an authoritative voice and Vlad cocks an eyebrow, but thankfully, backs down.

      Aiden’s wolf growls, filling the hall with a terrifying sound. Ruby steps behind him and takes her halo aiming it for Vlad who barely dodges. Aiden’s wolf takes advantage of the opening and pulls me away by the hem of the dress. Marcus opens his mouth, I’m guessing to give me another command when Caleb, I think it’s Caleb, there's too much going on to know for sure, comes out of nowhere and throat punches Marcus. Marcus burst into a fit of coughs, holding his hand to his throat, and just like that the spell he has on me is broken. Ruby who's still fighting Vlad does some impressive spin kick and he goes flying into Marcus. They're outnumbered and outmatched with an angel on our side. I can see it in Vlad's calculated gaze when he realizes that his backup won’t be able to save him in time. I never thought I would say this, but thank fuck for this crazy maze of a house.

      Growling, he grabs Marcus by the arm whose eyes are still focused on me and takes off down the hall, through a hidden panel. Caleb tries to follow, but the wall closes, cutting him off.

      “Forget about them,” Nolan shouts. “We need to get out of here before the others arrive.”

      “Fuck that. Don’t you know to never leave the bad guy alive? It always bite you in the ass later.” Bad guys have the knack of popping up like daisies, or maybe weeds are a better analogy.

      “Sugar, that wasn’t even a quarter of Vlad’s army. We lucked out with him only having dinner with his favorites. Everyone else would have heard the commotion by now and will be swarming us any second. The odds aren’t in our favor. We need to get the hell out of here,” Nolan says, trying to rationalize with me.

      “But,” I start. I don’t get to finish my sentence when Caleb lifts me in his arms, and in a blur we go through the house and are outside the mansion with the others hot on our trail. They run through the woods to a car that was left waiting. We all tumble inside, and Aiden jumps behind the wheel and peels out. Burning rubber on the freeway, Aiden doesn’t slow down until he’s well past the state borders of Louisiana.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Payback

          Amethyst
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      I’ve had a hell of a week. I’ve been on the run, met some hot man candy who turned out to be my mates, claimed my inheritance, fucked my enemy turned mate, had more epic sex, been kidnapped by an insane collector, and now I’m back on the run. The insanity of my life has come full circle. Some would say everything that happened is nothing but a bunch of bad luck, but I don’t see it that way. Lady Luck is always on my side, and every ordeal comes with a lesson. If I never ran from my ex, I would have never met the twins or went back home and reunited with Aiden. If Marcus would have never kidnapped me, I would still be thinking Aiden and the twins didn’t care about me. Now I know they love me enough to risk their own lives. I even learned how awesome of a friend Ruby is. She's pretty badass, and crazy scary. Remind me to never get on her bad side.

      Usually, I fall asleep during long car rides, but this time I stay wide awake, scared Vlad and Marcus will pop up and try to drag me away again. I’d be a fool if I were to think this is over. Vlad is obsessed with me. Today had to be a major kick to his ego, and I’m sure he doesn’t like it when his toys are taken away. Marcus is even scarier. The way he was able to control me. Unlike with the twins his powers actually worked on me. He can make me do anything he wants and I can’t do nothing to stop him. It’s a violation I do not want to experience again. I should be deathly afraid of him, but I’m not. He was right. There is a thread connecting me to him. I saw it in the hall when he was protecting me from Vlad.

      Yes, he protected me. He could have handed me over and it would have been game over. Vlad would have disappeared with me through the panel before Aiden could grab me. The thread is there, but it’s frail, and doesn’t shine as brightly as my other mates. This, whatever it is isn’t over yet between me and him.

      In the back seat, I twist the heavy gold ring around Caleb’s finger. I noticed Nolan has a matching one, and I wonder if it is a twin thing. Like when people like to dress their twins in matching outfits. I never got that. Doesn’t that make it easier to mix them up? See, squirrel. I’m off track again.

      “It keeps us from burning up in the sun,” he explains when he notices where my attention is focused.

      “That’s real. I thought it was a myth,” I say, shocked.

      “If you’re old as dirt like Vlad and Marcus it’s unnecessary, but newer vampires are required to wear one if they want to go out in the day time.”

      “Where do you get the rings from?” I ask curious.

      “We've always had them. Vlad slipped it on our fingers when we were recovering from the change. Who knows where he gets them. That’s knowledge he’ll never reveal. Sometimes when he wants to punish us, he’ll take the ring from us until he feels we earned it back,” Caleb says, winding his fingers through mine.

      “That’s horrible,” I state.

      “It’s just another way to control us. When we’re first turned, we’re solely dependent on him and his blood. We’re like newborns in a whole new world. Once we come into our own and our powers develop, he guides us on how to use them, but he never lets us forget he owns us.”

      “He sounds like a controlling asshole. Why did you stay? The ones I came across seemed like they were happy to be there.”

      “Because they are. The life he gives us is very tempting. We pretty much have free reign to do whatever we want as long as we don’t piss him off, or deny him when he wants our attention,” Caleb explains.

      “Want your attention how?” I wonder.

      “You know how, violet,” Caleb says, raising his brow.

      “Oh wow,” I say when I get it. “So he,” I stop myself.

      “Yes,” is all he replies.

      After that, I’m quiet. What is there left to say when your boyfriend admits he’s been with another man? Except this is me we’re talking about and curiosity should have been my middle name instead of Violet. So I don’t think anyone was surprised, least of all me, when I blurt out, “did you like it?”

      “Sex is sex, sugar. We didn’t really think about it,” Nolan turns around in his seat answering for his brother.

      “So sex with me is what?” I question, not liking his answer.

      “That’s different, sugar. Sex with you is amazing. You were made for us. With Vlad, it was like a chore, one I’m glad to be rid of. You’ve saved us just as we saved you.”

      “That’s actually sweet Nolan. You would totally rock as a poet,” I tell him. I’m glad to hear him laugh and the serious conversation drop. I don’t need to be inventing reasons to tear us apart. That’s how I ended up getting kidnapped in the first place. If we want to defeat Vlad, we need to stick together.

      For the rest of the ride, I stare out the window. I’m actually relieved when we’re back in Silver Springs. Giving me a parting hug, Ruby glides away when we let her out in front of her store. Those stuffy angels in Heaven are crazy if they don’t see how much of a badass Ruby is. She may have smaller wings, but her lady balls are the biggest.

      When Aiden parks in front of the store, Caleb has to practically carry me out of the car. I was so exhausted from the adrenaline wearing off and staying awake the whole twelve hour drive home. Home. I never thought I’d call this town that again, but that’s what it’s starting to become. I know with my mates and a new friend, I’ll be able to make newer, happier memories. Together the guys help me out of my dress, and Aiden hands me one of my T-shirts to put on. Pulling the cover and sheets back, Nolan tucks me in, and they all leave me to rest with gentle kisses. A witch can get use to this.
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        * * *

      

      The rest of the weeks fly by and before I know it November has gone and past and we’re decorating the shop for Christmas. During the weeks together, the guys and I have fallen into a comfortable rhythm. All three of them have moved in with me full-time. It’s a tight fit, and the word privacy no longer exists, but I wouldn’t change a thing.

      Except the bed. With the four of us my queen size bed, although beautiful was way too small to accommodate us, so the guys donated it to the local shelter after Aiden custom made us a new one at his shop he opened up on Main Street.

      It’s approximately the size of two King size beds and I love it. I especially loved christening it that first night it arrived. You can’t imagine the freaky things you can do when you have more than enough space. Aiden’s shop although new, business has been really taking off. He’s hired two wolves from his old pack to help run sales in the store while he works out in the shed in the back building merchandise. The double king size bed is his best seller. Who knew there are so many polygamous relationships in this town?

      The twins have plans to expand the store as well as the living space upstairs. I thought they would take longer to adjust to small town living, but it’s like they’ve always lived here. At times, they get bored, missing the excitement of bounty hunting, but when that happens they always come up with some grand plan to keep themselves busy, like the expansion of the shop. When they’re not busy knocking down walls or helping Aiden in his workshop, they’re working with me in the store. I still have yet to find someone to fill the sales position, but a witch I interviewed the other day sounds very promising, and not because she was the only one who applied for the position. In fact, I might as well give Haylee a call, offering her the job.

      Despite my grandmother’s attempts to destroy me and run me out of business, the shop has been very successful. Who knew hexes, curses, and revenge could be so profitable? Me, that’s who.

      That’s why Abraxious made such a great living off me. Speaking of which, we haven’t heard hide nor hair out of him, or of Vlad, the bat shit crazy collector vamp. I would be a fool if I thought they've forgotten about me. I know they’re out there, biding their time, waiting for us to put our guard down. Call me crazy or maybe it’s the Stockholm at its best, but I miss Marcus. Sure, I tormented him the whole time I was there, but I can’t forget the feeling I had when he was around. How what I feel for him matches what I feel for my mates. I can still see his withered thread when I think about him, dimly shining leading me away from here, and into his arms. It’s a topic of conversation I haven’t brought up with my mates. I don’t know how they’d take it, especially the twins. I’ll tell them, I just can’t right now.

      “Hey, sugar, what are you thinking about so hard in that beautiful brain of yours?” Nolan says, sneaking up behind me.

      “Oh, nothing important,” I lie. Walking over to the box of decorations Aiden pulled out the storage room earlier, I ask Nolan if he could help me hang the Christmas holland in an attempt to change the subject. Witches celebrate Christmas a bit differently, but I wanted to decorate the shop for my human customers. I even have a giant tree displayed near the window the guys will help me decorate tonight.

      “Where’s Caleb?” I asked.

      “Helping Aiden build another one of those ginormous beds. I think Aiden got three more orders for those this week.”

      “Oh wow, but I can’t say I blame them. I love our bed,” I say, giving Nolan a heated look, and in return, he gives me a devilious smile.

      “Sugar, if you keep looking at me like that, I’ll lock us in the storage room and bend you over your desk and fuck you.”

      “Promises, promises,” I taunt.

      Before he can make good on his threat, a lady calls for my help by the candles, and I quickly walk over to her with a little wiggle in my hips. Nolan groans, and out of the corner of my eye, I catch him inconspicuously adjust his junk. Working with Nolan is always a blast. He’s flirty and way more carefree than his twin.

      I spend most of the morning laughing and fighting off his advances. Soon it’s lunch time, and we’ve worked out quite an appetite. How? Well, he made good on his threat and took me over my desk for a quickie. Quickies are the best.

      “Hey sugar, will you be ok here for a bit? I need to run a tool Aiden needs over to the workshop.”

      “Of course. I was going to go to the diner for lunch, but I can wait for you here.”

      “Ok. I’ll be back before you know it,” he says, giving me a deep kiss. No quick pecks with this guy. “Lock the door,” he orders.

      “Yes, bossy one,” I retort before I salute him on his way out the door.

      When he leaves, I go in the back and pull out the ladder, so after lunch we could hang the Christmas lights. When I come out with the ladder in tow, Abraxious is standing in the middle of the store in all his glory. He looks the same, not that I would think much would change in a couple of months. His red hair is styled to perfection, and the suit he has on looks expensive, perfectly tailored to his body. In fact, he looks bigger with more muscle tone. Apparently, he must be compensating for his purple dick. As if he knows what I’m thinking, his brilliant green eyes spark with anger.

      “Hey baby, long time no see,” he drawls.

      “I’m not your baby,” I snap, narrowing my eyes. “What do you want?”

      “I was in the neighborhood and I wanted to see an old friend. Wait, we were more than friends. I practically owned your pussy,” he answers crudely.

      “How did you even find me?” I question, ignoring his comment.

      “Funny thing. I couldn’t find you, and oh did I try. Since you’ve been gone, all I’ve been able to think about was making you pay for what you did to me. Congratulations love, you’ve done the impossible. You’ve made me forget about any other female and only think about you. I’ve dreamt up so many ways I’m going to torture you after you get done apologizing to my dick, up front and personal and on your knees. Imagine my surprise when all my lackeys have been coming up empty, and your grandmother is the one who contacts me and tells me all about the life you’ve built for yourself here. I have to admit, it’s very impressive. I practically love hearing about what a whore you’ve become. The high and mighty Amethyst, who condemned me for sharing the love, when you’re fucking three supes a night. Tell me, love do you fuck them all at once, or do they take turns?”

      “Fuck you,” I spit out hatefully.

      “You will, and more, but first,” he says, raising his hand and the vines from my hanging plants wrap themselves around my arms, suspending me in the air. I try thrashing my body about, hoping my weight will break the vines, but these suckers are strong, and they continue to wrap around each other, reinforcing their strength. Another vine shoots out of nowhere and wraps around my legs, trapping me to my psycho ex’s mercy.

      “My mates will be here any second now and they will make you pay,” I threaten.

      “They’re a little busy right now. Do you actually think I came here unprepared? Your grandmother was very helpful in gathering the information I needed on you and your mates. All your schedules, as well as keeping an eye out for the perfect opportunity to strike. She even was nice enough to offer us food and lodging while we were here.”

      Fucking grams. I swear when I get out of here, I’m going to make her pay.

      “You don’t look shocked. Is having a crummy family the reason why you left?”

      I don’t answer. I just watch him like a hawk as he closes the distance between us. Reaching in his coat jacket, he pulls out a wicked looking dagger, and I struggle even more. Under Abraxious control, the vines start to weave around my body like a spider web constricting my movements until I couldn’t move at all. The vines attached to my legs rearrange themselves, pulling my legs apart until I’m open to him.

      “You know, I had a lot of time to plot what I wanted to do to you once I found you again. How I wanted to hurt you, fuck you, and make you pay. You’re all about karma right?” He asks jumping thoughts.

      “Yes,” I answer warily. I don’t like the insane gleam in his eyes, or the way he’s pointing the sharp ass dagger at me.

      “What goes around comes around,” he adds.

      “What’s your point Abraxious?”

      “My point is, sweet Amethyst, I believe the perfect karma for you is for me to fuck you right here and now, in your new shop with the purple dick you cursed me with. Did I mention I have one of my lackeys positioned at the window recording this whole affair? Soon this whole town will know how much a slut you really are.”

      “What? You’re insane.” I try to squirm again, but the vines are so tight, I can’t move and only end up hurting myself as they dig painfully into my flesh, drawing blood. Laughing, Abraxious moves behind me. I hear the clinging of his belt as he removes it, and I know if I don’t think of something, it’ll be game over for me. Panicking I try to think of a spell, but I keep coming up blank. When I feel the dagger of his start to cut at my clothes in the back, it pushes my fear and I spit out the first thing that comes to mind.

      
        
        Violent night, violet light

        Join the fight and make it right

      

      

      Not my best work, but you try to make up a spell while your psycho ex threatens to rape you with their Barney colored dick. When my shirt floats to the ground, leaving me in my purple lace bra, a bottle of lavender perfume flies off the shelf and sprays in Abraxious’ eyes. He starts to scream like the little bitch he is, and drops the dagger. It clatters loudly to the floor while he rubs at his eyes. Out of the corner of my eye, I spy a jagged edge amethyst crystal fly over and start cutting at the vines. I drop to the ground hard, but I’m not complaining because I’m free.

      “You bitch,” Abraxious growls, as his eyes clear. They’re red and puffy, and the irises are glowing a startling green.

      He tries sending his vines at me again, but this time I duck and dodge out the way. There's no way in hell I’m falling for the same trick twice. We already know I’m not a fighter, but playing crazy always work in a pinch. So instead of running away, I scream at the top of my lungs and run at Abraxious, waving my fists wildly in the air and he pauses in shock long enough for me to kick him in the nuts and run towards the back door. Unfortunately, he recovers quicker than possible and runs after me, catching me by my french braid and throws me down to the floor. Fuck that hurts. Straddling me, he renders me powerless, holding my arms above my head.

      “I win, love,” he says triumphantly, lowering his face to mine, prepared to kiss me.

      Right before his lips meet mine, a loud crash from the window has him jumping up, pulling me with him. Using his powers, the dropped dagger flies in his hand and he holds it to my neck. I hear the crunch of glass and the pounding of heavy footfalls. I wait patiently prepared to see one of my mates, but when a furious looking Marcus comes into view, I widen my eyes in shock. What the hell is he doing here? You would think I’d be focused on the threat holding a dagger to my neck and not the mate I ran away from.

      “Who the fuck are you?” Abraxious spits out.

      “Your worst nightmare if you don’t let her go,” Marcus answers and I laugh.

      “Really, is that all you can come up with?” I retort. I know I’m in a life and death situation, but you have to admit it was funny. What movie did he steal the line from? Sorry, getting saved here.

      “Really, princess,” he says, cocking a brow.

      “I don’t care who you are or how you know this whore, get back or I’ll slit her throat,” Abraxious threatens, and it’s enough to make Marcus pause.

      “Let her go,” he says in his creepy hypno voice. From here, I can see his beautiful blue eyes swirling with power like a vortex.

      Abraxious grip on me waivers, but he doesn’t fall in thrall like I would have if our positions were reversed. Marcus tries again, and again Abraxious grip loosens, but not enough for me to get free without getting cut.

      “You’re wasting your time, vampire. I’m a full Fae from the Autumn court. I’m too powerful to fall for you little trick.” Well hell, that’s news to me. Figures Abraxious would be some kind of royal. “Now you’re going to stay right there while I take my lovely jewel here and leave. If you try to follow, I’ll slit her throat. Trust me, this slut does not mean half as much to me as she does you.”

      “Pot calling kettle black,” I mumble under my breath, but of course he hears me and pushes the dagger closer to my neck, drawing blood.

      I can see the dilemma in Marcus’s eyes. He doesn’t want to let Abraxious go, but he can’t risk him harming me. Both decisions suck and whatever he decides will be a shitty choice. Sure, with his vampire speed he’s quick, but not quick enough to stop Abraxious from killing me. Turning his beautiful eyes on me, he looks at me for direction. I’m thinking as hard as he is and subconsciously I’m chanting,

      
        
        Fire, water, earth, air, fire, water, earth, air, fire, fire, fire

      

      

      I don’t even realize I’m doing it, so when the sleeve on Abraxious suit jacket catches on fire, I’m shocked.

      “What the fuck?” He roars, trying to shake the flames out, but it’s just the distraction Marcus needs to run at us pushing me out the way into a ‘lucky for me’ bin filled with pillows, and starts pummeling Abraxious. A smart person would have ran for the hills or at least gotten help, but apparently I’m not feeling smart at this moment when I stay seated on the pillows and watch my ex and my stalker battle it out. All I needed was some popcorn and I could pretend this was a 3-D movie.

      “Amethyst,” I hear Nolan shout.

      Turning my head towards his voice, Nolan runs inside and halts at the scene before him. Not questioning why Marcus is here, or needing to be told who’s the bad guy in this scenario, he jumps in the fray helping Marcus take Abraxious down. I’m surprised Abraxious has been able to hold his own this long. Marcus may be evenly matched in size and stature, but Nolan is a beast of a vamp. My gentle giant who is not so gentle right now. All that working out has paid off for Abraxious, but soon Nolan and Marcus are able to take him down. When Marcus punches him hard enough to knock him out, I hear the bones of his nose crunch under his fist. Well, that’s going to hurt when he wakes up.

      “Are you ok, sugar?” Nolan asks, running up to me and holding me in his arms.

      “I’m fine, where are the others?” I ask, panicking.

      “They’re still dealing with that asshole’s lackeys. They had us surrounded, that’s why it took so long for me to get back.”

      “Yeah, my lovely grandmother,” I say in disgust, "has been feeding him information. They were just lying in wait for you guys to leave me alone to attack.”

      “Fuck,” Nolan curses. “When I get my hands on he-,” he doesn’t get to finish his sentence when I go flying through the air and into the arms of some chick with bright green hair cut into a bob style. She doesn’t waste time with taunts or threats, or a long retention of her evil plan to kill me. Instead, she goes right for it and brings a dagger she was holding in her hand and slits my throat, then drops me on the ground, leaving me to choke on my own blood.

      Nolan and Marcus’s pain filled cry of, “no,” is the last thing I hear before everything goes black.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Goodbye

          Amethyst
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      All I can feel is pain. Am I dead? Of course I am, going by the excruciating pain I’m in. I felt it when that bitch slit my throat. I could never forget how it felt to drown on your blood, or the painful sound of my mates’ hearts dying. I must be in Hell. Is this where all dark witches are destined to go? Would it have been too much to ask for a seat on the couch in the good place? I know you guys have seen that show and know what I’m talking about. I just wish that old cunt of a grandmother was here with me. She’s probably kicked my mates out and taken over my store by now, after they removed all the bodies. Mine and Abraxious’, because I have no doubt my mates killed him. Why can’t I see anything? Everything is dark. Is my punishment living in Hell in the dark?

      “I think she’s waking up,” a familiar voice says, but it can’t be. I’m dead. How is he here?

      “Violet,” a gut wrenching voice says, pulling at my heartstrings. Now I know I’m in Hell, tormented by the voices of my mates and not able to see or touch them.

      “Caleb,” I struggle to say. “Everything hurts.”

      “What did she say?”

      “I think she said everything hurts. You remember how the change was.”

      Great, Marcus is here tormenting me too. Probably payback for never acknowledging what he meant to me, and what are they talking about. What change?  Goodbye my loves. I know I didn’t get a chance to tell you while I was dying, but I hope my ghost relays the message.

      One week later

      I wake to a bright light streaming through the oval window in my bedroom. I’m tucked in my ginormous bed Aiden made with a heavy weight around my waist. Turning my head, my eyes lock onto a blazing blue gaze. One that, in life, reminded me of the sky on a clear sunny day, but now looks more like blue fire.

      “Are you dead too?” I ask him.

      “You’re not dead, and neither am I for that matter,” he answers in a rough voice.

      “Huh. How can that be?” I frown confused. “I felt it when I died. The pain, it was horrible. I even heard your voices in the afterlife.”

      “I don’t know about the afterlife part, but the pain you felt was real. When that bitch had you it was the most scared I’ve ever been in my whole life. Human and vampire. I knew I wouldn’t be able to get to you in time, but I still tried. When your body dropped to the floor, I died right along with you.”

      “So I am dead?” I ask just to clarify. I mean, if this is death, it’s not exactly that bad if my ghost is haunting my home and mates.

      “In a sense you are,” he replies vaguely.

      “What does that mean? Either I am or I’m not. Yeah or nay. Yes or no. Use those words and stop confusing me, you’re giving me a headache." Wait, ghosts get headaches? Well that blows.

      “You’re not dead, sweetheart. Well, the witch part of you is, but now you’re a vampire. I turned you.”

      “What?” I screech, bolting up.

      “We couldn’t save you. We tried. We even ran over to the shoe store to get your angel friend, but she said she could no longer feel your soul in your body. But she could feel remnants of it still attached to us because we’re your mates. It was risky. I never heard of anyone being changed after they already died. It can only be done while they’re heart is still beating. I didn’t think it would work, but I had to try. I couldn’t let you go without a fight, so I slit my wrist with the dagger that bitch killed you with and fed you my blood. At first nothing happened, and I was just dripping my blood in your open mouth. I didn’t care if I drained myself dry, I just knew I had to save you. After awhile, you started to respond, and soon were suckling at my wrist without my help. It was the most relieved I’ve ever felt. Your heart started to beat again in a thunderous rhythm. Far stronger than I ever heard in a changed vampire before. The pain you felt was your body dying. The witch in you has to die so that the vampire can live. I’m sorry I made the choice for you, but this was the only option we had. I’m so fucking sorry, and if you hate me, I understand.”

      “Wow, that’s wow,” is all I can say. “So I’m a badass vampire. No longer a curse worker,” I clarify.

      “I’m afraid so, sweetheart,” he replies grimly.

      “Well, that’s not so bad I guess.”

      “What? Really,” he says, giving me a brilliant smile. One that sends a rush right to my clit. Yep, definitely not dead.

      “You saved my life. What was the alternative, let me die? At least now I’m alive. Besides, I bet I’ll get a new kickass superpower.”

      “You’re taking this remarkably well.”

      “Life’s short,” I shrug. “Where’s everyone else at?”

      “Aiden is in his workshop, and Nolan and Caleb are downstairs manning the store. They fixed the broken window and the other damage from the fight. They would be up here if weren’t for some big order you had arriving today. None of us like to leave you for long.”

      “Big order? That was suppose to come on Christmas Eve.”

      “Sweetheart, it is Christmas Eve. You’ve been out of it for a week.”

      “What?” I shout. “Is that normal? How long does it take your body to die?”

      “You did take a bit longer than usual. We were afraid you wouldn’t wake up at all, but we all had faith.”

      “I can’t imagine what you guys felt, lying here waiting for me to wake up. I don’t think I would have dealt with it that well,” I say taking his hands in mine. “Hey, your palm is still cursed. What happened? You couldn’t get Vlad to heal you?”

      “I wouldn’t let him. The curse came from you, so everytime I would look down at my hand, I would think about you.”

      “That’s, ah, sweet and creepy,” I tell him.

      Laughing, he lifts our hands to his mouth and kisses my knuckles. This is so weird and right at the same time.

      “Hey, what happened with Vlad?”

      “I don’t know. After being away from you for weeks, I couldn’t take it anymore so I left the mansion. Halfway to New York, I got this urgent feeling that I had to get to you quickly. I followed whatever crazy need to be near you that’s been taking over my body and found you at your store.”

      “Aren’t you afraid about him coming after you, and isn’t he your real father? How could you choose me over your family?”

      “Vlad stop being a father to me for a very long time now. You are the only thing that matters to me.”

      “You’re quite the poet Marcus. I didn’t know you had it in you,” I say lightheartedly as I stroke his rainbow palm. More out of instinct than anything I chant, misdeeds have been paid, light the way, it’s time for the curse to go away. In a flash of light, Marcus’ rainbow palm turns back to normal, and we both stare at his hand in shock.

      “That’s impossible,” he whispers. “Your witch powers should have died along with your witch.”

      “That’s not the only thing strange, me curing you should be impossible. I’m a dark witch. We don’t do light magic. I shouldn’t have been able to do that.”

      “You’re amazing, you know that,” he says kissing me hard, and I fall in his kiss.

      Whatever was dead has awoken now, and I feel myself growing wet. An overwhelming heat takes over my body, and I practically crawl into his lap.

      “Princess, if we don’t stop, I’m going to fuck you on this humongous bed,” he warns.

      I lift my lips from his long enough to say, “don’t stop,” and that is all he needs to hear. With a loud roar that would rival my shifter mate, he pulls the T-shirt I’m wearing over my head. Judging by the size, it has to be one of the guys. His lips lock back on mine and he claims me in a punishing kiss. We’re both a battle of tongue and teeth as we both fight for the upper hand. Moving my hand down his ripped chest, I’m happy to find he’s completely naked. I try to wrap my hand around his hard cock, but he’s so thick, my fingers barely meet.

      “Oh my,” I blurt out.

      “Don’t worry, I’ve seen the twins cocks, it’ll fit,” he murmurs before positioning me on top of his lap.

      I wrap my legs around his waist and he kisses down the column of my neck while his now curse free hand makes a sneak attack on my pussy and starts to rub my clit. I moan, loving the feel of his finger on me and the scraping of his fangs against my sensitive skin. He plays my pussy like a pro and soon I’m orgasming on his fingers, with my cum dripping onto his lap.

      “Umm,” he says, bringing his finger to his mouth and sucking my cum off like a tasty treat.

      Moving his mouth to mine, he kisses me again, and I fall prisoner to his whims, tasting myself on him. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I pull myself up and impale myself on his very hard, very thick dick.

      “Fuck,” I cry out, which he swallows with his kiss.

      Proving I’m a soldier, I start to move my body, fucking him in my own rhythm, as the cocky bastard leans back on his forearms, watching me. Channeling a porn star and that Britney Spears video, you know the one with the snake, I wiggle up and down his body, moving in what I hope is an erotic manner. Judging by his gaze filled with lust and his groans, I suspect I’m doing an awesome job. When I cum again, he sits up and grabs my hips, and starts to pound into me like I owe him money. His fat cock easily glides in and out of my center due to my slick juices, and as if he has a treasure map to my g-spot, he hits the X everytime, sending me farther and farther towards another orgasm.

      “Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groans. The veins in his neck are straining and it’s such a erotic site, as well as the pulse in his neck. I’m so drawn to it, I can’t look away. It must be a vampire thing. I can’t help myself when I bend forward and bite down on his neck with my new fangs.

      “That’s it baby. Suck me while I drill into your tight pussy.”

      Fuck, his mouth. Is it even possible to grow even wetter than I already am? He’s wrenched two Earth shattering orgasms from me, and the greedy bastard is on his way to taking a third. When I release his neck, he tilts his hips into me, drilling deeper inside. The concentration on his face is impressive, but soon I start to feel his cock swell deep inside me and he cranks it up a notch by moving his finger to my pussy and starts to rub my clit as he thrusts faster inside me. I can no longer hold out and I cum so damn hard, I’m sure they heard me all the way to Ruby’s shoe store. A couple more thrusts and Marcus is cumming inside me just as hard. Leaning forward, he takes my tit in his mouth and his fangs pierce my flesh with a mark that will never go away as he claims me.

      His thread that was so frail before, is renewed and glows just as brightly as the others, binding us all together as the threads wrap around each other making one thick rope. We are complete now and forever linked.

      “I love you,” he says, once he releases my breast.

      “I love you too, sparkle,” and laugh at the look on his face. “Hey, it could have been rainbow sparkles. Be lucky I stopped at just sparkle.”

      A throat clearing in the doorway catches our attention, and I look up at the beautiful faces of my mates. I expected to see jealousy or maybe even anger, but they are all standing there with different versions of relief on their faces.

      “Don’t be mad,” I blurt out. I don’t know why, but this is what I choose to say after having a near death experience, and an inside look at being Sleeping Beauty.

      “Why would you think we’re mad?” Nolan asks, frowning.

      “You know, ‘cuz I kinda just slept with the enemy.”

      “We were present for most of it. There was no kinda about it, and he isn’t our enemy. At least, not anymore,” Caleb replies.

      “Yeah he’s one of us now. I can feel it here,” Aiden says, pointing to his heart.

      “And we love you,” Nolan starts.

      “And whoever you choose,” Caleb finishes.

      “Besides, that show was really hot,” Aiden says with a wicked smile, moving closer to the bed. He’s undressing as he moves, and it doesn’t take a genius to figure out what he wants. His huge cock bobs as he prowls toward me and I can’t take my eyes off it. Not to be left out, the twins follow suit and soon I’m surrounded by my four, yeah four because I’m greedy like that, big dicked, heavenly ripped mates. I’m such a lucky girl. Along with my powers, Lady Luck hasn’t abandoned me either. For the rest of the day, my mates show me just how much they missed me. If orgasms had a limit, I definitely made an overdraft. By the end of it, I was so sated and complete. I never felt more loved and, thank goodness, sore free, The advantages of being a vampire.
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      Having four mates does have its challenges, as well as adjusting to life as a different supernatural than the one you were born as. Turns out, I’m more of a light and dark witch/vampire hybrid. Yeah we’re confused too, but it’s not like we have many people to ask on the matter. We can’t risk Vlad finding out and peaking his interest in me any further. As far as anyone knows, I’m the only one who has ever hung on to the side of them that was supposed to die when being turned. As well as having dormant light witch powers jump start along with my newly developed vampire powers. What may those be you ask? Well apparently, I have control over the elements as well as I can affect the weather. Pretty cool, huh? Everything has been trial and error, and a lot of ‘oops’ along the way. Like when Aiden accidentally shrunk my favorite band T-shirt in the wash and I got so mad, I started a small fire in our bedroom. See? Oops.

      During the holidays, we spent every waking moment together in pure bless. When we eventually came up for air, we stopped by Ruby’s store to give her my present, a white pair of Louboutin with the red bottom for the much needed color I try to install in her life, and to let her know I’m still alive. She was very relieved to see me, although she said she never doubted my mates would be able to bring me back. Also, the little vixen has seemed to have hooked up with a harem of her own. I’m willing to bet she’ll soon be requesting a custom made bed herself. I couldn’t be happier for her. She deserves happiness.

      After the holidays, my awful grandmother was turned into the witch council for her part in my almost murder. Apparently, the chick who stabbed me was also the one lurking out the window filming the whole thing, so what Abraxious said about my grandmother contacting him and helping him plot my assault was on the camera Caleb found outside the store. Apparently, the witch council take things like conspiracy to attempted murder very seriously. She was tried by the council and sentenced to live out the remaining years of her life in a maximum security witch prison. I was at her trial when she was sentenced and still she wouldn’t give me an apology. My aunt got off scott free since she claimed she had no idea what grams was up to, but I know that’s a bunch of hogwash, but without proof, there's nothing I can do about it. I left it as yet another rift in our family that will never be healed.

      Vlad, my new grandfather, so far has left us alone. I’m sure by now, he has replaced his precious collectables he lost when my mates broke me out. I’d be a fool to think he’s gotten over me, or that his son chose to leave him to be with me. I know it's only a matter of time before he strikes, but for now, I’m not going to worry about that. I can’t keep living my life in fear, worried he’ll jump out the bushes and try to take me away. I can only train and get stronger, so when he does come for me, I’ll be ready.

      No more crazy eyes or wild moves for me. Both Caleb and Nolan have been training me in actual hand to hand combat, and Marcus has been helping me control my powers so I can have fewer oops. Hard to do when my weather powers are tied to my emotions. As well as being an awesome hybrid, we also learned that I don’t need a ring to go out in the daylight. It was pure accident when we found out after our fucking session when the others realized the sunlight from the window was beaming right on me without me bursting into flames. Lucky for us I guess. Thank goodness I didn’t lose that power.

      The store has also been doing great. With my new light witch powers, I decided to make a small section in the store for good magic. It was enough to make the witches in my old coven come around. The guilt they felt over my grandmother almost getting me killed helped motivate them to come in as well. Not that I needed their business. But it’s nice to see people can change. My new sales witch, Haylee, is also working out. I swear the girl can sell ribs to a vegetarian. She’s responsible, which is great because I’m not the micro managing type, and I like to sneak off for quickies a lot. Quickies are life, which is the very reason behind the big surprise I have to tell the guys.

      I’m setting the table in our new dining area in our bigger, newly renovated living area. The twins did an excellent job with Marcus' help, as well as the improvements they made downstairs in the shop and outside. I was just putting the finishing touches when I hear the guys footsteps coming up the stairs. All of them have been helping Aiden in his workshop since his business took off far quicker than we could ever dream. With more customers, he needed additional help in building his designs. Along with the townspeople, many wolves from his old pack have been requesting his work. They no longer feel as much animosity towards him as they did over him giving up being their Alpha for me. Many were even ashamed over not helping him when he needed aid. In time, his sister will take over, but until then, his father will continue to lead the pack.

      “What’s all this, princess?” Marcus asks, eyeing the set up as well as my dress.

      Tonight is special and I’m wearing a thigh length white beaded halter dress and crystal Louboutin heels. In fact, all four of them are looking at me like they want to eat me instead of what’s for dinner.

      “I have something special planned,”  I answer vaguely. “Take a seat.”

      When they all sit down, I uncover the dishes I have before them and they groan appreciatively.

      “Did you cook all this?” Nolan asks warily, and I almost give him a dirty look. With all my powers, my cooking skills have not improved. In fact, I almost burned the kitchen down the last time I tried to cook and had an oops when I accidently made it rain inside the house to put it out. What can I say? I was never meant to be a Martha Stewart.

      “No smartass. I ordered it from our favorite restaurant,” I retort.

      “Regardless, it looks amazing, violet,” Caleb says smoothing over his brother’s blunder.

      “So what’s the special occasion?” Aiden asks.

      “Remember when I was sick the other day and we thought it was part of me not losing my witch powers?”

      “Yes,” they all say together.

      This next part is momental, and I know out of my four mates, it will affect Aiden the most. He had to give up so much to be with me. His family at first, his pack, and being a father. Vampires can’t have children. Even though the males can still produce sperm, their bodies are dead and they’re infertile. The same goes for the females. They don’t produce eggs nor are they able to conceive, so no artificial assimilation will work, or IVF treatments. I know that never being a father hurt him deeply. Not like he told me. I could feel it in our bond, no matter how hard he tried to hide it. Don’t get me wrong, he’s happy I’m alive and would have made the same choice if given another chance, but still it’s a big thing to get over. Sometimes I would start rain storms being sad for him, so I understood.

      “What is it, baby? You can tell us,” Aiden croaks.

      “I’m pregnant,” I blurt out.

      It’s so quiet in here, you can hear a pin drop as four pairs of brilliant eyes in various beautiful colors stare at me in open shock.

      “I’m sorry, what?” Marcus says, when he finally finds his voice.

      “I’m pregnant,” I repeat.

      “Are you sure?” Aiden says in a small voice, and I gaze deep in his eyes, riveted by the tears slowly rolling down his cheeks.

      “I’m sure,” I nod, choked up myself. Before the word even leaves my mouth, Aiden jumps up and gathers me in his arms.

      “I love you, oh god I love you,” more than the moon and the stars. More than my life,” he cries against my neck, holding me tight. The others having broken from their shock gather me up and they all take turns kissing me and holding me tight.

      “Fuck princess, you’re something else,” Marcus murmurs against my neck.

      “One of a kind,” Caleb adds, once I’m in his arms.

      That night we didn’t get to dinner until it was good and cold. No, my mates were busy showing me just how special I am and how much I mean to them, all night long.

      Eight Months Later

      Being pregnant sucks balls. You think being a badass witch hybrid I would have skipped all the unpleasantness of pregnancy, but nope. No such luck. Speaking of, how could Lady Luck abandon me in my time of need?

      Do you know what else sucks? Not being able to drink coffee. Jewels knows it’s the nectar of the Gods. My mates know I need a fresh cup of coffee every morning before anyone starts a conversation with me. For eight months, all I’ve been allowed is decaffeinated tea. No matter how hard I pretend, it's not coffee. Needless to say, my mates steer clear of me in the morning, except for Aiden. Balls of steel on that one. Becoming a father has made him very sappy and brave. He’s even made every single piece of furniture for the baby when he or she arrives, as well as all the guys built another addition to the house for the baby’s room. Even though my other mates may not have turned into a bunch of saps, it doesn’t make them any less loving. I even caught the twins reading a What to Expect When You’re Expecting book. It was so cute, a tear came to my eye.

      A lot of oops have also been happening while I’ve been pregnant. I blame the crazy mood swings and not my lack of control over my powers. Like now, it’s mid September and unseasonably warm. One second, the sun is out, hot and shining, and the next, I’ll see a ladybug in my shop and think it’s the most beautiful thing ever and start to cry, and it’ll start pouring down raining outside. Also, the huge bowling ball my tummy has morphed into on my small frame defies the laws of logic. How can I be this huge? I can’t even see my toes anymore and my feet are too swollen to wear any of my beautiful shoes. Sometimes, I just sit in Ruby’s store dreaming of my past when I didn’t have to wear flats everyday.

      “Hey, princess. The guys and I are going to the cafe. Do you want to join us?” Marcus asks, giving me a kiss on the cheek.

      “Why not? Jewels knows my fat ass needs the exercise,” I grumble.

      "What are you talking about? You are gorgeous and hot," Marcus says.

      “I’m your mate. You have to say that,” I pout. “Any other guy isn’t going to say ‘who’s that hot chick the size of a house’.”

      “Another guy doesn’t need to be looking at you,” Caleb says, jumping in on the conversation.

      “Whatever, lets go before I need to pee again,” I grumble, holding my arms up so Marcus can help me off the couch. That’s another downside to being pregnant. Why do we have to pee so much?

      It’s a beautiful day and the walk did do wonders to brighten my mood. As soon as we get to the cafe, Amber runs up to me and immediately touches my belly. I’ve gotten use to that with her. Amber is the lovable, touchy feely type that you can’t help but love. It’s a good thing she’s like me and has many mates to share the love with, including Julian.

      “Amber, leave the poor girl alone before she goes into labor,” Julian says, walking over. “Hey guys, hey Amethyst.”

      “Hey, and no worries about the labor part. I still have another month to go.”

      “Well, come on. Let's get you seated. I’ll bring your guys' usual order right over,” Julian says, smiling brightly.

      “Ooh, can you put bacon crumbs on top of my double chocolate muffin?” I request.

      Chuckling, Julian says, “sure can,” and we all take a seat in our regular booth.

      When our food comes, I can’t help the moan that leaves my mouth when I take the first bite of my muffin. It had to be fresh out of the oven and with the bacon on top, it was pure heaven.

      “Is it good, princess?” Marcus asks.

      “Don’t be cheeky,” I growl. They know how I am with my food. I bit Caleb’s finger when he tried to stop me from taking the last fry from his plate once.

      When I take another bite from my muffin I moan again, but this time louder for another reason.

      “Did you just pee on me, sugar?” Nolan asks, looking down at the water dripping down onto a puddle on the floor.

      “Um, I think my water just broke,” I answer eyes wide.

      “What?” Caleb shouts, making all eyes turn on us.

      “What’s going on?” Amber and Julian asks, rushing over.

      “My water just broke,” I reply numbly, before I start to scream when the first contraction takes over. Answering my pain, thunder cracks outside as a storm starts to brew.

      “Oh shit, princess, no need to call Oz,” Marcus says, staring out the window.

      When my contraction subside, I give him a dirty look before Caleb gathers me in his arms and in a blur, we’re out of the cafe, running down the street, and into the house. He sets me on my feet where I start to pace. Marcus, having caught up to us, strips the bed and dons it with the plastic covering, before putting the sheets we’re using for labor over it.

      “Aiden is on the phone with the midwife,” I hear Nolan tell Caleb. They both watch me like I’m going to combust any time. I start thinking the same thing when another contraction consumes me.

      “Shit, fuckbucket on a drunken unicorn, I’m going to kill you all,” I shout.

      “It’s ok, sugar,” Nolan says, reaching for me and I squeeze the hell out of his fingers. I see him wince, but my gentle giant takes the pain like a champ, never once complaining. By the time the contraction passes, there are beads of sweat on my brow. I start crying and Caleb holds me tight to his chest as I sob into his shoulder.

      “It hurts,” I cry. Over and over again.

      When the midwife finally arrives, Caleb is ready to kill someone. My contractions are closer, only five minutes apart, and it seems like the pain is only getting worse.

      “What took you so long?” Caleb snaps at the poor woman.

      “If you haven’t noticed there's a major storm brewing outside,” she snaps back.

      I’ve liked Sally since the first moment I met her. She’s a light witch who’s not afraid to tell my mates where to stick it. Especially when they get overbearing, like they are now.

      Another contraction hits and I scream louder than before and the window starts rattling from the impact of the wind.

      “Why don’t we get you to the bed sweetie?” Sally says, leading me over to the bed and I lie down.“How far apart are the contractions?”  She asks Aiden, the only one of my mates not currently giving her the evil eye.

      “They were five minutes apart, but that one was three,” he answers.

      “Let me check you. I believe you’re close.” As soon as she lifts my skirt, I hear Aiden swear as his eyes grow wide. “Sweetie, on the next contraction I need you to push.”

      “Yeah whatever,” I mumble. I’ll do anything to get this kid out of me. He or she has been served their eviction papers and it’s time to vacate.

      The next contraction comes with a vengeance, and I push with everything I have, while my mates sit around me offering me moral support. I don’t even get a second to rest before another contraction hits and I push with all my might.

      “Got her,” Sally says. Then, “oh my.”

      “What?” I ask, frantic. “Is she ok?”

      The guys give me a funny look that I don’t understand until Sally hands me a brown baby wolf with a strip of white on its nose, and beautiful golden eyes.

      I cock a brow at Aiden who’s shellshocked with tears in his eyes.

      “She shifted as soon as I pulled her out.” Sally explains.

      “One down, one more to go,” Sally says. I knew this already when I went to the main hospital to have my ultrasound, and found out I was having twins.

      “Not going to lie. I’m not looking forward to doing this again. Do all contractions have to hurt like a son of a jewel?” I ask no one in particular. My next contraction hits and I hand the wolf cub over to Aiden who starts to coo at the pup. I would think it were adorable, if not for the excruciating pain I’m in. I brace down hard, pushing with all my might, and this time I'm pushing the baby out on the first push.

      “It’s a boy,” Sally cries out and tears come to my eyes. When I look over at my men, they are all staring at me in amazement. The cub in Aiden’s arms has transformed back, and when he hands her over to me, I cry even harder over the beautiful little girl with tufts of blonde hair, and golden eyes like her father. Sally hands me my son and I hold him in my other arm. As soon as he opens his eyes, I gasp. We were under the impression that Aiden was the father since vampires are infertile, and with our daughter coming out in wolf form, I didn’t doubt the theory. But now, with my son gazing at me, looking far wiser than his couple minutes of life, I’m struck dumb by his brillant eyes. One a lovely shade of blue and the other silver. The same shade of my vampire mates.

      “What are you going to name them?” Sally asks once she’s done cleaning me up.

      We’ve talked about names, but ultimately my mates left the choice to me. I wanted to wait until I saw them so that I could give them the name that fits.

      “Jewel and Jasper,” I whisper, kissing them both on the top of their their tiny heads. “My sweet babies. You will be very loved and have the family I never had.”

      My mates move closer and they all kiss me and our babies. We are a family. No matter who’s the father of these babies, they’re all the dads, and our kids will grow-up knowing that. They will be loved and treasured and have everything I didn’t have. We will give them the world and they will be happy. I came back to a town with a family who ran me away, but when I opened my heart, I gained my own family in return. To me, that is the most precious gift in the world. My very own happily ever after….

      
        
        The End
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      I sit and watch the debauchery going on with disgust. As soon as the mansion was clear of the threat, my father sent out hunters to track down supernaturals with rare abilities to replenish the ones he lost. Losing his little pets was a huge blow to his pride, but not as much as a blow as losing Amethyst. Saying he was livid is putting it lightly. He sulked for days, killing anyone for the stupidest reasons. Now he’s back to his old ways. Induldging himself in too much blood and sex.

      “Marcus, why don’t you come join us?” Father says. Currently, he has two of his new pets working together sucking him off, while a third plays with her pussy in front of him.

      “No thank you father.” I’ve had enough of this shit. I no longer find any enjoyment in what I see right now. Before, I would’ve pulled my cock out and pulled one of the pretty males off my father and fucked their throat raw, but now they hold no such appeal to me. I stare down at my rainbow palm and make my decision.

      “I’m tired. I’m going to retire in my room,” I lie. I don’t know if he buys it, but he lets me go nonetheless.

      As quickly as I can, I go back to my room and pack a bag. Leaving out one of the hidden passages, I unlock my Audi and throw my bag inside. I have a lot of ground to cover and I need to get there as quick as possible. I don’t know what it is, but I have a bad feeling that Amethyst is in trouble. Concentrating on the frail thread connecting us, I step on the gas and follow it to my girl. Yes, I know she’s my mate. I’ve known ever since Torque threw her in the back of the limo when we took her. With my quick reflexes, I drive like a bat out of hell all the way back to Silver Springs. It’s a necessary evil. The bad feeling from before has grown substantially, to the point it’s hard to breathe. I don’t know what’s going on, but it’s not good.

      The thread leads me to a store called Hex You. As soon as I stepped out of the car, I hear Amethyst scream and immediately I throw myself into action. The door is locked by some magic spell from the outside, so I break the huge store window in the front. Once inside, my vision goes red from the scene in front of me. That asshat Abraxious on top of my girl, holding her down against her will. He will pay. No one touches what’s mine. When she sees me her eyes grow wide, probably wondering what in the hell I’m doing here. Hopefully, she knows I’m here to save her and not to help the asshole. When he rises to his feet, he drags Amethyst with him and holds a dagger to her throat, herding my anger to a murderous intent.

      “Who the fuck are you?” Abraxious spits out.

      “Your worst nightmare if you don’t let her go,” I answer and Amethyst laughs.

      “Really, is that all you can come up with?” She retorts.

      “Really, princess,” I says cocking my brow.

      “I don’t care who you are or how you know this whore, get back or I’ll slit her throat,” Abraxious threatens, and it’s enough to make me pause.

      “Let her go,” I order, using my power.

      His grip on her waivers, but he doesn’t fall into thrall like I would have liked. I try again, and again, his grip loosens on her, but not enough for her to get free without getting cut.  Fuck, who is this dude?

      “You’re wasting your time, vampire. I’m a full Fae from the Autumn court. I’m too powerful to fall for your little trick.” Well, that explains it. Full Fae are a lot harder to control and a royal is damn near impossible. “Now you’re going to stay right there while I take my lovely jewel here and leave. If you try to follow us, I’ll slit her throat. Trust me, this slut does not mean half as much to me as she does you.”

      “Pot calling kettle black,” she mumbles under her breath with that smart mouth of hers, but of course he heard her and pushes the dagger closer to her neck, drawing blood.

      I turn my eyes on her looking for a solution. I can’t lose her, but I can see it in his eyes. He’ll make good on his threat if I make a move on him. My princess must have really pissed him off. Just when I was prepared to surrender, the bastard’s sleeve catches on fire. Good girl, I think to myself as I make my move, not wanting to waste this opportunity. I go at the asshat with everything I’ve got. I heard about Abraxious and his little company. I’m surprised he can fight as well as he is. He’s just like my father, sending others to do his dirty work for him. When Nolan joins the fray, I’m relieved when he helps me take down Abraxious and not come after me. From the corner of my eye, I see Amethyst is still here, sitting down on a stack of pillows, riveted on us fighting like this is a movie or something. Why the hell hasn’t she ran off to safety? I swear I’m going to spank her once we dispose of this asshole. Between the both of us, it doesn’t take us long to bring Abraxious down. I see an opening and I drive a hard right hook at his nose, breaking it and knocking him out.

      Turning my eyes on my princess, I’m about to reprimand her for not running to safety when a pixie girl with bright green hair holds her hand out and like a magnet, pulls Amethyst through the air to her, holding a dagger to her neck much like Abraxious did, but unlike Abraxious, she doesn’t hesitate and slits Amethyst throat. My cry of, “no,” is unheard as my precious jem falls to the floor, choking on her own blood. I don’t hesitate, I run right to her and hold her tight in my arms, praying to whichever God that would hear my plea to save her. Nolan has his hand held against her neck, trying to stop the blood, but it’s too late. When she breathes her last breath, my heart shatters and dies right along with her.

      “What is he doing here?” I hear Caleb roar, before he drops to his knees when he sees our girl lying still in my arms, covered in blood.

      “No, no, no,” he cries, trying to take her from me, but I growl, tightening my grip around her, which only makes him growl back. Good, I hope he tries to kill me. I’ll let him. My life is not worth living without her in it.

      I’m drifting into madness as I rock with my princess dead in my arms. I barely hear when the wolf shifter comes into the shop or his piercing howl of agony. The same exact agony I’m drowning in.

      “Someone get the angel,” Nolan yells. An argument takes place, but I really don’t care. Only mentioning the angel snaps me back to the present.

      “I don’t care. Bring her here,” Caleb roars.

      Nolan is a blur as he runs out of the shop and is back within seconds with the angel in tow.

      “Can you help her?” I ask in a weak voice.

      Slowly, she lowers to her knees. Reaching out, she runs a glowing hand across Amethyst’s still body. Since seeing the knife slice open Amethyst’s throat, this is the first time I actually have hope that she’ll live.

      “I’m sorry,” she says, and the fleeting hope I had withers and dies. I pick up the bloody knife lying by Amethyst’s side, prepared to end it all and follow my princess into the afterlife when Nolan stops me.

      “I know how you feel, but Amethyst wouldn’t want that.”

      “Her soul has already left her body, but there's still hope. I can feel pieces of her soul in each of you. Her mates,” the angel says. With that she gets up to leave, I weigh what she just said in my head.

      “We can save her but...”

      “No,” Caleb shouts, interrupting me.

      “She’s dead. Her heart has stopped beating. We can’t bring her back without a heartbeat,” Nolan clarifies.

      “But you heard the angel,” I shout angry now.

      “What are you three going on about?” The wolf questions, snapping out of his shock.

      “I’m a very old vampire. My blood is powerful enough to bring Amethyst back,” I explain.

      “Then why won’t you let him do it?” He asks, turning his head to the twins.

      “He wants to make her one of us, but that’s impossible because he can’t bring her back without a heartbeat. She’s been dead too long, and even if it were possible, we will still be killing her witch. To become a vamp, whatever you once were has to die first. She will not have her witch powers, and she would never be able to have children. It should be her making that decision. Not us,” Caleb explains.

      “Well, she can’t because she’s dead,” I roar. She’s dead and you won’t let me save her.” I cry full on tears now. I don’t care if they see them or if it makes me a pussy. The only thing I care about is lying dead in my arms. Already, her body heat is starting to fade, and the longer we sit here arguing about it, the farther she slips away from us towards death.

      “Do it then,” Aiden whispers.

      “Are you sure? It’s risky and you’ll never be a father,” Nolan tells him.

      “She’s already dead. We’ve already lost her. If there's a chance to bring her back, no matter how risky, I’ll take it. If the cost for her to live is me never becoming a father then so be it. I’d pay it a thousand times over,” Aiden says.

      “If what the angel said is true about her soul, I’ll need to drink each of your blood.”

      They all nod in agreement and I don’t waste another second. Releasing my fangs, I drink deeply from each of them and then take the dagger and slit my own wrist. Holding my princess tightly, I let the wound drip into her open mouth. Each time the wound would heal, I’d cut it back open, not caring if I severed my hand from my wrist, the pain, or the blood loss. Only Amethyst living mattered.

      “How long have you known?” Caleb asks.

      I don’t need him to clarify. I already know what he’s asking. “I’ve known she was my mate since the day I grabbed her,” I answer.

      A groaning sound grabs our attention and Aiden marches over to Abraxious who’s just now coming too. I hear a loud crash and the sound of flesh being beaten over and over again. When Adien returns, he’s covered in blood and his knuckles are bruised. I know without him telling me that Abraxious is dead. Good fucking riddance. That bitch of a pixie is next.

      My thoughts are interrupted when I feel Amethyst’s lips wrap around my wrist as she starts to drink on her own. I’m starting to feel the blood loss, but I let her drink her fill as her body heals. I’m fucking relieved she’s responding. The gamble on her life worked, now she just has to live through the change and not hate us for what we’ve done.
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      I eyed the door handle as the car slowed for a red light.  If I timed my jump right, I could roll out of the car, hit the ground running and reach the bus terminal in ten minutes.

      As I reached towards the handle to carry out my escape plan, I thought about his face.  My fingers grazed the metal handle and I paused.  I was insane to believe that this time would be different.  Nothing had changed in the few months since I had left for school.  I still didn’t have my magic.  I still didn’t know how to talk to boys.  Yet, deep down, I still held out hope that Benjamin Fitzroy would see me as someone other than the girl with pigtails and braces.  I didn’t want to be his buddy or the girl next door.  I wanted Benjamin to care about me as much as I cared about him.

      Fearing that I would make a fool of myself with Benjamin, I thought about hopping on the next plane to Hallowed Woods Academy and retreating to the quiet of my favorite library.  I closed my eyes and saw his handsome face.  His goofy smile melted my heart and gave me the courage to continue on my mission.  It was time to stop hiding my feelings for Benjamin.  I needed to know once and for all if we were meant to be together, even if it meant spending the Winter Solstice with my family.

      I gritted my teeth and stared at the welcome sign for Silver Springs, New York.  For better or worse, I was home.

      “Pearl Dreger, sit up straight.  I don’t know what that academy has been teaching you, but I will not spend good money to send you to a boarding school that doesn’t teach you proper posture.  For heaven’s sake, put down your book for five minutes and talk to me.  I haven’t seen you since you left in the fall.  Tell me what you’ve learned.”  My mother, Caroline Marjory Dreger, head of both the Black Hat and Broom Society and the Wands of Tomorrow Society, stared at me from across the limo, expecting me to answer.  We had left the airport only 30 minutes ago, and already I could feel the familiar stress settling into my neck and shoulders.

      Snuggling into my wool coat, I watched the snow fall on the barren trees and the mounds of snow from the previous storms and sighed.  I reminded myself that it was my decision to come home, not hers.  Taking a deep breath, I settled into the seat and let her continue our one-way conversation.  It was best not to answer until she let out all of the pent up mothering she had missed out on since the summer.

      She shifted in her seat and assessed me.  “I assume you haven’t gotten your magic yet; otherwise, you would have mentioned something by now.  I told Georgia that it was only a matter of time until you proved how adept you were at spell casting.  I swear that woman believes you’re adopted.  I know you have the potential to be one of the greatest casters in the world.  Of course, she doesn’t believe me.  Don’t worry, Pearl, we’ll show them.  They will have to apologize to me for all their gossiping.”  She looked out the window to mutter to herself for a few more seconds before looking back at me.

      “Yes, mother.  We’ll show them.”

      “I heard there was a witch who was thrown out of a conjuring school because her magic didn’t come in by senior year.  They said she was better suited at a regular school.  Oh, the embarrassment.  I just don’t know what I would do if you were sent home from the academy next year.  We would have to move.  You have been trying to cast, haven’t you?”

      I cringed at her tone.  She would be embarrassed.  What a joke.  I would have to live my life as the girl who was kicked out of school because I was the worst witch in history.

      “Yes, mother.  I have been working with my tutor, Professor Stoica, every chance I get.  I promise that I have been trying.”  I glanced down at the book in my hands to avoid the look of dissatisfaction on her face.  As one of the most prominent witches in town, she hated to admit to her friends that I was unable to cast or conjure.  If only she knew how hard I was working to learn as many spells as possible so that whenever my stupid powers decided to show up, I could finally make her proud of me.

      She launched into her third speech about everything that was wrong with me as I pretended to ignore her.  I resisted the urge for the hundredth time to remind her that I hated the name Pearl, and preferred to use my middle name, Celeste.  After all, who wanted to be named after a witch who single handedly saved her village from a fire-breathing dragon over 200 years ago?  Sure, it was an honor to be named after my great, great something or other grandmother, but not when my magic hadn’t come in yet.  As a late bloomer, I was a social pariah, despite my mother’s insistence that I would one day be worthy of the name Pearl.

      “I’m fine, by the way.”  I pursed my lips, unable to take any more criticism.

      Her expression softened a bit when she looked back at me.  “I’m sorry that we didn’t fly out when Headmistress Strudwick contacted us about the incident.  She said that you were fine and no longer in danger.  I’m glad they apprehended the guilty party.  Your father will make sure that man never sees the light of day.  Attacking children.  How horrible do you have to be to harm children?  I wanted to bring you back home, but Headmistress Strudwick insisted that you wanted to stay.
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