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      To Leslie Savage Roecklein. Thanks for all the memories. I hope our paths cross again soon!
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      The day before the Royal Fairies went into hiding…

      

      “We have no choice,” King Lear said, staring at his adoring wife, Queen Aria. His three daughters had already been cast into human form and their Royal Powers trapped, along with their memories. They would live out their days as mere humans, safe from the world of witches who wished to wipe out their entire existence.

      Or at least Lear hoped that his plan would protect not only his family, but the rest of the fairies, royal and otherwise.

      Aria rubbed her swollen belly. “Can’t we wait until he is born? Protect him another way?”

      Lear shook his head. “You know all our children are special. Different because you, my love, are part wolf and part fairy. There have been only a few of your kind, and we have to make sure we protect the future of the species.”

      “Wolfairies,” Aria whispered. “But we have no active wolf side.”

      “You do outside these walls.” Lear raised his hands. “But imagine what the witches would do if they knew of such a werewolf who has all the magic of the Royal Fairies? You and our children would never stand a chance. The visionary said the future can create a place where Wolfairies will be able to live in the world everyone else does. He says this is the only way. We cannot wait any longer. It is too dangerous.”

      “But I haven’t even had the chance to meet our son.”

      Lear hated bringing tears to his lovely wife’s eyes. All he’d ever wanted was to make her happy. “If our son, or any of our children, die, then this will be all for nothing. In the far future, his sisters will find their wolf mates, unlocking our powers in a new land. They will bring both the sides of his spirit back together, uniting all four wolf siblings with our children, ensuring the Wolfairies existence forever.”

      “Splitting his fairy side from his wolf side could destroy him.”

      Lear nodded, but he did so with a reassuring smile. “Only if the Legend of the Princess and the Wolf is destroyed.”

      “It’s not a legend, it’s a story we made up,” she said, a single tear rolling down her cheek.

      Gently, he brushed it away with his thumb. “My darling, you know that is not true. The visionary saw it first.” He rested his hand on his wife’s belly, feeling his only son kick. Lear’s heart thumped in his throat. He had prayed this day would never come, but the witches had killed so many Royals, he couldn’t take any more chances. Someday, way into the future, the world would be ready for the kind of loving magic the Wolfairies could give the world. “The wolf pack destined to mate with our children is stronger than any other in any world. In the future, their oldest son—”

      “What is his name again? The one that will be the first wolf fairy king?”

      “Chaz. That is what has been set in motion with the visionary’s magic. Chaz will meet our oldest Bree’s spirit. Her name will be Daphne. Together, they bring out our daughter’s powerful, but protective magic. It will start with that union. That will begin the unlocking of our magic and the union of the next wolf son, Nico, with our strongest daughter, Izzy.”

      “You mean the one who thinks she should be a warrior, even though fairies do not have them.” Aria smiled with pride.

      Lear laughed. Izzy had to be the most stubborn and strong-willed fairy ever created. Her spirit will demand the same in each human her spirit will reside in.

      “Isadore will be the name our Izzy takes in the future,” Lear said. He had helped write the magic with the most powerful visionary in all the land, who had seen this future as clear as day. Their wolf protectors would make sure the Legend would be passed down from generation to generation, ensuring in believers and protectors.

      Ensuring the wolves would imprint on their destined mates.

      However, they had to protect the Legend, by leaving out information, hiding clues, and downright lying. It was a game of chance that could still destroy them all.

      “I do not like what will become of our son. He won’t even know he exists,” Aria said, her hand gliding over his as he rubbed her womb which had protected their son for eight months. “Will he even have a name?”

      “Yes. His name will be Dayton. His fairy self will be locked inside our daughter Kerri.”

      “Sweet little Kerri. She’s so kind and loving. Will she be able to protect this part of our son in her future self?”

      There were two things Lear would not tell his wife, even though he had vowed never to lie on the day they married.

      The first thing was that Kerri, or Coral, in the future, would not understand the being living inside her body once the second union began. But the hardest part will be the fact that the visionary’s magic, in the future, will tell Coral, and her mate, conflicting concepts on why they had to cast out the spirit, and how. If they don’t find all the clues, they might make the wrong choice, killing every Wolfairy both past and future.

      “She will do what is necessary; her sisters, her mate, and his family will make sure Norse finds his other half,” Lear said. Norse had not been his choice for a name, but it meant the God of summer, sunlight, life, and rain, so he caved to his wife’s wishes.

      As he always did.

      Lear did worry that the wolf side of his son would have a harder time surviving. Being cast into a werewolf, living thousands of years, who cannot shift nor communicate with his own kind, much less belong with a pack, will make it nearly impossible for the final act of this legend to come true.

      “Once his spirit is brought together, he will find his fated female mate, Cheryl. Together, these four couples will be able to populate the world with Wolfairies that can live outside the Royal castle. They will be strong, and they will be able to protect themselves against witches who still find our kind distasteful.”

      “Many wolves find fairies disgusting, and many will find the combination of the two even worse.”

      “And many wolves protect us,” Lear said, smoothing his hand once again over his wife’s belly. The second thing he could not bring himself to share with Aria was that they would not survive. He would be murdered shortly after he cast their son’s spirit into two beings, and she would not survive the magic required to protect their son. He knew she’d gladly lay down her life for their children, but he just couldn’t bring himself to choke out the words.

      Aria let out a long breath. “I love you, Lear, and I know you will protect our legacy. We do what we must.”

      He kissed his wife tenderly. Lovingly. He let it last as long as he could, knowing this would be the last time he ever got to hold her in his arms.

      They would not be around in the future to see the Legend become a reality.
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      “That’s what Gerri said?”

      Drew Ferguson held his nephew, Finn, one of the first Wolfairies to ever exist, in his arms while Finn’s father, Chaz, paced in their parents’ living room with his daughter, Ivy, in his hands.

      “Three days? That’s all we have to figure out how to banish this spirit from Coral or my children will die? And Nico’s won’t even be born?” Chaz asked a little more calmly than Drew would have expected.

      “When I called her back, she said not only do we have to separate this being from Coral, we have to make sure we bottle it, so it can find its soul. The place it belongs. She said that is as important as separating them.” Drew patted Finn’s back, smelling his rich fairy scent, which was a combination of a field of wild flowers and the salty ocean air. The wolf that said fairies smelled like horse manure must have had serious snout issues, because this little baby was the sweetest thing ever.

      “A spirit is possessing Coral. That is just plain weird,” Chaz said.

      “And the rest of this last year hasn’t been off-the-charts whacko?”

      Chaz let out a slight chuckle, but his face quickly turned serious as he kissed is daughter’s chubby little cheek. “We have to believe that what Gerri say’s is fact, but I have my reservations.”

      “As do I,” Drew said, glancing at Daphne, who stood near her husband. He felt horrible that this latest drama took away from what should be the happiest day of their lives.

      “I’m going to take her upstairs,” Daphne said, taking the little girl from her husband’s arms. “You boys need some time. I’ll be down shortly for Finn.”

      Chaz kissed his daughter again, closing his eyes for a moment before kissing his wife and then turning his attention back to Drew.

      “I’m sorry to bring this on you.”

      “It goes with being Alpha of our pack.” Chaz waved his hand in the air dismissively. “Cheryl is working with Brenda. They have found more information on the Royal family, specifically King Lear, who was the ruler when the Royal Fairies went into hiding, but they haven’t come across anything about a Royal having a demon or something inside them.” Chaz scratched the back of his head.

      “Ralph, Coral and Isadore’s biological father, is of Royal descent, so is he King Lear?” Drew asked, though he knew the answer, but perhaps Ralph, the happy medical fairy doctor, was lying. Or maybe he didn’t know, just like Daphne and Isadore hadn’t known. Still really didn’t.

      “He says he is not. He also says that everyone in that vase had something to do with protecting King Lear’s bloodline. That they were left behind, trying to survive, but wolves and witches started hunting them,” Chaz said.

      “There is too much we don’t know,” Drew whispered. “Everyone in that vase is from a different time, and we still don’t who put them there,” Drew said, hugging Finn closer, as if to protect him from the madness of the world he’d been brought into. “Only that they believed they were being held captive, but instead put in there for protection.”

      “We don’t even know if that is true, but I’m not sure the witch responsible isn’t as important as the spirit living inside Coral.”

      “Can I ask you something slightly off track?” Drew asked as Finn blinked. Fairy dust floated in the air, coating Drew’s face. The baby smiled.

      “Sorry about that. We’re working on teaching them to control certain things,” Chaz said.

      “They’re newborns, you can’t teach them anything,” Drew mumbled. Finn shouldn’t even be smiling, much less this alert.

      “You’d be surprised, and all that dust you’re wiping off your face means he likes you. Trusts you.”

      “How do you know?” Drew asked. It had only been hours since the twins had been born, yet they seemed like the smartest little babies ever.

      “He talks to us, as does his twin, Ivy,” Daphne said sweetly as she re-entered the family room. “I’m going to see if I can get him to sleep. Of course as soon as I do, his sister will be wide awake.”

      “If she does wake up, bring her to me. You need your rest,” Chaz said in a firm, but loving tone. He’d managed to take on his role as King of the Fairies and as Alpha of the largest pack in North America in stride. A lot to manage while also becoming the father of a new being.

      “I promise to lay down for a bit, but really, I’m feeling wonderful. It’s nice to have the healing powers of my sister,” Daphne said with a wide smile. “Isadore is one special woman.”

      Daphne held the baby in her arms while kissing her husband before stepping out of the room.

      “You two are perfect together,” Drew said. He wanted that seamless kind of love both his brothers had, but he worried he’d never find it.

      Especially with his so-called fated mate. “Why don’t I feel this intense pull toward Coral like you did with Daphne or Nico with Isadore?”

      “Might have to do with whatever spirit is inside her,” Chaz said, letting out a long sigh, running a hand through his hair. “But that’s just a guess. With me and Daphne, it was her taking a stance at my side that started the process, kind of like Dad and Mom. With Nico, it was when Isadore put herself in danger to protect him. You and Coral haven’t had much time together.”

      “I think she’s beautiful, and I’d be lying if I hadn’t thought about what it would be like to be with her, but I don’t feel protective of her like I do for your babies. I sort of feel detached, and everyone says Gerri is never wrong.”

      “She’s not, so I have no doubt Coral is your fated mate, which is why we need you and her together, alone, while the rest of us continue our research on how to cast out this spirit. Hell, you might be the only one who can do that, but we won’t know until we lock the two of you up in a room alone,” Chaz said with his hands firmly planted on his hips.

      “Oh. No. Coral and me totally alone is not a good idea. I swear she’s the moodiest chick I’ve ever met and we both know my experience with women in general is limited to a couple of girlfriends that didn’t last as long as the Super Bowl.”

      “It’s a perfect idea.” Nico stepped into the family room, his new bride one stride behind. This was supposed to be his wedding night. The last thing he needed was to be bombarded by even more of the bizarre, but Drew honestly didn’t know what to do, and Coral’s father, Ralph, wasn’t much help.

      Maybe Isadore, Coral’s sister, could help.

      Talk about a badass female. While Daphne and her super fairy powers could do some real damage, Isadore was just one hell of a warrior, besides a wicked-ass fairy with some wild aptitudes of her own. Nico’s perfect match.

      “It’s the only way to make sure this process continues.” Nico sat on the sofa, pulling his wife close.

      “What process? Me and Coral mating, or casting out the spirit, because I’m not sure about either,” Drew said with a dollop of sarcasm.

      “Both,” Isadore said. “You’re her fated, probably only you can reach deep down inside her soul and find her again, because the girl in the kitchen with Ralph isn’t the sister I grew up with, though I’m sort of starting to like her more than the insanely innocent little girl that wasn’t bothered by anything, especially things that should have.”

      “How is she?” Drew sat on the chair across from the sofa, staring at Isadore. The last time he’d seen Coral had been while they waited for the twins to be born. She’d paced like a nervous dad in the waiting room. She jumped up and down for joy when Chaz brought the twins out, skipping around the house like a nine-year-old playing hopscotch. Then, out of nowhere, she freaked out, went to her room, and slammed the door.

      “Right now, she’s happily agitated,” Isadore said.

      “What the hell does that mean?” Drew asked.

      “She’s excited about what’s happening, but she’s confused, and her moods are like nothing I’ve ever seen with her,” Isadore said, letting out a long breath, her hand rolling over her growing, and fairy-dust producing, belly. “It all clicked with me pretty quickly, and when I first laid eyes on Daphne, we knew we were sisters. Maybe not traditional sisters, like me and Coral, but there is a deep connection, and Coral doesn’t seem to fit, yet we know she does.”

      “Especially now that we know she’s Drew fated,” Chaz said.

      “Did you feel like there was some kind of barrier between the two of you growing up?” Drew had to remind himself that Coral was only eighteen and while he was a mere twenty-three, she was young and hadn’t seen much of the world.

      Though she’d seen some real ugliness when it came to her father.

      Drew shuddered. That man should be castrated for what he’d done to Isadore and what he would have done to Coral had she not…not…played along…or had she really been that sweet and innocent?

      Drew pinched the bridge of his nose. Whatever it was, something wasn’t quite right with Coral, and he was duty bound to do whatever his two older brothers deemed necessary.

      Isadore shrugged. “We did have a shitty childhood, but I did my best to keep her shielded from as much of it as I could.” Nico practically yanked his wife in his lap as he kissed her cheek. Isadore had been abused by her father and willingly took more to make sure he never laid a hand on Coral.

      “Sometimes I thought it was because my dad might have actually loved her. She always danced around the house, happy to do anything anyone asked, always obeying my father. But when she appeared with the vase that held all the captured fairies and then swore at me to do the fairy thing, I thought she might have been the best actress ever and had known everything from the get-go, but it seems that isn’t true because she’s acting weirder than ever.”

      “She’s definitely changed since being brought here,” Chaz said.

      “No offense, but I’m not sure I want her to be my mate,” Drew said.

      “I’ve noticed a subtle difference in her when she’s around you,” Isadore said. “

      When he’d stepped into the house a half hour ago, Coral had smiled, then given him this look of disgust, as if she hated him. “If she’s my fated mate, then why isn’t there this intense connection between the two of us?” he asked for the millionth time, unsatisfied with any answer he could think of or his brothers had tossed at him.

      “We’ve just come full circle to the possession, or whatever it is inside her,” Chaz said as he sat in the chair next to Drew. “We need to find out more about what the Royal Fairies did when they cast themselves into human existence. The Legend didn’t predict twins. We are also finding evidence that King Lear might have left some things out of the Legend when he told it to the wolf pack the day before he was murdered.”

      “And I’m also having twin Wolfairies,” Isadore said. “Something that the Legend did not predict.”

      “I’m not having twins with your sister,” Drew mumbled under his breath. “She’s a kid, and I’m barely a man.”

      Nico and Chaz both laughed.

      “This isn’t funny,” Drew said, with flushed cheeks. He’d never been with a woman, and while it had never been a big topic of conversation, his brothers knew. It wasn’t that he hadn’t the opportunity, but Drew was a bit of an old-fashioned sap and he wanted his first to be his last.

      “No, it’s not,” Nico said, turning serious. “We have to go on the belief that she’s your mate and without her, all of this is for nothing. All the fairies, Royal and otherwise, will perish. Not to mention what will happen to mine and Chaz’s children.”

      “What do you propose we do?” Drew tossed his hands wide.

      “I think you and Coral need to be alone without any of us around. Just you and her,” Chaz said.

      “And how is that going to help?” Drew understood that it should help the mating process along, but he had no idea how to cast out a spirit.

      “You might be able to reach her. The real Coral. Not the one that has been living with this spirit for what I believe has been her entire life,” Isadore said. “And then she might know how to get rid of the spirit. For all we know, she’s taking to it.”

      A slow throb filled Drew’s head. At twenty-three, he’d seen some pretty crazy things as an officer for Twilight Crossing, but his training didn’t prepare him for this. “I don’t think I can do this alone.”

      “You have to,” Chaz said. “We’re all right here for you.”

      Nico inched his way across the room, resting his hand on Drew’s shoulder. “If we don’t cast out whatever is taking over Coral, she very well might die. We can’t have that. Not if she’s your fated. It could kill us all.”

      Drew swallowed the thick lump that formed in his throat. He had always done his duty when it came to his pack without question. He did it with honor and pride. So why was this mission making him question who he was and what his future role might be in this family?

      “I need a lifeline,” Drew said, taking in a deep breath. “We need a plan if this being inside Coral is only out to hurt us.”

      “We’ve thought of that,” Chaz said. “But the stronger Coral is, the stronger her fairy power will be, and you’ve seen what my wife and Isadore can do. We need Coral to be able to do the same thing.”

      “My sister is already on her way to your cabin,” Isadore said. “Please, take good care of her.”

      “I promise, I will do my best.”

      “We’ll stay in close contact,” Chaz said.

      Drew nodded, curling his finger around the front door. He glanced over his shoulder, nodding to his brothers. Drew knew that he’d never leave Coral alone. He might not feel a pull toward her in a primal way, but he did know that there was something about her he needed to protect on a primal level.

      And he’d step up to the plate, no matter what it meant for his future.
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      “You’re my real father?” Coral asked, taking the man named Ralph’s arm as they walked out of the main house, heading for the cabin on the other side of the farm. She glanced over her shoulder, looking for Drew, the handsome wolf who looked at her like she was a crazy person.

      “We’ve been through this before,” Ralph said.

      Coral scowled. Ever since she came to this farm a few weeks ago, her mind had a foggy glaze over it. She tried to reach back and pull out the memories of what her life had really been like. The hell Isadore had lived was real, yet Coral’s mind poured a thick haze over them, only letting her see things that were cheery. Her entire life, she had felt different. Now she knew why. She wasn’t a witch. She was a fairy. A Royal Fairy. And a visionary. She was supposed to be able to see things.

      But no future came to her. She saw nothing of what was to become of the Wolfairies, the wolves, the Royals.

      Nothing. Not a single vision flashed in her brain.

      The only thing she did see was a faint image of a huge, dark wolf staring at her with big, dull eyes that carried an emptiness that went on forever like a bottomless pit, while another wolf, not as tall but just as menacing, sat by her bedside, making her feel safe.

      “Explain it again.” A request she’d made many times, to many people. For the last few days, her memory hadn’t been very good.

      “That depends on how you look at it,” Ralph said. He had a nice spirit about him. Kind. Sweet. And he’d helped Daphne deliver the twins in under two hours with minimal pain. But Daphne was the Fairy Queen with her own healing powers. She’d started as the princess, but as more Royals flocked to the farm, it became apparent that her role was to be a leader, next to her husband.

      The Fairy Wolf King. She covered her mouth, biting back a chuckle. She didn’t care for laughing much anymore, and she didn’t understand why. She’d always been so carefree.

      And clueless.

      She’d never forget the day Nico and Isadore showed up at her family home and her mind snapped from this silly little girl, to a woman with a purpose.

      Only she had no idea what that purpose was. She just knew she had to get the vase she’d been given by a stranger when she’d gone into town the year before. The stranger told her of the day a wolf would come and take her and her sister into the safety of their own people.

      She hadn’t understood what that meant, but the man handing her the vase dropped to her feet the moment his fingers released the glass jar. Seconds later, he had fizzled into a pile of dust. When she’d returned home, she hid the vase and every day, she put it in a new spot, making sure her sister and father never found it.

      That had been the first time she realized she should be very afraid of the man she had been calling dad her entire life. “How should I look at it?”

      “I’m the father that made sure the person you’re supposed to be will be reborn. But a long time ago, you belonged to a very special couple who loved you so much, they cast your soul into a human body, to protect you, until the world was ready for your kind.”

      “How do you know? How can you be so sure?”

      Ralph shook his head. “I honestly don’t know how I know. I had no idea I was a fairy for many years, and then I met your birth mother. She hadn’t told me about either of you until she was on her deathbed. And that’s when I was captured and told that even I had a higher purpose. It was in the vase I learned of all of this. But none of us know the entire story. Just bits and pieces.” He tapped her temple at the base of Drew’s cabin. “You have a special purpose, Coral. Just like your sisters, Isadore and Daphne.”

      Coral pursed her lips. She felt a certain kinship to Daphne, but all of this Royal Fairy Family stuff had started to give her a headache. She wanted to leave this place. Go back to a simpler time where she didn’t know anything and could play and laugh and not worry about the fate of the Wolfairies.

      Except she no longer felt like a child, free of adult worry and responsibility. However, she had no idea what it meant to be a woman, much less a fated mate to a powerful wolf.

      Isadore and Nico took on their roles as protectors like a second skin. The Warriors. Which Coral found sort of funny because Fairies didn’t have warriors.

      But wolves did.

      And something told her that wolf blood coursed through her veins like an erupting volcano. No. It wasn’t something. It was a dream that prickled her mind as a child, but every time she even questioned it in her own thoughts, something squelched into a faint memory, as if she hadn’t even dreamt it at all.

      She shivered. She didn’t understand that sensation. Neither Isadore nor Daphne were part wolf, so how could she be?

      “I feel like I’m being cast aside, both from the farm, and myself. What am I supposed to do?”

      Ralph kissed her forehead. “I only know that something is inside you. I don’t know if it is good, or if it is evil. I just know that we have a limited amount of time to find a way to cast it out, and I think only you and Drew have the answers.”

      She looked toward the main house, far off in the distance, lit up by a combination of bright lights and fairy dust. A tall, dark silhouette strolled across the dirt road, his dark-blond hair glowing in the moonlight. He stood maybe six feet, but his shadow stretched on for what seem liked a mile.

      Drew.

      He did make her heart beat a little faster, but that could have been fear for he could be the talk, dark wolf with a coldness in his eyes, and not the one standing by her side.
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      Drew closed the door, clicking the deadbolt. He never locked his doors before, but considering everything, he figured he should. Didn’t matter that the Coven of the Raindrops had cast a powerful spell, it wasn’t the kind that could wrap them in a protective blanket and keep out anyone who might want to cause them harm.

      It simply served as a security system, so to speak.

      Not to mention, he had to kick his roommate out for the next few days, though he took it in stride.

      Coral sat on the sofa, her dainty hands clasped in her lap. Her long, blond hair curled down over her shoulders. She was a petite girl, but with curves where a man desired.

      Where Drew desired.

      Her magical, blue eyes captivated him, sucking the air out of his lungs.

      He cleared his throat. “Interesting night,” he said, leaning against the door.

      “Joyous night. The twins are beautiful, and amazingly talented for creatures not even a day old.” Her voice had a sweet ring to it that reminded him of a hummingbird. He could hear the excitement trickling from her lips. When he’d first met her, she was filled with a personality like the vibrant bubbles in a flute of champagne fizzing to the top of the glass. Always smiling and spreading her cheer like one might expect from a fairy, but she was a bit out of step as compared to Daphne, or Isadore, or any of the others.

      Now she sported a permanent semi-scowl which crinkled her forehead, making her look as though she were perpetually pouting. Whenever she was playing with the children in the yard, that look would vanish. Those were the tiny moments that made his heart stir with a tickle of attraction.

      Then she’d look his way.

      He wanted to be able to make her smile again. He wanted to get to know the woman who lurked behind those soft-blue eyes. His heart paused as he, for a split second, saw a glimpse of the woman Coral could be.

      “Chaz says he can communicate with them. I find that cool, but weird,” he said.

      “I’m with you on both accounts,” she said, nodding her head. “Ralph, and my sister Isadore, tell me I am your fated mate, but I don’t feel like one.”

      Points for the girl for being direct and to the point.

      “To be honest, neither do I, but Gerri, from the Paranormal Dating Agency, says we are, and she’s never wrong. Look at my two older brothers and what has happened since they mated with who Gerri paired them with.”

      Coral turned her head toward the fireplace where the crackle of burning wood filled the cabin. “I think you’re nice, but you look at me like I somehow disgust you, which doesn’t bode well with marriage, much less us creating little bundles of Wolfairies.” She held up her hand. “And I’m not even close to wanting any of that for a long time.”

      He rubbed a hand down his face, feeling like he’d just aged twenty years. “I find you a lot of things, but disgusting isn’t one of them. And since we’re being honest here, you don’t look at me like you like me much either, which is one of the reasons I pull back, even after I found out you are my fated mate.”

      A faint smiled curled on her plump lips. “So, what do we do now?” A red and orange glow from the fire made her skin sizzle with the soft reflection.

      “Lucky for us, we get to spend some time alone in this cabin to get to know one another.”

      She turned her head and gave him a faint smile before glancing toward her lap. “I can’t tell if you’re being serious.”

      He swallowed.

      Hard.

      Had he said the statement with a drop of sarcasm? When he’d left the farmhouse less than an hour ago, a sense of dread filled his heart.

      Now panic grabbed a hold of his heart.

      Or maybe it was a tinge of fear wrapped in a tortilla of attraction.

      A genuine pull to be near her made him close the gap, but he couldn’t be sure it was a primal need to be with her, or what his mother called his kind heart.

      “My father…Ralph…” she shook her head, “I don’t know what to call him, but he says there is a creature living inside me.”

      Drew inched his way toward the sofa, a slight tickle of excitement crawled up his skin settling in paces he’d prefer remained calm. “That’s what we are told,” he said, sitting on the sofa, taking her hand in his.

      Her soft skin glided like silk against his hard calluses. He focused on the sensation, hoping that something dramatic like thunderous fireworks finale on the Fourth of July would happen.

      “We need to find out who, or what, it is and then make sure we can safely banish it from your body.”

      Her hand trembled. “When you are near, I feel it and it’s restless. Almost angry,” she said, her big, blue eyes widening with the kind of fear he’d felt on his first assignment with the Twilight Crossing. Didn’t matter that he had Nico by his side all through his training, the fear of failure had been so strong he worried he’d screw up and cost a life.

      “Maybe that’s why you are always giving me weird looks,” he said.

      “Doesn’t explain why YOU look at me oddly.”

      He let her hand go, leaning back against the sofa. “I’m sorry. I have no appropriate explanation for that. You’re a beautiful woman, and I like you. At least what I know of you, but I have kind of avoided you.”

      “And I, you.” She laughed. It was soft and sweet, and fairy dust filled the air.

      “Oh my,” she whispered with a giggle that filled room like tiny raindrops. “I’ve never done that before.”

      “It’s good. It means your fairy powers are blossoming.” He scratched the back of his head, having no idea how to approach this. “For years, you lived under the spell of a witch.”

      “I thought I was destined to be a witch seer, not a fairy visionary, and the worst part is I can’t see the future.” She tossed her hands wide, falling back on the sofa, rolling her head to the side. “I see nothing. Fucking nada.” Frustration coated her tone and her cheeks flushed red, but a little smile curved her plump lips as the word ‘fucking’ tumbled out of her mouth.

      “It’s adorable when you swear,” he said. He’d only heard it one other time, but for whatever reason, it showed a side of her that he could get on board with.

      “Sometimes I want to say the words I hear others use so freely. If I had ever used a word like that, my father would have probably thought I was like Isadore and then treated me like he did her. It’s weird because for all my life, I felt protected from the hell that Isadore lived. It was almost as if I didn’t see it, but I did, and when I think back now, I cringe at what she had to do in order to protect me.”

      “She loves you.”

      “But who am I? Am I me? Or a spell that was cast on me. Or am I this creature that is living inside me, perhaps taking me over? Is that who is talking to you now? Is it a bad creature that when we banish it, it will destroy the babies? If that’s the case, then let it live inside me forever.” She spoke so fast he could barely keep up, but every question she blurted out, he’d asked the exact same thing.

      “You know that we’ve been told if we do that, the babies will die, and Isadore’s babies won’t be born. Neither of us can let that happen.”

      Coral blinked, her long, thick lashes fluttering like a beautiful butterfly, hovering over a tree branch and that damn dust bristling onto his skin. It did make him feel closer, but there was something else in that dust. He could smell it. A faint woodsy scent. “I know, and I would give up my life to make that happen.”

      Her tone bordered on desperation and devotion.

      He shifted his body, resting his arm on the back of the couch, his other hand on her thigh. “That right there tells me I’m talking to Coral, the visionary of the Royal Fairies. Not some creature we know nothing about.”

      “Or maybe that’s what the creature wants you to think, and it’s all trickery.”

      He couldn’t deny that point. It was as if he could be talking to two different people, with two different agendas, at the same time, and he had no way of knowing what reality any of them were living.

      Trust your gut.

      His father’s words hung over his head like a thick, warm blanket.

      His gut told him that he was talking with Coral and that she would do her part to protect all Wolfairies and the Legend.

      “Can you communicate with it?” he asked. If he were being honest, he had a need to hold her and not just because he had empathy for what she must be going through, but because a connection had been formed.

      But he had a hard time trusting it.

      Not that he had a choice.

      “I don’t know. I just found out about whatever it is in my body shortly after the twins were born.”

      “Can you try?” Drew had no idea if this was a good idea or not. The leader of the Coven of the Raindrops had told them that banishing a spirit could be deadly for the host as well as those close by. And the kicker had been that Gerri said they had to contain the spirit. Not kill it.

      Which made it even more difficult because the spirit could be toxic outside of a host.

      And if they did destroy the creature, the twins die as would every Wolfairy that might ever exist.

      Talk about damned if you do, damned if you don’t.

      Coral closed her eyes and settled into the crook of his arm, her head resting on his chest. A spark flickered in his heart, but something—a presence—seemed to block it.

      “Am I supposed to talk out loud to it? Inside my head? I speak a little French, I could try that.”

      He chuckled. The few times they had a conversation, she often said something sarcastic and funny and he really liked that about her. “Start with inside your head and try to feel it more than talk to it.”

      He stared at her while she breathed slowly, but deeply. He made sure he didn’t touch her, giving her space.

      “It’s like a child living in the corner of my brain,” she whispered. “I think. I don’t know. I mean, ever since the spell was lifted, I’ve felt a little lost. I don’t really fit in with the other fairies. I’m different. I also feel like I had been living in this tiny corner where the spirit is tucked into now.”

      “I don’t always fit in with my family, much less my pack, so some of that is normal. And Chaz thinks the spell affected you different than Isadore because of this possession.”

      Coral lurched from the sofa. “That’s it. The spell. I need a copy of that spell.”

      “You’re not a witch.”

      “But I lived like one for eighteen years.”

      “I don’t mean to be mean.” Drew stood, curling his fingers around her biceps. “But did you? Because you really don’t remember your life in a way that matches the reality.”

      She nodded. “So, what is changing me? Being here with you? Or the fact the spell is gone? I’m supposed to be developing and growing my fairy abilities, but it’s not happening. I mean, I’m almost becoming less fairy in a weird way.”

      “Fairy kids might be all sorts of happy, but not like you were when you first got here. Hell, at Nico’s wedding, you were acting different, and now you’re behaving more like everyone else, just not with the added fairy dust floating from your body and the building of your talent.” He dug into his pocket and pulled out his phone. “I’ll call my sister, Cheryl, and see if she can email the spell the Coven of the Raindrops think was used on you and Isadore. Plus, I should check in and see if they found anything else.” He stepped toward the kitchen and paused, glancing over his shoulder. “Are you hungry? I’ve got some leftover pizza I can heat up.”

      She smiled. “If all this stuff is true, you will never live down that our first date was day-old bread with crusty cheese.”
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      Coral sat at the kitchen table, picking at her pizza, which wasn’t bad as leftovers went. She could see Cheryl, Drew’s sister, walking across the fields toward the cabin. The majority of the lights had been turned off, but a white glow similar to the northern lights, filled the star-filled sky. She had never considered herself much of an outdoorsy kind of girl in the sense of being adventurous. She enjoyed looking at nature, not engaging with it, but being on the farm, made her feel as though she might want to climb a mountain.

      Isadore had been the athletic one, and Coral had been the… she blinked back a tear. Crying had been something she never remembered doing as a kid. She was sure she had—or maybe she hadn’t. Her memories were nothing but a fuzzy haze floating in her mind.

      The pounding of knuckles at the door drew her to the present. She watched Drew stand and scuff off toward the door.

      She leaned forward, soaking in his backside.

      Oh. That was weird. Or was it? She was supposed to find him sexy. Then again, she figured every woman who breathed found him handsome. His brown hair, cut short, but not so short it didn’t have a wave. It looked thick and she had an urge to run her fingers through it, something she’d never done to a man before. His blue eyes sucked her in like the ocean rolling from the beach, taking the sand with it. She remembered finding boys cute, but just in the last few minutes, butterflies filled her stomach and she wondered what it would be like to rest her hands on his firm chest.

      “You didn’t have to come all the way out here,” Drew said. His strong, confident voice filled the cabin.

      “I have another file I need you to look at and it’s too big to send in email.” Cheryl’s voice had a slight tremble. “Where’s Coral?”

      “I’m right here.” Coral leaned against the half-wall between the kitchen and the family room, eyeing Cheryl. It wasn’t that the woman made her uncomfortable. Not at all. Actually, she made Coral feel at ease, but at the same time, a tiny voice in the back of her mind begged her to keep a safe distance.

      “How are you?” Cheryl asked, taking a step closer.

      Coral folded her arms, closing herself off, even though she wanted to run and hug Cheryl, which was even weirder. “Confused.”

      “We all are.” Cheryl handed her brother a flash drive. “The spell is on that but also a video I think the two of you should watch.”

      “Of what?” Drew asked, setting the drive on the table.

      “Of the wedding. But I’d rather not try to explain because it doesn’t make that much sense, but it might to Coral,” Cheryl said. Her long, dark hair had been pulled back into a ponytail at the nape of her neck. She had pulled the strands over her shoulder and ran her fingers through it. Cheryl was the second-oldest child and only a few years younger than Chaz. She tended to be quiet and reserved. As an art historian, she knew a lot about the past of the Royal Fairies and other fascinating things.

      Coral liked that and liked her but didn’t want to spend time with her in close quarters, and that made no sense.

      “Why do you think I would know anything?” Coral asked, her stomach gurgling as the room filled with a thick fog. She blinked as she gripped the railing. A towering blond woman came into view holding the vase in her slim, elegant hands.

      “You have two choices. Make the right one, and you and your kind will be safe, especially…” The woman faded toward the sky, never finishing the statement.

      “Coral!” a harsh voice yelled. Her arms burned as she pushed herself from whoever held her in a death grip. Fire coursed through her veins. Her skin prickled with a heat more intense than the hottest summer day.

      “Protect the spirit,” the woman’s voice echoed. “Protect the connection.”

      “I’m scared,” a little boy’s voice said. “She wants to take me away.”

      “What’s happening to her?” Drew asked.

      “I don’t know,” Cheryl whispered.

      “Don’t touch me.” Coral stepped back, holding her hands out. Blisters exploded on her arms, sending red fairy dust into the air. The trail of dust, thicker than most, circled around Cheryl and Drew and with each slight brush of the dust across their bodies, small bubbles dotted their skin, bursting into flames.

      “You can control what is not yours,” the woman’s voice whispered. “Ease the spirit’s fear and ensure the future.”

      “Fuck, that hurts,” Drew said behind a clenched jaw as he grabbed his sister, dragging her toward the bathroom.

      All Coral could do was stand there and try to command the dust to return to her aura. She’d seen Daphne do it a dozen times and Isadore as well, but this stuff didn’t want to come back.

      She also knew the woman in her head was right. She wasn’t hurting Drew and Cheryl, but the spirit was, and she had to stop it.

      Running toward the bathroom, she tried to collect as much of the red powdery stuff attacking both Drew and his sister. “Oh, no, you don’t.” Gritting her teeth, she ran her hand through the cloud, breaking up the particles. It seemed to work, but they still coated so much of Drew and Cheryl, and even with both of them standing under the shower, the dust continued to swirl around them.

      Coral reached into the shower with open hands.

      “What the fuck are you doing?” Drew yelled.

      “You’re making it worse.” Cheryl ducked her head under the running water, blisters covering her face.

      “Please, trust me.” Coral’s heart pounded as she waved her hands in the air, pushing the fairy dust around, breaking it apart as much as she could. Maybe if she focused on happy things, like she did as a kid, she could change the energy of this fairy magic.

      Raising her hands over her head, she tossed what she could out of the bathroom. When she repeated the motion, blue, flakey granules flew from her fingertips, mixing with the red, until it all fell into the bottom of the tub, swirling down the drain. The blue dust turned to white but continued to spread across Drew and Cheryl, their blisters slowly disappearing.

      Coral dropped to her knees. The searing pain stabbed like lightning in her head. She held her hands over her ears, trying to make it stop, but it got worse and worse.

      “I wouldn’t touch her, if I were you.” Cheryl’s words cut through the storm in Coral’s brain.

      She wanted to agree because she didn’t have it in her to create whatever healing powers she might have developed before they burned into ashes.

      “She’s my fated mate. I’m not going to leave her side,” Drew said.

      Coral rocked back and forth, her eyes shut tight. It wasn’t so much the pain that affected her, but the conflict and confused that lingered in her mind. Warm, strong arms engulfed her. She struggled to get away. She didn’t want to hurt anyone, and if he held her, he’d probably die.

      “Don’t hurt him. Or his sister. They are trying to help us.” She hoped the spirit could hear and understand her words.

      “Relax,” Drew whispered.

      She could have sworn his lips brushed across her forehead as he carried her somewhere. “Whatever that was, it’s over, and neither Cheryl nor I are hurt. It’s okay.”

      She shook her head. Nothing was ever going to be okay.

      “Coral. Open your eyes,” he commanded as he lay her on what she thought might be the sofa, but when she blinked her eyes open, she was too aware of being in a bed.

      His bed.

      She knew this because it smelled like pine and thick, autumn air at sunset.

      “I’m going to leave now,” Cheryl said. “I think Chaz needs to know what happened here and maybe Isadore can help with her.”

      “Her, has a name and I think you should use it.” Drew brushed Coral’s hair from her face.

      The pain subsided to a dull headache. “I’m sorry. I don’t know how that happened.”

      “We’ll figure it out,” he said softly, rubbing a thumb over her cheek, staring into her eyes as if he honestly cared.

      A restlessness stirred inside.

      “Whoever is inside me did that. I would never hurt you or anyone in our family.” The word our rattled in her mind.

      “I know you wouldn’t, and whatever you did made the burning stop and actually go away completely. But I don’t think it did for you.” He gently lifted her arm, showing charred skin up and down her hands and arms.

      She sucked in a breath and blinked back the tears. “I should be able to help heal myself,” she whispered.

      He stood and turned toward the door.

      “Where are you going?” she asked with a terror-filled voice.

      “We need a first aid kit while we wait for your sister.”

      “Please, don’t leave me.” She worried if he walked out that door, whoever was inside her would do something drastic.

      As if burning everyone wasn’t horrific enough.

      “All right.” He sat on the edge of the bed. “Does it hurt a lot?”

      She bit down on her lower lip and focused on the burns. “Not as much as it should.”

      “Then perhaps you are healing yourself, and it’s just taking you some time.”

      She nodded.

      “I won’t let them take me away from you,” the boy’s voice echoed again. “They want me gone.”

      “Who are you?”

      But she got no answer in return.
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      Drew anxiously wrapped Coral’s burnt arms with cream and cool compresses while he waited for reinforcements.

      She let out a long sigh.

      “Did I hurt you?”

      “No,” she said. “And look.” She pointed to her right hand. “It’s healing.”

      “I knew it would, but it’s going to drain you, so why don’t you take a nap.” He sat on the edge of the bed, his hand resting on her thigh. Guilt plagued his heart for leaving her to burn while he took his sister into the bathroom.

      He should have found a way to ensure all three of them got to safety.

      But what concerned him the most, was that as soon as she started sending out a different color of dust, he and his sister were free from pain, and the blisters vanished. It was as if nothing happened to them other than getting wet.

      Where poor Coral still suffered.

      “We can’t afford for me to do that. I need to read the spell, and we need to watch whatever Cheryl brought over.”

      “We’ll get to it. Please. Just shut your eyes for a minute or two. I’ll make some tea or coffee or cocoa. What do you like?”

      “Coffee would be nice.”

      “All right. I’ll be back shortly.” He inched closer, licking his lips before brushing his mouth against hers.

      She responded with a slight gasp before kissing him back. It wasn’t the kind of kiss that rocked his world, but he loved that she tasted like blueberries, which he thought kind of funny, but fitting since that was his favorite fruit.

      “That was nice,” she said, tilting her head to the side. “I’m so sorry, Drew.”

      “For what?”

      “For trying to kill you.”

      He laughed. “You did no such thing.” He pulled her into his arms, kissing her cheek and drinking in her fruity smell. She was sweet.

      And innocent.

      Yet powerful.

      He pulled back. “Have you ever had a boyfriend?”

      Her cheeks flushed. “No. My father wouldn’t have approved. I might not really remember a lot, but I do know he scared me and that I hated how he treated my sister. The older I got, the more I understood, the more I knew we needed to get out. Isadore always had a plan.”

      “She’s a badass chick.”

      “And I’m a pathetic, possessed girl who is stuck somewhere between knowing that I’m meant to be with you and wanting to run away forever. Yet, even as charming as that kiss was, I know it’s not like what Isadore and Nico have. Or Chaz and Daphne.”

      “I think once we banish the being, it will be different for us.” He kissed her forehead and stood.

      “And I won’t shoot fireballs at your face.”

      He smiled, resting his hands on his hips. “Was that your first real kiss?”

      “You mean all the other ones were fake?” She cocked her head and batted her thick eyelashes.

      “Look who is teasing now.” But that didn’t really make him feel better. Not that he’d had many girlfriends. It was that he was five years older; it was that she had yet to see the world. She hadn’t experienced anything but ugliness, and she should be able to go and enjoy the next few years.

      Not have the weight of a new creature on her shoulders.

      “I haven’t kissed many men. Only two.”

      He arched a brow as a pang of jealousy shocked his heart with a mini jolt. “But no boyfriends?”

      “Well, last year, I sort of had one. He was in training with Isadore.”

      “How old was he?”

      “Twenty, maybe. Anyway, he was always nice to me, and we’d go for walks. My dad liked him because he was the son of a very respected warlock, high up on the council and he hated fairies and wolves. But I didn’t like him that much, so I didn’t let him kiss me again.”

      Drew scratched the back of his head. “And the other?”

      “My first kiss was when I was sixteen. He was nineteen. It was at the dance at school, but my dad forbade me to see him ever again, and I’d seen what happened to Isadore when she disobeyed him. What about you? How many girlfriends have you had?”

      “A couple, but they honestly bored me to tears. My last one actually wanted Nico, not me, so that kind of soured me in general.” He wished he wanted Coral like he was supposed to.

      “You’re much more handsome.”

      “Are you flirting with me?” What a dumb question that was when he’d been the one who started it. But the idea that something was indeed brewing gave him hope.

      A feeling he hadn’t expected.

      She touched her lips, nodding. “But the kiss angered the thing inside me.”

      “How do you know?” He sat back on the edge of the bed.

      She held out her fisted hand. Red sparks popped off her burning skin.

      “Jesus,” he muttered. “You need to tell me when something like this is happening.” He went to grab her hand, but she yanked it away.

      “It doesn’t hurt. Not right now anyway. I don’t know how I did it, but I’ve been able to contain it, but if you touch it, I fear it will do something horrible.”

      Drew bolted from the bed and paced. “Tell it to leave you alone.”

      “I think he hears you and is also responding to your anger.”

      “He?” Drew paused at the foot of the bed, glaring.

      “I can’t be sure, but he sounds like a boy.”

      “So, now you’re talking to it? Why didn’t you tell me? Coral. You can’t keep shit like this from me. Not if we’re going to banish this thing.”

      “It just happened in the last ten minutes.”

      Drew opened his mouth, but she lifted her other hand, covering the sparks with a blanket of blue dust.

      “He doesn’t want to be separated from me.”

      “Well, that’s just too fucking bad, because you belong to me,” Drew ground out before turning on his heels. He left the bedroom, slamming the door shut.

      “Well, hello, brother,” Nico said, standing in the family room. “That sounded like an interesting fight.”

      “I’ll say.” Isadore moved past her husband.

      “She’s in there,” Drew said, falling back on the sofa. “Whatever is inside her doesn’t want to leave; she now says she’s spoken to him and currently her hand is spitting fire while her other one keeps putting it out. God, I need a drink.”

      “You boys bond over a beer, I’m going to go talk to my sister,” Isadore said, disappearing into the bedroom.

      “You okay?” Nico pulled two longnecks from the fridge and handed one to Drew.

      He took a slow draw, but it soured his belly even more. “Not really. She’s gone from Little-Miss-Happy, to acting as if she hates me, to flirting with me, to throwing fireballs at me.”

      “You look like you survived.” Nico sat on the chair across from the sofa, resting his feet on the coffee table.

      “And then I went and kissed her.”

      Nico laughed.

      “I don’t see why that’s funny.”

      “She’s your fated. It’s normal.” Nico arched a brow. “Feel the pull yet?”

      “I feel something, but it’s not anything like what any other wolf has described and what is worse, I can tell whatever is inside her doesn’t want me around. It’s like when I get close, he pushes me back somehow.”

      “Cheryl said she felt a presence, and that it was like the being was trying to tell her to go away. I don’t want you.”

      “The guy living inside her has an agenda, but have no idea what it really is, but I don’t think it’s about survival.”

      “Guy?”

      “Oh. Yeah. Coral just informed me she communicated with him. Said he was a boy or something. I’m not going to last three days in this cabin with her.”

      “You don’t have a choice. Hopefully Cheryl will find something in all the artwork that was found from the Royal Fairy castle.”

      Drew nodded. “I want to feel something. I really do.”

      “That’s better than not wanting to know your mate was sent to kill you.”

      “Well, yours didn’t burn you.”

      “True.” Nico leaned forward. “It will work out. I know it will.”

      Nico had to say that for the sake of his unborn children. If it didn’t, his life would become a living hell, and no way would Drew let that happen.
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      Coral sat crisscrossed on Drew’s bed, fluffing the pillows, making room for her sister.

      “Want to tell me what’s going on?” Isadore asked, laying on her side with a hand on her growing belly, rubbing it gently.

      Then it bounced.

      “That’s got to feel really weird.” Coral wanted to touch and feel the babies move, but she feared hot dust would fly from her fingers, hurting the children.

      “Weird isn’t the right word. What’s shocking is that I’m actually enjoying being pregnant and looking forward to being a mother. Imagine that? Me? A mom.” Isadore shook her head as she adjusted her ponytail with her free hand. “Never thought I’d see that day.”

      She’d always been a tomboy, which is why, when they thought they were witches, her being a warrior made perfect sense. But since being on the farm, Isadore had softened some. Her facial features weren’t so hard and tight. Though, Coral wished Isadore would stop wearing black eyeliner. It made her look less feminine, and she really was beautiful with her dark hair and muscular frame.

      And Coral had always liked gazing into her sister’s warm and caring eyes.

      “You always took care of me, so you’ll be a great mom.”

      “I didn’t do a very good job of protecting you.” Isadore ran her fingers through Coral’s blond waves. “I might have stopped Dad from beating you, but I should have known that something was wrong. You weren’t like other people. You were happy at the worst times of our lives and I never understood that. You’ve changed so much since being here, and I can’t figure out if it’s you getting stronger and pushing this being out yourself, or it’s the being and not that I haven’t loved you all my life, but I think this you, not the little girl who giggled at everything.”

      Coral tilted her head. The one thing she knew for sure was that what she believed had been her reality had been nothing but a fake cloud of happiness.

      But had she really ever been that happy?

      “Drew kissed me,” she blurted out.

      “That’s a good sign.” Isadore smiled wide. Did you like it?”

      Coral touched her lips. “Oh yeah, but the boy inside me didn’t. It frightened him.”

      “How do you know?” Isadore asked, her fingers still stroking Coral’s hair. When they’d been kids, Isadore would always brush Coral’s hair. They didn’t talk much because while Isadore knew that Coral didn’t believe that all fairies should be destroyed, like the witch coven that had raised them, Coral also didn’t let anyone know how she felt.

      But now she realized, that hadn’t been her.

      Or had it been her and the creature?

      “Since the twins were born, it’s like there is a raging battle growing inside me.”

      “Like a clash over control?”

      “No. It’s not that.” Coral turned her head, catching her sister’s gaze. “I’ve only started to feel this way in the last few hours, and every minute something is different. It’s like for the first eighteen years of my life, this boy, whoever he is, has been controlling me. Or maybe helping you protect me and now he’s just all of a sudden moved from the forefront to a little corner in my soul.”

      Isadore sat up, pulling Coral with her. “Have you told this to Drew?”

      “Some. It’s just that it’s all coming to me now and it’s hard to keep up. But what if it’s all false? I mean, our entire life was a lie.”

      “Some of it was, but we need to focus on our future.”

      “Something else happened. I heard a woman’s voice. She told me to make the right choice, but I don’t know what that means.” Coral felt something shift in her brain like a motorized shade slowly lowering.

      Isadore pushed off the bed, her voice morphing into a muffled sound as if traveling from a long distance. “Nico! Drew! Get in here!”

      “What’s wrong? Are the babies…” Coral’s voice trailed off as she tried to swallow, but it was like someone tied a rubber band around her throat. White and blue fairy dust floated around her body, closing her off from the rest of the room. She tried to call for her sister, who faded behind the thick particles, but she couldn’t make a single noise.

      “I’m scared to leave you.”

      “You have to leave me,” Coral said inside her head, hoping this boy could hear her and respond.

      “I know that now,” the boy said. “I’m sorry that I almost hurt your friends.”

      “Almost? You burned them. And me.” Was she really having a conversation with some boy inside her head?

      “It wasn’t real. I don’t think I have real powers. Yet.”

      “What the heck does that mean? And who are you?”

      “I thought I was you all this time, but whatever is happening out there is changing me.”

      “Can you see through my eyes?” She tried to turn her mind’s eye inward, wanting to see him, but all she could make out was a light-blue cloud in the corner of her soul.

      “I used to be able to. I also used to be able to hear. And now the noises are muffled. I think I’m dying,” the boy said.

      She shivered. “We’ve been told we need to banish you or my sister’s babies will all die.”

      The boy inside turned hot. “You want to kill me.”

      “No! We have to get you out of me and into a place we can protect you. But we don’t know what to do after that.” She tried to mentally wrap her arms around the spirit, but he wouldn’t let her close. “I don’t want to hurt you. We have less than three days to figure out how to safely take you from my body. We’ve been told we have to keep you safe.”

      “I know there are people out there that want me gone.”

      “There are a lot of bad people in this world. In all worlds. But no one on this farm will hurt you. I can promise that. Can you help us? Can you tell me what you know?”

      “I only know that I’m not connected to you the same way, since I thought I was you. And that I feel like I’m fading.”

      “Wait. You have to be a fairy since you’re making fairy dust, right?”

      A warm feeling coated her skin like a winter jacket. “Yes. Yes. I think that I am!” the boy exclaimed, but seconds later, the happy feeling faded. “I’m not a whole person. That is why I need you. I don’t know how I know that. I just do.”

      “You need to let me go right now so I can talk to Drew.”

      “This Drew. Is he the man who kissed you?”

      “He’s a good man.”

      “Yes. I’m sure he is,” the boy said. “Please, don’t let me fade away into nothing.”

      “I won’t. I don’t really understand it all, but whoever you are, you have to exist, but it can’t be inside my body.”

      “Thank you, Coral.”

      “What is your name?” she asked.

      “I wish I knew.”

      “How about we give you a name?”

      “I can’t think of anything.”

      “Why don’t we call you Dayton? And why are you wrapping me up in dust?”

      “I think someone can hear me out there and I don’t like, but I don’t think I could do it again. Dayton feels okay.”

      “All right, Dayton. Let me go from this cocoon and I’ll make sure no one hurts. Ever.”

      Coral slumped into someone’s arms, letting out a long sigh. Exhaustion assaulted her muscles, her mind unable to focus on anything, not even the man kissing her forehead, whispering in her ear that everything was going to be okay.
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      “That was different.”

      Drew glanced up at his brother, who stood at the foot of the bed. Isadore sat on the side, holding her sister’s hand while Drew had a death grip on Coral’s upper body. His arms wrapped so tight around her, he worried he was actually hurting her. But he needed her heart to beat against his chest and feel her warm breath on his skin.

      “It was a protective wrap,” Isadore said with a scowl. “But it didn’t come from Coral.”

      “But it was fairy dust,” Drew said.

      Coral moaned.

      “Shhhh.” Drew smoothed down her hair. “You need to rest.”

      “She’s trying to tell us something,” Isadore said.

      “Try projecting,” Nico said.

      “It only works if we’ve mated.” Drew’s heart thumped in his throat. At twenty-three, taking a mate hadn’t been the highest thing on his to-do list, but he did want what his brothers had.

      Eventually.

      He wasn’t ready for this, and he didn’t think Coral was either.

      “We are dealing with a new normal, so just try it.” Isadore released Coral’s hand, slipping from the bed. She stood next to her husband, resting her hand on her growing belly.

      Drew nodded. He could speak to his wolf pack in his mind. It didn’t require energy, nor did he have to think about it. It was as natural as the sun kissing the horizon. But he had no idea how to reach Coral.

      “Are you in pain?”

      Well, that was a stupid question. He should have started with something a bit more sensitive. Or maybe sweet.

      “Do you need anything?”

      “No,” her voice echoed in his mind.

      “Coral? Is that you?”

      “No, it’s the tooth fairy,” she projected with a little bit of a giggle, even though her projection had been faint, and he really had to concentrate to listen.

      “I’ve been told the tooth fairy is a myth.”

      “Tell that to her,” Coral said. “How did you get in my head?”

      How did he respond to that question? Did he tell her it had to be because he was claiming her as his mate? If he did that, he had to accept that maybe he might never feel that overwhelming sense of devotion he saw his brothers had for their wives.

      Or what his father felt for his mother. Their love was the kind that books were written about.

      “Mates can talk this way.”

      “Are we mating?”

      “I honestly don’t know. We can talk about that later.” He took a moment to break the connection. “Do you two mind?” He waved toward the door.

      “I take it you’re communicating.” Nico smiled, and while it was genuine, his jaw was tight with stress.

      “We are, but she also needs her rest. I’ll call you if I need you.”

      “I’d feel better if we took the other bedroom for the night,” Isadore said.

      Drew coughed. That meant he either had to sleep in here with Coral, or on the sofa. “If that’s what you want.”

      “It’s settled.” Nico placed his hand on his wife’s back and guided them out of the bedroom, clicking the door closed.

      “Sorry. I just couldn’t stand them staring at us,” Drew said.

      “I’m glad you asked them to leave. I’m tired.”

      “Before you sleep, can you tell me what happened because when Nico and I walked into the room, you were covered with fairy dust like bees over honey.”

      “It was a nice feeling, actually.”

      “So, you felt safe?” He knew he could have changed from projecting, to talking, but he kind of enjoyed this type of communication. It made him feel closer to Coral, and God, he needed something.

      “Yes. And I learned a few things, like the boy in here with me is a fairy, but he doesn’t think he’s whole and he doesn’t wish any of us harm, he just feels like he’s about to fade away into nothing and is trying to protect himself. He doesn’t know who he is, why he’s inside me, but I think he was me for the first eighteen years of my life.”

      “In a really weird way, that makes sense.” He’d been told before that young fairies are a combination of raw intelligence and emotion. They enjoyed life and enjoyed spreading love and did so by making people laugh and feel good. Even as adults, they had a lightness about them. It wasn’t that they didn’t have a care in the world, but more as though they had decided that all the goodness outweighed all the bad shit.

      He wished he felt that way.

      “But I think the more I become me, and you and I…you know…do that mating thing, the more likely he is to be destroyed and if that happens—”

      “We won’t let that happen.”

      “But Isadore said when Nico mated with her, it was instantaneous, and they had no control over it.”

      That certainly was a problem and part of him thought maybe he should back away. For now, he’d kiss her goodnight, go grab a beer, and sleep on the sofa.

      “Get some rest. I’ll be back to check on you shortly.” He kissed her temple, feeling her body relax into the bed. He stopped at the door, glancing over his shoulder. The pull was getting stronger, but he also felt something blocking him.

      The boy.

      And that had to suck the being’s energy as much as it did Coral’s. And if everything he’d told Coral was true, then his fairy light would fade into the abyss and all of this would be for nothing.
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      Coral blinked her eyes open, arching her back. The sun peeked in through the window, warming her face, but it was the body against her that made her heart race and her mind wander to long walks down a dirt road on a cool autumn night.

      “Drew? Is that you?”

      “No, it’s the UPS guy.” His voice rattled with heavy sleep.

      She cocked her elbow and shoved it into his gut.

      “Ouch,” he groaned, pulling her closer. His hot breath tickled her neck. She should feel strange to wake up in a man’s arms, but instead, she felt safe. Comfortable.

      Home.

      “That hurt,” he mused, his lips brushing lightly across the top of her ear.

      She wanted to roll to her side, wrap her arms around him, and gaze into his caring, dark eyes that carried the depth of a man who had the wisdom of a chief. She took in a deep breath, enjoying his woodsy scent. She’d always enjoyed a wolf’s scent, but Drew’s was positively intoxicating. “What time is it?”

      “Probably around six.” He nuzzled his face into her neck. “You’re so beautiful,” he said so softly she wondered if maybe he hadn’t meant to say it at all.

      “Thank you.”

      His body tensed and shifted slightly away, reminding her of all that was at stake.

      “We’re wasting time. Now we have only two days.” Even though she wanted to stay in his arms forever, she had to put some space between them. With every minute that ticked by, the boy grew weaker and weaker. She pulled back the covers, stepping from the bed. Staring down at Drew, an overwhelming sense of duty filled her soul.

      “It’s starting,” she projected to the boy.

      “I know.” The boy’s voice had grown deeper, but also it sounded farther away. “It’s destiny.”

      “But so are you.”

      “We all are,” Drew’s voice boomed in her mind. “Don’t ask me how I got pulled in here, but I can hear you both,” Drew said with an arched brow.

      “I can’t handle this.” Doing her best to shut them both from her mind, she scurried out of the room and into the kitchen, only to come face to face with her sister and Nico making breakfast.

      “Did you sleep—what’s wrong?” Isadore handed a spatula to Nico and raced to Coral’s side.

      “There is a party going on inside my head that I don’t want to be privy to.” She snagged a mug and poured a cup of coffee. The bitter scent filled her nostrils. Blowing on the hot liquid, she glared at her sister. “What?”

      “Since when do you drink that?” Isadore pointed.

      “I’ve been drinking it since… since…” Coral looked to the ceiling, watching the fan spin overhead. “I like coffee, but I’ve never had it before, have I?”

      “No. You haven’t.” Isadore stepped back, looking Coral up and down.

      “You’re freaking me out.” Coral knew things had changed so drastically since they’d fled their childhood home, but it had become painfully apparent that she had become someone else.

      “You’re so different.” Her sister blinked but smiled, and that made Coral feel a little better.

      “Your voice has changed, too.” Nico flipped a pancake, putting it on a plate and setting it on the table.

      “You look like a woman, not a little girl,” Isadore said.

      Nico laughed. “I noticed that a long—”

      “Finish that statement, husband, and you will be sleeping in the doghouse.” Isadore waggled her finger.

      “I like your family,” the boy…no, now he sounded like a man. But a man so far away that she wondered if he was hours from fading into nothingness.

      “I’m currently finding them insanely odd.”

      “Am I odd?” Drew asked as he stepped into the room, smiling at her like he might actually be totally into her.

      “You’re not family,” she said.

      “He’s your mate, so he’s more than family, and I think I know my birth name. It’s Norse.”

      “That’s a weird name,” Coral projected. “I like Dayton better.”

      “I think it means something,” Norse said. “I want to be called Norse now, okay?”

      “Absolutely,” Coral said.

      “I’ll get my sister to look into it.” Drew placed his hand on Coral’s shoulder. “Trust me, I know how strange this is, and I can’t say that I like my private thoughts with you being heard by Norse, but until we figure this out, the three of us have to become friends.”

      “I’m being pulled farther and farther away, so I won’t be projecting myself to either of you very often,” Norse said.

      “What are you two talking about?” Nico asked, waving the spatula in the air. “Because I can tell when you’re projecting.”

      “If you feel too far away, tell me. Maybe if I leave—”

      Norse interrupted Drew. “It’s not you. I feel stronger with you here.”

      “Hopefully, that is a good sign.” Coral sipped her coffee, her taste buds cheering as if they’d just won the super bowl. She remembered being in her father’s kitchen, smelling the rich aroma and hating it, yet wanting to savor it so badly it made her crazy.

      “For the record, I hate coffee,” Norse said with a slight laugh. “I’ll leave you all alone to figure things out.”

      “One of you better start talking.” Nico dropped a plate of pancakes on the table.

      “It’s too weird to say out loud.” Coral settled into one of the seats. She felt more like herself, what she knew of herself, and that cluttered her mind. Her memories swirled with those of Norse’s. It was almost as if they were trading places. As if for years, she lurked in a dark corner of her mind, unable to break free from a chain that had been created to protect her.

      So, how did she do the same thing for Norse?

      “We’re both in contact with the being, who thinks his name is Norse,” Drew said, getting his own mug before sitting at the table. He winked when he glanced in her direction.

      Her stomach filled with butterflies. It reminded her of the first time she’d ever smelled a fairy.

      Wait? She’d smelled one? She was one. So that didn’t make sense to her, but maybe it was Norse who had…

      No. He was a fairy too.

      She sucked in air through her nose, trying to decipher all the scents in the room.

      Wolf.

      Fairy.

      Wolfairies.

      Isadore’s twins.

      It was the scent of the Wolfairies that caught her attention. She’d loved the scent of Finn and Ivy the second she’d lifted one of them into her arms. She could rest her nose against their tiny, little heads and take in the sweet, innocent aroma all day long.

      A tickle of a memory of something similar massaged her mind. Maybe it was a memory of Norse?

      Well, she’d bother him and Drew with that idea later.

      “You spoke to it?” Nico asked with wide eyes. “Like projected with it?”

      “Exactly.” Drew raised his mug. “He seems like a nice enough fairy and not only do we need to get him out, we need to put him somewhere to keep what’s left of him together.”

      “Left?” Isadore asked.

      “He feels like he’s disappearing,” Coral added.

      “The vase,” Isadore said. “It worked for Ralph and all the other Royals. That should be a good place for him.”

      “Why don’t we go get it?” Nico set the griddle next to the sink. “Maybe all she needs is to come in contact with it.”

      “I was the one hiding it, so I don’t think that is the case.” Coral remembered feeling the positive energy that came off the glass bottle, and it really helped her when her sister had been out of the house when they’d been kids. It helped her stay happy and focused on… no. It helped Norse stay on task. Even though he had no idea he was inside her to protect her, he’d done it.

      “You haven’t touched it since I opened it.” Isadore jumped from the table. “It can’t hurt to try.”

      “Go get it and we’ll devour these pancakes,” Drew said, stabbing a fork into a fluffy stack.

      “I’m starving.” Coral followed his lead, waving her fork in the air and smiling. “We’ll be here, enjoying these.”

      Nico laughed, shoving a laptop across the table. “And looking at the flash drive Cheryl gave you because I think this might be important. And you might have Norse, or whoever, watch it too.”

      “I’d forgotten about this.” Drew put the stick in the side of the computer.

      “I like weddings,” Coral said, then nearly choked on her pancakes as everyone in the room stared with her as if she’d just caught the garter belt.
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      “Are you ready?”

      Coral stood behind Drew, who sat in front of the computer, his fingers hovering over the keyboard. “I don’t think my life could get any weirder.”

      Drew laughed as he glanced over his shoulder with a half-smile. His facial muscles relaxed, and his eyes sparkled like the night sky peppered with stars. When he looked at her like that, her insides melted like butter sizzling in a pan. “It just might when we go to pull out Norse.”

      “I’m totally sure that is his name. I mean, my father has a fairy name, Ralph, and when he was in a human body, he was Peter.”

      “I think you have a thing for the name Dayton. Was it one of those boys who kissed you?”

      She laughed. “Jealousy doesn’t look good on you, but no. Do you want to know their names?”

      “God no.” He narrowed his eyes. “Can we change the subject?”

      She patted his shoulder, her thoughts drifting back to Norse. “I feel like I should know more about Norse than I do.”

      “He’s been living inside you for eighteen years, presumably; I suspect he knows you better than I know you.” Drew scowled. “I don’t like that as much as I don’t like knowing someone else’s lips were planted in twisted passion on yours.”

      Coral didn’t like it when his mouth turned into a downward crescent moon. It reminded her of when she’d first come to the farm, and he gave her strange looks. Of course, had she really been herself? No. She’d been a form of her inner self, but as she searched through her memories, she realized it was like sitting in a recliner with a bowl full of popcorn and watching a movie where her body was the star, but her mind was somewhere else.

      She squeezed Drew’s shoulder, digging her fingers into his thick muscles. “If it helps, Norse feels more like a big brother or something.”

      “Might help a little.” He turned his head and clicked a few keys with harsh movements.

      She bit down on her lower lip, suppressing a giggle. “I’d be jealous if some chick were occupying your brain and I can’t say I’m thrilled knowing you’ve been with other women.” Coral rested her chin on his shoulder and waited for the video to start. Her pulse increased as she thought about how he’d kissed her and what it would be like to be with a man.

      Not just any man.

      But Drew.

      Even though the pull wasn’t as strong as Isadore said it would be, there was a sensation of cool water rolling across her warm skin after a long walk in the hot sun.

      Could that be what desire felt like?

      But what did she know of love, much less making it? She shivered.

      “Are you cold?”

      “No.” Her cheeks flushed as she imagined his bare chest. Her hands burned at the memory of his tight abs as they flexed under her touch. He had to know she’d never had sex, and she worried how would he react to know she wasn’t ready and might not be for a while.

      No matter the sensations filling her body.

      Did she have to have sex to mate with him? And if that was part of the ritual, and it was done before they cast out the spirit, what would happen to Norse?

      What would happen to her?

      Too many questions and not enough answers.

      The computer screen blinked just as Isadore took Nico’s hand and stood in front of everyone. The ceremony had been short, to the point, and romantic as hell. Isadore had never looked happier. Only she hadn’t had many days in her young life to be joyous about.

      It hadn’t been a typical wedding. Isadore didn’t wear a dress. Nico didn’t wear a suit. But tradition didn’t matter.

      Their love did, and it showed in their wide smiles and bright eyes.

      Drew appeared on the screen. He didn’t smile as he walked across the front yard, his gaze at his feet, his hands clasped behind his back.

      “You look miserable.”

      “Our lives have changed so much since Chaz met Daphne. It’s been hard to take it in at times,” he said, reaching his hand up and looping it over the back of her neck, squeezing gently. “Why don’t you sit?”

      She lifted her chin from his strong shoulder. A cool breeze rippled across her skin as she pulled out the chair. She liked touching him. Feeling how his body twitched and at the same time the tension he carried in his thick muscles slid off his body.

      “What’s bothering you?” he asked as he turned the computer, so she could see better.

      No way was she going to tell him what she’d been thinking right then and there, but she had other concerns that needed to be addressed. “What we know about the spirit inside me isn’t true.”

      “What do you mean?”

      She kept her focus on the video of the wedding, searching for herself. She was surprised that she’d yet to be seen, but then again, she’d spent most of the time with the young fairies that day, feeling more comfortable with them, even though she felt a strong desire to sit at the grown-ups table. “We were told that I would remain as I was if we didn’t banish the spirit, only I’m changing and if we trust the spirit, he’s dying and that means Gerri and everyone else has it backward.”

      “The Legend of the Wolf and the Fairy Princess was off by a few things, so I’m not surprised that this too could be slightly wrong. We’re dealing with concepts from hundreds of years ago. Lots of things could get lost in the translation. But we also don’t know what will happen if we don’t remove Norse from your body. Will you go back to that person who skipped around the farm like a small child? Will Norse take over again? Will you both die?”

      “None of those are pleasant thoughts.” She leaned away. The idea she could revert back to a clueless child was worse than the concept she might die.

      “I agree.” He let out a long sigh. “You know, I remember wondering where you were for half the reception, but I’m shocked we haven’t seen you yet.”

      “I was off to the side of Isadore during the wedding and it looks like the camera never scanned that way.” Coral leaned in and tapped her finger on the screen and the camera continued to follow Nico and Isadore as they walked hand in hand through the crowd of wolves in the traditional acceptance ceremony of the pack. Right in front of them, Chaz and Daphne paved the way, and following them were Drew and his sister. “I didn’t partake in this because I’m not a wolf nor married to one.”

      “Yet,” Drew said softly.

      She blinked. “Do you want to get married?” Her voice trembled like a little girl who’d been scolded. She hated that sound and wished she hadn’t asked the question.

      “I do, but I’m not in a hurry.” He rested his hand over hers in a loving gesture. “What about you?”

      “I hadn’t ever thought about it until I came here, but yeah, I do. I just don’t think I’m even remotely ready, and we’re being pushed and—”

      “No. We’re not.” He pushed his chair back, turning and cupping her face. “The pressure is only to free the spirit and mate. Mating doesn’t mean we have to get married. I know wolves who have claimed mates when they were too young, but knew they were destined to be together. Think of it like getting engaged. It’s a promise and we can take it as slow as we want.”

      A smile spread slowly across her face. “That’s a relief, but what if we have to produce these Wolfairies right—”

      “Right now, our purpose is to take care of the spirit. That’s it.” He pressed his lips against hers. Slowly at first, but quickly, a fire lit up deep in her belly, and it jolted her from her seat. “We should look at the video,” she said, holding her fingers over her mouth.

      “You didn’t like that?”

      “Quite the opposite, but we need make sure our eyes are on the computer screen, not each other.”

      “Good point.”

      Coral brushed her hair over her shoulders, leaning her elbows on the table, doing her best to ignore the sexy man making her feel like warm honey being spread over a piece of bread fresh from the oven. If being a woman always felt like this, then she was on board one hundred percent.

      “There I am,” she said with so much excitement, fairy dust filled the room. She laughed, pulling the screen closer. “I don’t think I’ll ever get used to…what the hell?”

      “What is it?” Drew dropped his arm protectively over her shoulders.

      She squinted as she pressed her palms against the table. A talk, dark shape followed her as she skipped with some of the fairy children during a dance at the reception. It almost looked like dull, black fairy dust in the form of the same large wolf she’d seen in her vision.

      “Do you see that?” she asked, trying to keep her balance.

      “I do.”

      The roaring sound of the ocean waves crashing against the sand filled her mind. A white cloud of dust flew over her head. Reaching her hands out, she tried to push it away, but it circled her entire body. In the distance, she saw the wolf she’d seen in her one and only vision. He sat at the edge of the woods, staring at her with empty eyes. She wore a spring dress, though when she glanced up, the sky filled with snowflakes.

      While she knew her body was sitting in Drew’s kitchen, the dust that had coated her, took her somewhere else.

      It didn’t feel like her fairy powers had created it, but she didn’t really know what that was like.

      But she knew it wasn’t Norse.

      Looking around, she tried to find a clue as to where she might be but found nothing. She took in a deep breath, and let the vision, if that is truly what it was, come to fruition.

      Black birds, maybe crows, flapped their wings overhead, as if to lead the way.

      She took a few tentative steps forward, surprised that she wasn’t cold, considering her bare feet crunched in thick snow.

      The wolf raised up to all fours. She paused for a second; a familiar presence eased into the vision.

      “Wait,” Drew’s voice howled.

      She glanced over her shoulder to see a beautiful brown and white wolf charging toward her. “How did you get in here?” she asked with a sense of delight and trickle of unrest.

      “Where is here?” He stopped in front of her, blocking her from moving forward. His big blue eyes staring intently into hers.

      “I don’t know. But I had a vision once of this place and you and that wolf over there.” She pointed toward the tree line. “I thought maybe in the vision that big over there was you, because you always looked at me weird and he’s kind of intimidating.”

      “He’s not like me.” Drew turned and growled.

      The dark wolf took a few steps back.

      “How is he different?” she asked.

      “He’s not a werewolf. Just your plain old regular wolf, only he’s twice my size, so that tells me something is off with him.”

      “He looks sad. Empty.”

      “Maybe hungry,” Drew said with a teasing tone. “Can we go now?”

      She shook her head. “This is a vision. I have to find out what it means.”

      “You said you had it before.”

      Reaching down, she scratched the top of Drew’s head, enjoying him being near in this form. He stood about three inches taller than her waist, which was a decent size wolf. His coat felt like silk between her fingers. “Yes. And you were here, only I didn’t know the wolf beside me was you, making me feel safe.”

      “I’m glad you feel safe around me.” Drew turned and started inching toward the woods. “You lead the way, but if that thing over there shows any aggression, stay back, got it?”

      She kept her hand on the back of his neck, taking her steps side by side with his.

      The dark wolf lowered his head as he moved slowly, as if he were an old man with weak bones.

      “I don’t like this,” Drew said softly. “Something isn’t right with that creature.”

      “He’s harmless.”

      “How do you know?”

      “I don’t, but I feel a sense of utter loneliness in him. Almost like someone damaged his soul, leaving him broken and alone.”

      Drew nudged her with his snout. “Stay back. Let me greet him.”

      She wasn’t about to argue with Drew. Even though she no longer feared the dark creature, he could eat her in two bites if he wanted to. She wrapped her arms around her middle. In a fight, that big, dark wolf could do some damage to Drew.

      “Be careful.”

      “Yes, dear,” he said, glancing over his broad, wolf shoulder. “God, that sounded just like my father.”

      Titus. Coral remembered the first time she’d met Drew’s father. Talk about an intimidating wolf. But it was Ellen, Drew’s mother, that made Coral stand up a little straighter. A beautiful human with a captivating soul. Ellen had a distinct hardness about her, but it wasn’t directed at herself or anyone else for that matter. No. It was more of a perfect combination of humility and confidence that most humans never found.

      Humans tended to boast and puff out their chests worse than wolf packs marking their territory, but it was usually false bravado.

      Ellen possessed none of that.

      “Your father is a good man. You’re lucky to have him.”

      Drew lowered his head before turning and heading across the open field.

      Seconds later, a cement wall dropped between her and her fated, shaking the ground below her feet.

      “Drew!” she screamed as she raced toward the wall, pounding her fists against the hard surface that stretched past the clouds in the sky. “Drew.” She dropped her forehead on the cold concrete.

      “He’s fine.”

      She stiffened at the sound of a woman’s voice. The same woman she’d heard telling her to make the right choice. Slowly, she turned, searching for the source, but all she saw were the sparkling snowflakes falling from the sky.

      “Hello?” Coral called.

      “Hello back,” the woman’s voice said, giggling. “It’s so good to see you again.”

      “Again?” Coral turned in a circle, covering her eyes as the bright flickering of the snow blinded her. “I never saw you before. But are you the same woman who asked me to make the right choice?”

      “Yes. But we have meet before. It’s been many, many moons, but I knew your mother.”

      “Knew?” Coral asked. “And what did you mean about making the right choice?”

      A light flashed as a tall woman floated from the sky, her blond hair flowing over her shoulders like an angel. She wore all white, and little hummingbirds buzzed about her head.

      “You could reject your fate, reject your mate, and be the happy little creature with no future. Or, you can unravel the puzzle.”

      Coral let out a long breath. She had already accepted Drew in her mind. Now her heart just needed to follow suit. “How do I know you?”

      “In this world, I am Hera. In your world, my name was Iris.”

      “Was?” Coral clutched her tight chest. Fear continued to run through her mind without Drew at her side.

      “Wow. Your pull to the wolf is stronger than I anticipated,” Hera said as she floated closer.

      Coral took a step back.

      “I’m not here to hurt you. Or your wolf. But I am here to warn you.”

      “Of what?” Coral blinked her eyes as the snowflakes turned to raindrops.

      “Of this.” Hera waved her hand, and an opening in the wall appeared and images of the farm filled the darkness like a hologram. Wolves howled. Fairies screamed. Creatures scattered everywhere as arrows from the sky sought out flesh. “It’s not just the destruction of the Wolfairies that is at stake. Your mate’s pack, the largest and strongest wolf pack in all the world, will be wiped out and not because they are the fated protectors, but there is a secret that the visionary didn’t tell King Lear when he cast the Royals to human form. It’s not just the unions of the fated that is necessary, but the reunion and rebirth of where it all began.”

      “I don’t understand,” Coral said, her heart hammering in her chest. “What are you telling me?” The rain turned to a waterfall, and Coral found herself under it, the woman on the other side. She could barely see Hera. “What am I supposed to do?”

      “That I can’t tell you.”

      “Why not?”

      Hera reached her hand through the water, and it opened up, letting the sunrays beam through. “Because I don’t know.”

      Hera disappeared, as did the waterfall. The sky grew dark, and in the distance, she could see the woods. She took off running. “Drew,” she called, but he didn’t answer. A flash of lightning filled the sky.

      Then everything went black.
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      “Coral!” Drew howled as he took off in a full run toward the wall but skidded to a stop when it turned into a castle and the dark wolf jumped in front of him.

      Besides the wolf being fucking huge, Drew didn’t know what kind of creature it was since it didn’t smell like a wolf, a dog, a human, a fairy, or anything in between. It actually had a non-scent. Like stepping outside into a day that didn’t feel like it was part of a season. A day that was neither cool, nor warm. Cold nor hot. Not a scent of fresh flowers, humid air. No cool breeze bringing in a change.

      Almost like the creature didn’t exist.

      Drew took a step to the side as he let a low growl hum from his throat, showing his teeth.

      The dark wolf moved with him, not making a single sound.

      “Move,” Drew said.

      The wolf sat, cocking his head as if he wasn’t quite sure what Drew had said.

      “I’m going in that castle, and you’re not stopping me.”

      “No. You’re not,” a man’s voice said from somewhere in the distance. “You can’t.”

      Drew exhaled out of his nostrils, lowering his head in aggression. “Resorting to parlor tricks by casting your voice elsewhere?”

      “He can’t communicate. Not yet anyway.” A man appeared next to the wolf. He was an older gentleman, maybe close to Drew’s father’s age. He had grey hair, and he barely stood as tall as the wolf. He rested his hand on the wolf’s head and scratched.

      “Who are you?” Drew sniffed the air, catching a very slight coconut scent mixed with pine.

      A werewolf.

      And a fairy?

      “I’m the keeper of the Royal Castle, and you are not to go in.”

      “Why not?” Over the years, Drew had seen drawings of the Royal Fairy Castle, and this came pretty damn close with tall towers and a wall that snaked on for miles. Thick vegetation of beautiful flowers lined the walls.

      “I do not know. I was just told to make sure you did not cross the bridge.” The man pointed behind him and to the north. “Not yet anyway.”

      Drew nearly laughed out loud. The drawbridge had been pulled up, and rumor had it that the waters below were filled with monsters able to tear through any creature in seconds.

      But that wasn’t what he found funny.

      He shouldn’t be able to communicate like this with anyone but his pack, his mate, and maybe a few Royals.

      “Who told you that?”

      “The visionary.” The man raised his hands to his mouth as if he were about to whisper into someone’s ear. “He has lied to King Lear and he’s using a medium to help the new visionary, the one that will not only be able to see the future, but the past, see what must be done when she has not yet come into her powers.” The man waggled an eyebrow. “Nor taken care of her brother.”

      “What the fuck does that mean?” Drew had quickly grown tired of this fairy’s games. And Drew believed this man to be of the trickery variety of fairies he’d read about in the old books his sister had found. Drew wondered what kind of game the wolf had been playing since Drew knew the mixture of scents had to be these two keeping him from finding Coral and protecting her.

      “You, my dear lad, know more than you think.” The man tapped his temple. “You might be young and oh so innocent, but you are a smart one. It will all come together. You and Coral must trust each other. You must get others to believe what you know because they won’t want to believe it.” The man waved his hand in the air, and the large wolf ran back off into the woods. The castle crumbled as if it had been demolished by a controlled explosion. The man floated into the air, fading into the blue sky.

      Drew raced through the tall wildflowers. The intoxicating scent of fresh cut lilies bottled with an ocean breeze tickled his nostrils.

      “Coral,” he called. He sensed her close. Smelled her. “Coral!”

      Panic gripped his heart, squeezing the life out of him. All he could think was that somehow the castle had gobbled her up, taking her with it to whatever land it had sprung from.

      It was then he saw Coral, lying in a clearing.

      His pulse pounded in his head. The roar of his blood rushed through his veins, thundering in his head like lava irrupting from a volcano. If anything had happened to her, there would be hell to pay, and he’d be just the wolf to deliver it.

      Five feet from where her body stretched out, he slowed his pace. Her chest rose up slowly as fairy dust trickled from her lips.

      Her life breath.

      Thank God.

      Nudging his nose against her neck, he licked gently. She tasted like a little piece of heaven wrapped in chocolate and sprinkled with caramel. He curled up next to her as he turned from wolf to man. Resting his arm over her body, he closed his eyes. “I will never let anyone hurt you. Ever. I promise to be by your side forever.”

      Exhaustion swept his body like the ocean taking the sand during low tide. A rainbow of colors filled his mind as he drifted off…

      “What the fuck are they doing?”

      The laughter of both of Drew’s brothers jolted him awake. He blinked his eyes, rubbing them as he sat, realizing he and Coral had been curled up on his kitchen floor.

      And his clothes had been torn from his body as he must have shifted for real in whatever that vision had been. His cheeks flushed as he glanced at Coral, who had started to stir.

      “Well I’ll be damned. They mated,” Nico said, his voice waffling between humor and tension.

      “Shit,” Drew muttered. “Will you please toss me that blanket?” He pointed to the fleece on the sofa. Chaz tossed it at him. “I’m not sure I want to know what happened here.”

      “I’m not sure I want to tell you.” Drew wrapped himself in the blanket before shaking Coral’s shoulder. “We’ve got company.”

      “Huh?” she mumbled.

      He pulled her to a sitting position. “You okay?”

      She blinked her eyes open, coating his face with fairy dust. “Are you?”

      Narrowing his eyes while his brothers laughed their asses off, he pushed aside the fairy dust. “I’m fine. What did you see in the Royal Castle?”

      “She was in what?” Chaz asked, turning serious as he stepped forward.

      “I wasn’t in it. I was behind a wall and spoke to a fairy named Hera, but she said her name in my world was Iris.” She faced Drew, looking him up and down with wide eyes.

      He clutched the blanket tighter. He’d had a couple of girlfriends, but he’d never been intimate with them, a fact his brothers knew well.

      And here he stood, covered in nothing but a blanket, after being found on the floor with her in his arms.

      Thank God she was completely clothed.

      He swallowed, picturing what she looked like under her cute, little shorts and tank top, which left very little to the imagination.

      He choked on his breath. “I shifted while in the vision.”

      “You were in the vision?”

      “I think I was part of it,” Drew said. “Let me get some clothes on, and we can sit down and talk this out.” Drew turned on his heels and made a beeline for his bedroom. Once inside, he fell against the door. His lungs burned as gasped for air. He meant what he’d said to her in the field.

      But he also knew neither one of them were ready to be tossed full force into this union. The pull grew stronger every day, and he knew without a doubt, he wanted to be with only Coral for the rest of his life.

      He also knew they had just mated, and he worried what that meant to Norse, and the future of the Wolfairies.
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      Coral clenched her fists together. How could Drew just run off like a coward and leave her there with his two brothers smirking at her?

      And why the hell had his clothes been ripped to shreds and he was only in a blanket?

      “Why don’t you go sit down?” Chaz waved his hand toward the sofa.

      She wanted to respond with, why don’t you just leave, but refrained. “I’ll be right back.” Coral couldn’t remember a time when she’d been angry. She could barely think of a time she hadn’t been happy, and she had to wonder how much Norse had protected her from the hell her poor sister had to endure. She’d literally lived her life with blinders on and now that she had been released into this world, emotions had started to come flying at her like the raindrops that had fallen from the sky in her vision.

      If she didn’t get this rage from her system, she knew it would fester and that couldn’t be good for Norse.

      Or the Wolfairies.

      She shoved open the door, letting it hit the back wall. She opened her mouth, ready to give Drew a piece of her mind, but instead, she gasped, staring at his bare backside. She’d never seen a man’s ass before and didn’t think she wanted to.

      But she’d look at Drew’s again, no question.

      He jumped, hiking up his jeans before turning to face her. “What’s wrong?” he asked, fastening the fly. His tanned, muscled stomach twitched.

      She covered her mouth, hoping it didn’t look like her eyes bugged right out of her head. “You shouldn’t have left me out there,” she said without the venom she’d felt minutes before. “I was totally mortified.”

      He arched a brow. “How do you think I felt? I was the one laying naked on the floor when my brothers woke us up.”

      “Oh,” she said softly. She hadn’t considered it would have bothered him, but that didn’t change the fact that he’d left his mate…mate? Oh shit. “You mated with me?”

      “Yeah. Not sure how that happened, but full disclosure, every wolf in my pack will know just by looking at us.”

      “Freaking wonderful.”

      “It’s not like it would come as a surprise to any of them.” He held his hand out. “Come here.” His tone turned deep and sultry.

      It made her insides turn into melting marshmallows floating in a steaming cup of cocoa. “That’s not the point.”

      He placed her hands in his, and he raised them to his shoulders.

      “They’ll look at me differently,” she said.

      “They already do,” he whispered. His hot lips sizzled and popped against her cheek, sending little sparks into the air. “That was different. I hope that didn’t happen when you kissed those other guys.”

      “I think it’s a fairy thing and back then I thought I was a witch, and that reminds me. We need to look at—”

      He hushed her by pressing his finger on her lips. “In a minute. I need to tell you something.” His dark eyes turned into a mix of almond and bourbon colors. They swirled together in a perfect blend of everything she wanted. Kind. Tender. Sweet. Even a dab of vulnerability. “I’ve never been with a woman,” he said.

      “What?” she exclaimed, blinking wildly, trying to control the yellow and gold dust that flashed about the room. “As in, you’ve never had sex before?” He wasn’t that much older, but he was a wolf, and a sexy one, and she suspected women had been dropping at his feet for years. How could he have gone the few short years of his adult life without having done the deed?

      He closed his eyes, and his cheeks turned a light-red color. “I know. A twenty-three-year-old wolf virgin. But I didn’t want to do it with just anyone and I was always so busy with either school or work and then last year Chaz brought Daphne home and the farm was turned upside down with fairies. When Nico found Isadore, I knew there was someone out there for me, and I decided I wanted my first to be only, and that only is you.”

      She gripped his biceps as a wave of dizziness threatened to knock her off balance. If she wanted to tear her gaze away, she wouldn’t be able to, but she hadn’t expected she’d be raising herself up on tiptoe and pressing her body against his as she kissed him with wild abandon. His tongue met hers with a fury that was as terrifying as it was exhilarating.

      A low hum filled her throat as he wrapped his arms around her waist. His fingers dug into her back, sending shock waves through her system. She never wanted to know what it might be like to be in another man’s arms. She knew nothing about love, but every instinct she had told her that Drew would be the only man who could make her dreams come true, and she his. Together, they could conquer any problem.

      Alone, their existence would mean nothing.

      He slipped his hands under her shirt, and she thought her body might catch fire, and not in a bad way. He ran his fingers up and down her spine. Their lips locked as if he were the ocean and she were the sand. Nothing could separate them.

      “Excuse me.”

      Except maybe one of his brothers.

      She dropped her forehead to Drew’s chest.

      “Don’t mean to interrupt but we still have a spirit to deal with and a vision to decipher, so perhaps sucking face could be put on hold for a bit,” Nico said. His voice was laced with a playful tone.

      “Get the fuck out of my room. We’ll be there in a minute.” Drew cupped her cheeks, tilting her head.

      “Sure thing,” Nico said.

      “Shut the door on the way out,” Drew said.

      “No fucking way.”

      She heard Nico’s feet scuff across the floor.

      “He’s got really shitty timing,” she said, smiling.

      “Yeah, he does.” Drew kissed her forehead. “I know we’re fated, and I know we’re going to feel even closer when Norse isn’t sitting in your mind, but that doesn’t change that we’re both young and new at all of this.”

      She patted his chest, feeling empowered. “Kissing is good. We can do a lot of kissing.”

      “Works for me.” He brushed his hand over the curve of her ass.

      “That’s not kissing.”

      He laughed. “Can’t blame a guy for trying to cop a feel.” He took her by the hand and led her into the family room where his brothers had made themselves at home.

      She swallowed her excitement and refocused her mind to the task at hand.

      “Norse?”

      “I’m here,” he responded, but his voice sounded gruff. As if he’d aged twenty years in the last few hours.

      “Did you see my vision?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Do you mean your dreams? When you sleep, I seem to go somewhere else.”

      “Can you hear the conversation?”

      “Not really. It’s all fuzzy.”

      “Tell me what you know about Hera. Or Iris.”

      “I don’t know who you are talking about,” Norse said.

      “All right. I need to talk to Drew and his brothers. I’ll let you know if I find out anything about how to get you out.”

      “Please hurry. I feel my mind slipping away.”

      Coral sat on the sofa next to Drew, allowing him to hold her hand. Part of being with him seemed so natural, as if she’d been sitting in this room for years. But he also made her heart race in ways she had never experienced. “We need to find out about a Royal Fairy named Hera who lived in a woman by the name of Iris.”

      “That’s your birth mother,” Nico said. “We were able to trace both your birth and Isadore’s to Iris Goldberg. She died shortly after you were born by an unknown disease, but we’re thinking it was a witch who cast a spell on her, trying to get to you.”

      “Why do you think that?” Drew asked.

      “Because she almost died giving birth to Isadore,” Chaz said, folding his arms across his chest as he stood in front of the fireplace. “When Ralph was actually Peter in the human world, he met Iris and had a short affair. She had Isadore and gave her up for adoption. A few years later, she ran into Peter again and created you. We know she died at the hospital, and we know that your adopted mother took you home.”

      “That means I spoke to my mother in the vision.”

      “But it can’t be a vision unless it’s about something that is going to happen,” Drew said, frowning.

      “But it was, because I think some of what happened, we will see again. Other things are a possibility and we have to consider, I’m seeing the past.” Coral rubbed her temples. She’d never in her life thought so much and that made her sad. Until recently, she had no idea she even liked coffee.

      So now that she was in tune with her mind and emotions, it threw her into a slight panic.

      Drew must have sensed that since he squeezed her hand. “We need to get Cheryl to look into who was the keeper of the Royal Castle at the time the Royals were cast into human form. I met him in the other side of the vision.”

      “That’s a good way to put it,” Coral said, nodding. “I was on one side of the castle, and you were on the other.”

      “Sounds very zen. Very yin and yang,” Chaz said. “What else did you both see?”

      “I went all sorts of places,” Coral said. “I saw all the seasons. But I think the message was that I need to help Norse.”

      “I was told that you are the new visionary,” Drew said. “And that we know more than we think we do and that others won’t believe us.”

      “What do you think you know?” Nico asked.

      “Absolutely nothing.” Drew let out a long breath.

      “Wait a minute.” Coral closed her eyes, digging back into the dream, looking at the cement wall. “The wolf. His image is carved into the castle wall.”
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      Take the fairy spirit and hide it well.

      Protect her soul from those who kill.

      I cast the dust into the spell.

      Make it so until the time of free will.

      Take the fairy and make her a witch.

      Give her the powers she needs to survive.

      Soon, the reality from the other side will twitch.

      When he does, the fairy inside will be alive.

      

      Coral clicked on a second document. “The leader of the Coven of the Raindrops is right. It’s a simple spell and would have to be done with a special potion that had elements from whatever the reality is that is necessary to unlock the spirit.”

      “Could that spell have been used on Norse?”

      Coral shook her head. “The spell used on me and Isadore doesn’t hide the person, only the spirit of their true self, which is why Isadore always knew her core personality. Basically, all this spell does is bind the fairy and allow the person to be a witch. The person never changes. In the case of me and Norse, I changed, but was that because of the original spell, or the mixture of the two?”

      She tapped on the computer, hoping she could still find her way into the registry of spells of the witch coven she’d been raised in. Not that her coven would follow the legal rules, but she might be able to find something.

      Drew set a cup of coffee in front of her before sitting down next to her, wrapping his arm around chair. “What are you doing?”

      “Searching for a possession spell.”

      “Witches aren’t supposed to do shit like that. It’s against all governing rules.”

      “Yes, but many spells were written years before the Twilight Crossing Council was instated and all covens were required to register illegal spells.”

      She scrolled through a dozen spells and then let out a long sigh. “Nothing that would split a spirit.”

      “How do we know Norse has been split?” Drew asked with an arch brow.

      “We don’t, but remember we’ve been told we know more than we think we do and that…wait a minute. The visionary. He cast the spell. That has to make sense. Cheryl said that King Lear and his wife had four kids.”

      “Three kids. Three girls. Their son died during childbirth.”

      Coral shook her head. “King Lear was found murdered and his wife and son presumed dead in the fire. Their bodies were never found. Cheryl said some have suspected Aria and their son escaped and let’s not forget Aria was a human.”

      “But her child was a fairy, which meant no powers outside of the castle, but everyone would still know the baby was a fairy. He wouldn’t have stood a chance. The few fairies that weren’t cast out and came into their magic, ended up in the vase or dead.” Drew ran his hand up and down her back in a loving gesture. The more time she spent with him, the closer she felt.

      And the weaker Norse seemed inside the little corner of her mind.

      “Do who know the name of the visionary who helped Lear write the magic that cast out the Royals?” With every answer they found, it created at least ten questions.

      “No. Cheryl is combing through everything we have found on the Royals. Maybe we should go to her and have you look at some of it. You are a visionary, after all.”

      “I am, aren’t I,” she said with a sense of pride, but it quickly faded. She frowned. “Why can’t I see what to do? I’ve only seen what will happen if we don’t make sure Norse is cast out and bottled.”

      Drew leaned back in the chair, clasping his hands behind his head. “The only thing that makes sense to me is that Norse is still in your head, affecting you. It doesn’t matter that you’ve completely changed from the girl who showed up here weeks ago, to something closer to the real Coral. If you were your total self, we’d be feeling differently.”

      “But Norse isn’t blocking anything. If he was, we couldn’t have mated.”

      “Wait a minute.” Drew pushed back his chair with force. It crashed to the floor with a thud. “I claimed you. I know exactly when I did so. It was in the vision when you were sleeping after having your energy drained.” He paced back and forth, something she noticed he and both his brothers tended to do. “Every other fated mate, it’s been the fairy to make the first declaration during—”

      “Oh no. I don’t want to be at your side when you’re in danger of anything. I’m not cut out for that crap like my sister.” Coral’s stomach sloshed as bile rose, slamming into the back of her throat. It had been hard enough for what little of her was in the forefront the day they fled from their father’s house.

      “I’m just saying I’ve done what they call imprinting, and I feel it. I know deep in here,” he patted his chest, “that you’re the girl for me forever. However, as long as Norse is standing between us, you can’t do the same.”

      Coral glanced up at Drew. Something deep brewed in her gut. Something real and more intense than she’d ever experienced. Only it stayed an inch below the surface, unable to break through, giving her the life she’d been destined to achieve. “But only wolves claim mates like that.”

      “But you also have to accept me.”

      She blinked, sadness filling her soul. “I accept you, Drew. I accept our fate, only I don’t know what that is exactly, but I’m not holding back and like you said, the more we’re together, the more I know I’m going to love you.”

      He took her hand and helped her from the chair, pulling her against his chest. “Let’s focus on Norse and then things for us will be different. I believe that with everything I am.”

      She didn’t wait for him to lower his head. Instead, she raised up on tiptoe, kissing him first. A need to show him that she did feel something filled her body like a drinking fountain filling a bottle.

      “Let’s go to the main house and sit down with Cheryl. I think you looking over everything with your sister and Daphne might make all the difference in the world.”
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      The last thing Drew wanted was to see anyone outside of his brothers, but they had only a day and a half left, and Chaz needed to be in the main house to help with his newborn Wolfairies.

      Which meant, facing his parents.

      He also didn’t know what to do about the faint scent of damp, wet grass, that was all of sudden coming off of Coral. She still smelled like her fairy self, but she started to smell more like a Wolfairy than a fairy and that couldn’t be possible because she couldn’t be pregnant.

      That was fucking impossible.

      “Are you ready for this?” He gripped the doorknob to the back door leading into the kitchen of the farmhouse. His other hand rested on Coral’s back.

      “No,” she said softly. “Is everyone going to think we’ve had sex?”

      “I think everyone knows we’ve got other things right now to deal with, and honestly, while my brothers can be morons, no one is going to care one way or the other, much less ask. Other than fairy and wolf business, my family is pretty good about staying out of each other’s business.”

      “I think I’ll just race off to the den where Cheryl said to meet her and my sisters.”

      “I’m good with that.” He quickly kissed her cheek before pushing open the door.

      “Well, hello you two,” his mother said with a big smile. “I saw you coming so I thought I’d greet you.”

      “Hey, Mom,” he said, cocking his head. “Please don’t say one word about mating,” he projected to his mother. The only human who could hear him.

      “I wouldn’t dare,” his mother said just as his father entered the room.

      “Dad. Please no wise cracks, okay?” he projected to his father.

      His father scowled. “You don’t have to worry about that. But I feel a little differently about this because she’s not taken you. She hasn’t truly accepted you and that concerns me.”

      “You can see she hasn’t?” Drew knew that some wolves have been rejected, and when that happens, they often die of a broken heart. It changes them forever when their mate can’t commit in their own destiny.

      “You both look good,” his father said, shaking Drew’s hand and pulling Coral in for a hug. “I sense it. So did your brothers, but they didn’t want to say anything to you.”

      “She still has Norse living inside her, and he’s blocked so many things.” Drew swallowed, nearly choking on his own breath.

      “I can hear your parents and you talking,” Coral’s voice echoed in Drew’s mind. It was more of a faint whisper, but he heard it and by the look on his father’s face, he heard it too.

      “We’ll all learn to keep conversations private. You can talk to your sisters about how to do it,” his father said, holding Coral by the biceps. “I hope you understand our concerns are for both of you.”

      “Coral, you’re part of our family, and we want you and our son to be happy,” his mother said.

      Drew really hadn’t wanted to have this conversation in front of Coral. She had enough on her plate than to worry about all this mating shit. “Where are Isadore and Daphne?”

      “With Cheryl in the den,” his mother said.

      Drew turned to Coral and opened his mouth but didn’t get a chance to say anything.

      “I’ll let you know what I find, if anything.” Coral turned on her heels and made a beeline for the den.

      “I didn’t mean to embarrass her.” His father waved toward the kitchen table.

      Drew took a seat while his mother poured a few mugs of coffee. “She wants to accept her fate, and I think she feels bad that things aren’t happening for us like they did for my brothers, and did you catch the aroma coming from her?” Drew had often felt like a misfit in his own family. Nico and Chaz had been much closer to each other, than to Drew. Cheryl and Chaz had a unique bond and lately, she had the same with Nico. It wasn’t that he didn’t feel close to his brothers, but it was more like he was sometimes the fifth wheel.

      “Even I caught that scent.” His mother set a cup on the table. Steam floated in the air. “Now, not to embarrass you, but I know you and she haven’t had—”

      “No. We haven’t.” He interrupted his mother because he didn’t want to hear the word tumble from her mouth. “And it’s more like a wolf scent, but Norse is a fairy.”

      “You don’t know that for sure,” his father said, sitting across from him. “He could have taken on her fairy traits while he was the dominant personality.”

      “But was he really dominant?” Drew blew into the dark liquid before taking a small sip. It burned his lips. “Coral has changed. It is like she’s a different person, but I’m starting to get the sense that Norse coated her with something like a blinder because she’s still that vibrant, bubbly person when she’s not worrying about saving the world and not feeling like she’s in love with me.”

      “And how do you feel?” his mother asked, leaning against the sink.

      “I’ve been scared and confused from the day I got the call from Gerri, but there is one thing I know for sure. I know Coral is my mate, but—”

      “No buts.” His mother inched across the room. “This union is very different from the first two. Chaz and Daphne unlocked the Royals and their magic and fulfilled the legend of a new species. Nico and Isadore, the protectors, are part of that Legend. We don’t know how you and Coral fit, other than she’s the visionary for the Royals. And we need to find out how Norse fits in all of this.”

      Drew nodded.

      “What else is bothering you?” his father asked in that tone that he used when he demanded the truth from his children.

      He tapped his heart, the ache growing stronger and stronger. “I can feel her rejecting me, even when she says she’s not. Even when I’m kissing her. I know somewhere inside her, she’s saying no.”
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      Coral stood at the door of the den. She sucked in a deep breath before pushing open the door. “Hello?”

      “Hey, you.” Daphne waved from the floor with one of the twins was tucked under a blanket as she breastfed, fairy dust gently floating to the ceiling. The other twin had been swaddled in a blanket and safely tucked in Isadore’s arms. A dozen or so books lined the floor between the two women.

      Coral’s breath hitched. Her sister looked like the most natural mother in the world. Her smile filled the room with more sunshine and love than any rainbow. “How are you feeling?”

      “That’s a loaded question, and I still feel like I’m fractured even though Norse is fading in the background. I can barely hear him now, so we’ve decided not to communicate until we absolutely have to, but I’m worried we won’t be able to figure it out in time. I’ve seen what will happen if we don’t protect him, and it’s not pretty.”

      “Nico is getting the vase and will bring it here shortly. Hopefully, that will solve all those problems.” Isadore lifted the baby to her chest, patting the child’s back. The colors of the rainbow speckled through the room, sending a sweet warmth over her skin. It was as if the baby knew exactly what was going on.

      “Why don’t you take a seat here with me.” Cheryl sat at a table lined with paper and more books, old books, and some written in languages Coral had never seen. “I want you to look through the images we found of what we believe is the Royal Castle.”

      “I wouldn’t want to sit near me if I were you. Last time I saw you, I tried to kill you.”

      “Interesting you should bring that up.” Cheryl waved her hand. “Royal Fairies don’t make dust that can kill. Protect, yes. But never kill. Not by itself. So, you casted no such spell because you didn’t know you could.”

      “But Norse could have.”

      “And maybe he did.”

      “Another interesting fact we found,” Daphne said as she took one of the twins, laying it over her lap, and patting its back. “Norse means the God of Summer, Sunlight, Life, and Rain.”

      Cheryl pushed a book in front of Coral. “Dayton, the name you wanted to give Norse, means Bright and Sunny Town.”

      “Not exactly the same meaning.” Coral ran her fingers over the faded edges of yellowed paper inside the bounds of a reddish leather book. The top of the page read: The story of Dayton. The boy who never existed.

      “What is this?” Coral glanced around the room, all eyes on her.

      “Why don’t you read it and tell us what you think,” Isadore said.

      Coral took in a slow breath through her nose and out her mouth. Even though her childhood was fuzzy at best, she knew no one had ever asked her opinion before about anything.

      

      His name is Dayton. He almost lived long ago in a land far away.

      

      Coral flipped the book over to read the title: The Royal Fairies and the myths and legends surrounding their disappearance. “We’ve always believed in the Royals and the coming of the Wolfairies.”

      “Witches and wolves have told stories around the campfire, but over the years, they became stories. Not everyone believed, and our pack was one that even though we could trace our lineage back to being the protectors of the Royals, we never really believed in the Legend of the Princess and the Wolf.” Cheryl took her reading glasses off and set them down. “I went to college and studied art history because I was fascinated by all this stuff, but to me and my family, it was all just a story.”

      Coral pointed to the babies now lying on their backs, heads turned facing each other as they blinked fairy dust and smiled as if they were talking to one another. Coral wanted to ask when they’d be able to shift to wolves but figured no one had the answer. “The coven that raised Isadore and I always planned for the coming of the Wolfairies and I’m sure others, and it’s not just about destroying them but destroying this pack.”

      “We heard of your vision, and we want to make sure it doesn’t come true,” Cheryl said, sitting back and crossing her arms as if in disgust.

      Out of the corner of Coral’s eye, she saw a painting of a large, black wolf with a beautiful white one, surrounded by what some would call lightning bugs, but were, in reality, fairies. She reached for it, setting it down next to the book.

      “Visions are pockets of possibilities,” Coral said as a wave of confidence rolled through her muscles. She’d never felt like she had much to offer, but now, looking at this book, a flash of knowledge exploded in her mind like a tornado. “Chaz and Daphne were never a possibility, that was always a reality. The magic created by the fairy visionary of the time built in a guarantee of their union.”

      “What do you mean, and how the hell do you know that?” Cheryl asked, leaning forward but still eyeing Coral suspiciously.

      “If something had happened to either Chaz or Daphne before they mated and conceived Finn and Ivy, their previous spirits would have found the next generation. No one could break that. But once that happened, until the final union is complete, we’re all in danger, especially if covens like mine figure this out first.”

      “I’m still not following,” Cheryl said.

      “Neither am I.” Isadore stood behind Coral with her hands gently resting on her shoulders.

      Coral tapped the image of the wolves. “I’ve seen this wolf in a vision, and he’s an empty shell in my visions. He’s also the wolf we all saw in the wedding video.”

      “And?” Cheryl asked.

      “His eyes in this image are different, and I honestly don’t know who this other wolf is, but they are part of all of us somehow.”

      “What other wolf?” Cheryl asked. “There is only the black one in this picture. And he shows up in a few other images.”

      Coral blinked a few times, lifting the picture. “You don’t see the white wolf?” She glanced around the room. All three girls looked at her like she was nuts. “It’s there, and both wolves are important.”

      “Maybe it’s a vision of some kind,” Daphne said, taking the picture. “Maybe only you can see it because you’re the visionary.”

      “That makes sense.” Coral turned her attention back to the book. “Let’s come back to that shortly. I want to read about Dayton.” How she loved that name and how she felt connected to it, more so than Norse. “I’ll read it out loud. I know you’ve all read it, but we might pick up something else.

      

      “His name is Dayton. He almost lived long ago in a faraway land. He could have been a happy boy, spreading joy and sunshine throughout the world. His spirit is kind and loving.

      But Dayton is the boy who will never exist. He won’t sprinkle his kind of magic on those in need. He won’t be able to heal the sick or make the sad laugh. Dayton, the boy who never existed, will have only one purpose now. Some might think it trickery. Others might think it innocent. And others will brush off the boy who never existed as exactly that.

      However, there will be one, and she’ll see the boy for what he really was and while she will only be able to unlock the man, she will spread the joy of the boy who never existed through a vessel so great, sealing the fate of all who helped bring the boy to a man. Dayton, the man, will live in this land, and he will seal our fate.”

      

      “Norse is the boy who never existed.” Coral closed the book. “He’s got to be the unborn son of Aria and King Lear. It’s the only thing that makes sense, especially since the woman in my vision said I had yet to take care of my brother.”

      “All the more reason to get him out and into that vase,” Isadore said.

      The room spun and nausea gripped Coral’s stomach. The sound of wolves howling and fairies screaming filled her mind. “They’re coming.”

      “Who?” Isadore said.

      “The ones from my visions. Witches, werewolves, and other creatures. They are headed here.” She waved her hands, and the room filled with dark fairy dust. “Isadore and Daphne, you have to stay in here with the babies. Cheryl, get out now. We’ll need you.” Coral shoved Cheryl toward the door and stopped in front of her sister.

      “I’m a warrior. You’re not going to stop me.”

      Coral filled the room with more dust. “You are pregnant with the future. You stay and protect those babies.” Coral stepped through the door, slamming it shut in her sister’s face. She coated the entrance with a thick layer of fire dust. “We need to get your brothers and father, and all other fighting wolves outside, and everyone else inside, so I can continue to coat the house.”

      “Why?” Cheryl stood in front of her with her hands on her hips, glaring.

      “The visionary cast the Royals out to protect them. Some were left behind to protect the Legend and those gathered in the vase. But one was not. He’s been working with the witches, and they have created a potion that could kill us all.”
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      “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

      Drew stepped in front of Chaz, his Alpha. “She’s protecting this family.”

      A growl deep and menacing filled the air. “Move, brother. Or I will move you.”

      “You will not.” Coral waved her hand, sending her magical fairy dust all around Chaz. “Any of you try to stop me, I will do the same.”

      “She’s lost her fucking mind,” Chaz said as he tried to take a step forward, but the dust wouldn’t allow it. “Make her stop. My children are in there.”

      “My pregnant wife is in there.” Nico dropped the vase he’d been asked to bring and shoved Drew, taking one step forward before he too was bound by the dark powdery material.

      Quickly, Drew picked it up, thankful it hadn’t been broken. “She knows what she’s doing, and you just have to trust her.” Drew stepped closer to his fated mate. “Can you protect the house and tell everyone what is going on?”

      Coral flicked her finger toward the field. Orange dust flew from her hands like a fire hose. “Watch that.” She went back to coating the house with her dust, which was like nothing any of them had seen before. It was thicker and heavier. It also carried with it sensations, like the red could burn, the white cooled, the green tickled, and the blue felt as though it could mend anything.

      Drew inched toward what appeared now to be a movie screen. In the distance he saw a caravan of motorcycles, trucks, cars, and busses, all filled with weapons. “Who are they?” There had to be over a hundred people headed down Route 2, which is the road the farm was located on.

      “A Royal Fairy by the name of Misham, which can be translated to ‘their savior’ has brought together witches and werewolves who don’t want the Wolfairies to live in our world.”

      “Why would a Royal want to hurt its own kind? It’s not in their nature,” Chaz said behind a tight jaw.

      “He is not our savior. We would call him Apep, which is the enemy of the Sun God and his only purpose is to destroy Norse and the rest of the prophecy.”

      Drew’s heart dropped to his gut. “You need to be in that house to protect him, and you.” He reached out to touch her, but she flinched her shoulder and that created more dust which pushed him to the ground.

      “I can’t do this from the inside.” She glanced in his direction. Her sweet, thick eyelashes blinked over her ocean-colored eyes. A little bit of white fairy dust lifted in the air. “We must destroy Apep, and Drew and I are the only ones who can do that.”

      “Sounds like you’re going to walk my little brother right into a trap,” Nico said. “Or that thing inside you. I don’t believe any of this.” He shifted his body left and right, but he didn’t move an inch. “Drew. Make her stop. Only you can reach the real Coral.”

      “I am the real Coral,” she said with a long sigh. “You can either believe me and prepare to defend this farm, or you can stand here and argue with me, but understand this protective dust will only last a couple of hours and then Apep will destroy the babies, my sisters, and then me. I’m making the right choice, will you?”

      “Well, we can’t do anything if you don’t tell this dust to let us go,” Chaz said with a long breath.

      Coral waved her hand.

      “How are we supposed to capture Apep?” Drew asked.

      “By letting him take me.”

      “No fucking way. Not going to happen.” Drew planted his hands on his hips. “I won’t allow it.”

      Coral laughed as she clapped her hands together. The last of the dust covered the house. “My dear fated mate, you will learn that you won’t ever be able to forbid me from anything, much less my claiming my destiny. We all have our roles. This is mine.”

      Drew opened his mouth, but nothing came out. His heart swelled with an overwhelming sense of love and devotion. Coral waggled her finger, creating a small screen.

      “Only you can hear me now and only you can see this, but if we are successful in destroying Apep, this is our future.”

      In the distance, he saw his brothers playing with their children in a park lined with red, blue, yellow, and pink flowers. Lush greenery filled the park. The kids were all around two and three. His sister walked hand in hand with a tall man who pushed a double stroller. Next to his sister, he stood with a child in his arms, and not far away, Coral sat on a bench, a child in her arms. She smiled, blowing Drew a kiss.

      “If we fail, this is the future of the world.”

      The scenery changed to brown, brittle twigs. A dark cloud hung in the sky, and the bodies of dead wolves lined the ground with not a single fairy anywhere.

      “I am your fated mate. You claimed me. Now I do my duty to ensure we will have the kind of love we deserve, but I can’t do this alone.”

      “Just tell me what we need to do.” He took her in his arms, well aware that both his brothers, and now his father, stood only a few feet away, watching. As long as she didn’t care, then neither would he. “After I kiss you like you’ve never been kissed before.”

      She smiled. “I think it will be the other way around.”
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      Coral wished she could reach her sisters, but the dust she’d wrapped the house in prevented communication from going in or coming out. That was to protect the Wolfairies, whose magic was strong and could be seen from miles away. Soon, too soon, they would figure out how to tear it down, and they would because no fairy liked to be trapped, and Wolfairies would be no different.

      “I don’t like this idea,” Chaz said as he paced along the fence by the field.

      Nico paced on the other side. Drew sat on a rock, but that only lasted a few seconds as he got up and paced, before sitting back down. He repeated this pattern every couple of minutes.

      Titus, their father, however, leaned against the fence, chewing on a piece of straw, relaxed like this was just another day in paradise.

      Wolves from the pack had flanked out across the farm. The closer the group got, the weaker Coral’s visions became.

      “We need to do this before they get too close. Apep will sense me and Norse, so it’s best we’re in the vase where he thinks we’re trapped.”

      “You could be trapped,” Drew said, rushing to her side. “Only Isadore could let out the other Royals. How do we know I’ll be the only one to let you out?”

      “Because I saw it, and I also know, being inside, will separate me from Norse, and he will be able to stay behind.” She rested her hands on Drew’s shoulders. “I don’t want to leave your side even for a short period of time. It physically hurts my heart, like someone is squeezing it until blood can no longer pump through it. Now that I know how much I love and need to be with you, I don’t want it to ever stop.”

      He dropped his forehead to hers. “I love you too. I mean that. I know it seems like it happened in a flash, but I can’t live without you.”

      “Nor me you.”

      “How is Norse doing? We thought us mating would destroy him.”

      She’d been worried about that and while they could barely speak anymore, Norse had made his presence clear. “He’s hanging tough. But the sooner I get in the vase, the sooner we can separate.”

      He brushed his warm, sweet lips against hers in a promise of a future so bright and happy, it could only happen in a fairy tale.

      She nearly cracked up at the thought.

      A long howl echoed across the farm.

      “That’s the signal,” Nico said, picking up the vase. “We can’t wait any longer to do this.”

      Fear gripped Coral’s soul. She’d seen two visions. Two realities. Two truths. The fate of the world was now in her and Drew’s hands.

      She closed her eyes as she swirled her forefinger in a circle. In a single snap, she transformed into a tiny-sized fairy and floated into the bottle. She glanced up just as Drew took it from his brother and sealed her in.

      “Norse?”

      “This might hurt,” he said.

      Heat filled her mind, searing her brain. She clutched at the side of her head, and her body convulsed. A sharp, stabbing pain glided in and out of her temple.

      She screamed out and collapsed at the bottom of the vase. She tried to open her eyes, but she couldn’t lift her lids.

      “Sleep. You need to rejuvenate.”

      Darkness filled the vase, and Coral drifted off, as if she’d gone back into the corner of her mind and didn’t really exist anymore.
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      Drew sat on the porch of his cabin with the vase at his feet.

      “Five wolves and one fairy are headed your way,” his father projected. “How are you holding up?”

      “Not well,” he admitted. “I can’t sense her at all, and I can’t get a response from her or Norse.”

      “We know that vase is covered with some kind of protective barrier, so you might not be able to reach her,” Nico said. “Ralph said it was really hard to communicate with Isadore and myself when inside. So, give it some time. She’ll get to you if she needs to.”

      Time was not on their side. Tomorrow would be the third day, and they didn’t have a clear view what time tomorrow that their ticking clock would be up.

      “I’m flanking to the back of the cabin. Your brothers will be close by, and we’ll close them in. They won’t actually take her.”

      Drew noticed his father didn’t promise. He’d always been the kind of man that never liked to do that unless he knew without a doubt that he was right.

      There was a chance this plan could go sideways.

      Orange eyes appeared about fifty feet away. A tall man with long, dark hair strolled down the path. Five werewolves, in wolf form, walked with him, but four of them pushed out to the east and west, making a semicircle.

      “Hello, Drew,” the man called.

      Drew stood, taking three steps, leaving the vase on the top step behind him. “You must be Apep.”

      “If you want to call me that.” Apep stopped ten feet from the base of the cabin. “You have something I want.”

      “If you think I’m going to hand you my fated mate, you’ve got another thing coming.”

      “I don’t only expect it, but I demand it,” Apep said with a smirk. “You’re a smart wolf. You know that crap Coral has spewed all over the house will only last a few hours. At least if you give her to me, you might stand a chance in saving her and the wolves. You wait, you know I’ll get those babies, both born and unborn, and kill them right in front of their mothers.”

      Drew swallowed the fear prickling the back of his throat. Nothing in their research said anything about his sister, so everyone hoped Cheryl would be an unexpected wrench in Apep’s plan. In her own right, Cheryl was a wolf that could hold her own, but she never wanted to be an officer, nor did she enjoy the same wilds her brother had with being a wolf. He worried she might not be up for the fight.

      However, she insisted on it.

      “Where are you?” he projected to his sister.

      “Close enough that I can tell you that fairy smells like shit that’s been sitting in a toilet for ten days.”

      “That’s just gross,” Nico said with a snicker. “And I can’t believe my sweet and innocent—”

      “Sweet. Yes. Innocent. No,” Cheryl said. “Now focus.”

      Drew reached behind him, picking up the vase and holding it in his hands. “How is me giving you Coral going to change you killing the Wolfairies?”

      “I don’t want to kill them,” Apep said, taking two steps closer. “I couldn’t really care less about them. The can exist on this farm, but what I don’t want is for them to be able to exist outside.”

      That was a twist Drew and his family hadn’t anticipated. “Why is Coral so important to you?”

      “For one, she’s a visionary. But she has a being living inside her that will change the world, and we don’t want that to happen.”

      “What change is that and why?” Drew held the vase close to his chest.

      “Coral? Please answer me. I’m about to give the vase to Apep. I need to know—”

      “She’s fine,” Norse’s voice rang out so strong it nearly knocked Drew over. “But I think between all the fairy magic she’s used and letting me out, it’s drained her.”

      “Are you whole now?”

      “Far from it. This half of me is protected in here, but the other half of me is out there and in worse shape than I was.”

      “Why do you say that?”

      “Because that half doesn’t have the cognitive abilities I have. He can barely understand anything, and I have no idea what form he is in. But that is a problem for another day. Can you stall him for a bit longer, while I try to wake her?”

      “If you haven’t been able to figure it out by now, you don’t deserve to have the Royal Fairy magic. Now give me the vase or we start killing off your wolves.”

      Drew narrowed his eyes. The vision of all the dead wolves made the hair stand on the back of his neck. Slowly, he took the last couple of steps and met Apep halfway.

      “Maybe we have figured it out,” Drew said. They knew a lot more today than they did yesterday, but probably not enough to call Apep’s bluff.

      “You know nothing.”

      “She’s coming to,” Norse said. “Not coherent yet but waking up.”

      “Hurry up, Coral,” he projected. “Everyone else ready?”

      “I’m eye to eye with a wolf right now,” his father said. “And he doesn’t come in peace. Whether Coral is ready or not. We have to go on the attack.”

      “Remember, Coral thinks half of these wolves aren’t real werewolves, but black magic, so they don’t know the ways of how we fight one another,” Drew said.

      “But if they are rogue, then they wouldn’t follow the rules anyway,” Chaz said. “So, everyone, be prepared.”

      In the distance, the growls of wolves echoed in the night. War loomed in the air.

      Apep narrowed his eyes. “You are making a mistake by letting your pack go after mine.”

      “You’re not a wolf; you don’t have a pack.” Sarcasm often got Drew in trouble and by the way steam flared from Apep’s nostrils, this might be one of those times.

      “Give me the fucking vase.”

      Drew gripped it tighter. “Humor me with one last question.” He didn’t wait for Apep to agree. “How did you know that she’d go into the vase?”

      Apep arched his brow. “Wolves don’t play trickery well.”

      Drew let out a small laugh. “You don’t know this wolf very well.” God, he hoped he was the ONE who could open this vase.

      “Give it to me before I command my wolves to attack.”

      Drew let out a long sigh and handed it to Apep.

      “How many of the wolves are really witches?” he projected.

      “Almost all of them, except for the ones surrounding Drew and the cabin,” Chaz said. He howled long and hard, then two short ones. “The leader of the Coven of the Raindrops will cast the spell now. It will take five minutes to take effect.”

      “Watch your back,” Drew said. “Because I’m coming after you.”

      “Do it, and you will die.”

      Apep whistled twice before he turned and headed back down the path. The five real werewolves did not retreat. They stood at attention, keeping their eyes on Drew.

      And not on Cheryl.

      The cries of the witch-wolves howling in pain as the protective spell banished them from the farm sent a cold shiver down Drew’s spine. No creature should be tortured, but they came with evil in their hearts. If making them feel as though they were being burned at the stake until they left the farm was torture, then so be it.

      “Now!” he yelled as he raced toward Apep.

      The wolves jumped into action, but his sister appeared from the bushes, jumping on Apep, taking him by the throat.

      That wolf squealed like a pig. His brothers and father came from around the back of the house, attacking the rest of the wolves.

      “You’ve made a big mistake,” Apep said as he turned. “You don’t stand a chance.” He whistled again, but his wolf-witches were retreating.

      Drew stopped running two paces from Apep. “Do you hear that? That’s your witches burning. The pain will stop when they leave my property and if they try to come back on, it will be ten times worse.”

      Apep’s eyes turned wide as he turned and ran.

      Coward.

      Drew took off, allowing himself to turn into his wolf form, tearing through his clothes. It took three minutes before he leapt into the air, tackling Apep. The vase rolled to the ground, the protective wrap Coral had put over it, protecting it from breaking.

      Apep waved his fingers, but his dark fairy magic didn’t work inside what was now considered the Royal Fairy castle. Apep hadn’t known it wouldn’t work, and Drew and his family only hoped that their gut feelings were correct.

      Taking a hold of Apep’s neck, Drew sunk his teeth into Apep’s flesh, bringing up a tinge of blood.

      Drew nearly choked on the taste.

      And stench.

      Worse than horse shit.

      Grunts and growls continued in the background. Drew would have to wait until his family took care of the wolves before changing back into his human form and unlocking his mate, so she could do her thing, banishing this horrid creature that had no right calling itself a fairy, much less a Royal.

      Drew’s eyes burned, the smell so terrible he thought he might vomit.

      “Hurry up,” he projected to his family.

      Apep struggled under his grip. Gurgling noises came from his mouth as he moved his lips, obviously trying to talk.

      “Here.” His father stood over him, dropping a fresh set of clothes. “I’ll handle this asshole. Shift and change before your sister gets back. You know how she hates it when you bust through your clothes.”

      “It was easier to take him down in this form than my human form.” Drew released his grip, then snagged the pair of jeans and T-shirt in his teeth. He raced around to the back of his cabin. By the time he returned to where his father had tied Apep up, his brother and sister had all the wolves, who had shifted back to their human form, tied up as well.

      “Open it,” Nico said, holding out the vase. “We all tried and couldn’t and I want to see my wife.”

      “I want to see my wife AND kiss my kids, so hurry the fuck up,” Chaz said with a growl.

      “Give him some space and relax a little. My wife, AND your mother, is also in that house,” his father said in a stern voice.

      With a shaky hand, Drew took the vase. It felt warm to his touch. “Coral?”

      “Drew? Is everything okay?”

      He smiled. Just hearing her voice in his head made his heart sore. He twisted the cap gently. White dust floated out of the opening.

      “Close it quickly. We can’t let any of Norse out.”

      As soon as Coral’s tiny fairy self-slipped from the opening, Drew quickly secured the vase. It rattled angrily in his hands.

      “He’s frustrated,” Coral said as her full self-appeared in front of him. “He doesn’t want to stay inside. He’s getting stronger and stronger, but soon, his spirit will be too large to fit in the vase. We have to find his other half and so far, I have no visions of who or where he is.”

      “We will.” Drew took her into his arms, crushing her body against his chest. “But first, before my brothers give me any more dirty looks. Can you take your fairy dust off the house?”

      She gave a quick wave of her hand.

      Drew looked over his shoulder, watching the dust lift like the northern lights off the house and into the sky.

      “Don’t mean to be rude, and we’re all glad you’re okay. But I’m going to the house,” Chaz said.

      “Not just yet, Alpha,” his father said with a bit of laughter. “We need to get those clowns to the main gate. The council is on the way to get them. I’m sure you can project to Daphne, as I already did to your mother. They are fine, thanks to your future sister-in-law.” Titus wrapped his large arm around both his son and Coral. “Why don’t you two go get some rest. We’ll see you for breakfast.”

      Drew wasn’t about to say no to that. He took Coral by the hand, tugging her toward his cabin. He took the stairs two at a time and as soon as they stepped foot inside, he slammed the door shut.

      He gazed into her light blue pools of warmth. They invited him into her world. Heat raced through his blood. His breath came in a short, choppy pant. Everything he worried he’d never feel with Coral came crashing into his mind, heart, and soul in a kaleidoscope of magical colors and an intense burning that could only mean one thing.

      “I love you, Coral. With everything that I am. With everything that I will be. We belong together for it is fate, but it’s so much more. I’ll never leave your side. I will stand next to you forever.”

      “Wow. That was quite the speech,” she said with a full smile.

      He swallowed his heart beat.

      “Too over the top?”

      “Our life is going to be over the top, so no. It was lovely.”

      He groaned, cupping her cheeks. “Lovely? That’s all I get?”

      “Oh, my dear wolf. With all that I am and all that I will be, I love you right back,” she said, leaning into his body, kissing his lips gently. “I no longer want to take this as slow as I thought I did before I really accepted you. Us. Our destiny.”

      Drew smiled but his muscles trembled with a combination of fear and sinful anticipation. “I don’t either, but I don’t really know much about women.”

      “I know nothing about men.”

      “Looks like we get to find out a lot together,” he said, knowing that for the rest of his life, he’d never feel alone again.
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      Cheryl tapped on Drew’s cabin door. It had been two days since they successfully foiled Apep’s plan to destroy Coral and Norse.  They had since learned that he wanted Coral because of her visionary abilities with every intention of using her knowledge to destroy the future. He wanted to create a world where the Twilight Crossing didn’t rule, and their wolf pack wasn’t the strongest and largest in the world.

      But even he didn’t know who Norse was or how he fit into the Royal Fairies.

      “Hey, sis.” Drew pulled open the door with too big of a smile on his face.

      “Oh, hi, Cheryl.” Coral’s smile was even worse.

      Stupid fucking puppy love.

      And sex. Christ, the cabin smelled like they’d been going at it for days. Of course, who was she to deny her baby brother his fated mate and some happiness in his life. Drew had always been a shy kid, especially when it came to girls, and he and Coral made for a cute couple.

      “How goes it here in romance central?” Cheryl breezed past her brother, patting him on the shoulder. “Nico and Chaz have a bet going on when the wedding will be.”

      “Maybe in a couple of months.” Coral waved a mug in the air. “We were just about to have some coffee. Would you like some?”

      “I’d love some,” Cheryl said, setting a large cylinder on the table before plopping herself in a chair and letting out a long sigh. All of her research told her that Drew’s union with the new visionary wasn’t the end. And Chaz had taken the twins off the farm for just a few minutes, and all their powers disappeared.

      That meant that whatever the previous visionary had done to ensure the Royals could survive outside of the farm hadn’t been fulfilled.

      Yet.

      Cheryl knew it had to do with Norse and finding his other half.

      And this damn black wolf that had been haunting her dreams for years.

      “What’s this?” Drew held up the container.

      “I want Coral to look at the image. Before she locked everyone in the house, she said there was a white wolf in this picture. But I don’t see it and neither does anyone else, but the image has changed.”

      “Changed how?” Coral set two mugs on the table. “Drew, you can get your own.”

      Cheryl laughed. “I love this girl.”

      “Right back at you.” Coral sat down, taking the cylinder in her hands and pulling it open. “What do you see in the picture?”

      “The dark wolf, but now it’s snowing, where before, it was summer.”

      “Summer’s gone,” Coral whispered, spreading out the image on the table. “I see the snow. Interesting that it changed, but you really don’t see the white wolf?” She tapped the paper with her index finger only inches from the black wolf.

      “I don’t.”

      “Drew, do you see it?”

      He shook his head. “But Cheryl is a white wolf.”

      “I’ve never seen you in wolf form,” Coral said. “You will have to show me and then I can be sure if it’s you or not.”

      Cheryl didn’t shift as often as she should. Not that she didn’t like being a wolf. She loved it. But lately, she felt like her wolf side served no purpose. She wasn’t part of the Legend or the legacy since all of Lear’s children had been accounted for. There was nothing in the drawings, books, or stories about a female wolf and a Royal Fairy.

      There had been stories about Chaz and a princess.

      And the warrior wolf and fairy.

      Even the visionary and her wolf mate.

      But nothing written about Norse other than he had never been born. She suspected he might never see himself outside of that stupid vase. She couldn’t imagine what life in there would be like, but it seemed Norse hadn’t been as important as everyone thought.

      It had been Coral and her role as a visionary.

      Cheryl hated that she wished her role had been a mere historian, helping guide the fairies and their wolf mates through the puzzles left behind by King Lear and the original visionary.

      “I can do that,” Cheryl said. “Give me five minutes.” She left the cabin, leaving the door open. She undressed behind the cabin and took off running, shifting in less than a minute. When she returned to the cabin, she hadn’t taken more than two steps when Coral gasped.

      “That’s you in the picture.” Coral pointed frantically.

      The floor below Cheryl’s paws vibrated and shifted like the beginning of an earthquake. She spread her four legs, bracing herself. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched in shock as the vase lifted from the table, floating in her direction.

      It landed on the floor at her feet. Reds, greens, yellows, blues, and a wild purple trail of fairy dust swirled around her and the vase.

      Fulfill your destiny and then, and only then, will the Wolfairies be safe.

      

      
        
        Thank you for taking the time to read, SUMMER’S GONE. Please feel free to leave an honest review.

        Look for WINTER WEDDING, the final installment in the Twilight Crossing Series.
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      Cheryl Ferguson has spent the last year researching the Royal Fairies and magical spell that banished them from the Royal Castle before they had all been destroyed. Her three brothers, Chaz, Nico, and Drew, have all taken their rightful fated Royal Fairy mates, ensuring the new creature: Wolfairies, would be brought into the world. With the last union of Drew and Coral, Cheryl had thought their family would finally be able to relax and enjoy the newborn Wolfairies.

      

      But she had thought wrong, and now the safety of her nieces and nephews are in her hands.

      

      With half a spirit named Norse bottled in a protective vase, Cheryl sets out to find his other half. Legend has it that this spirit is the unborn child of King Lear and the true Fairy King.
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