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        The blue-sided human will choose a side.

        When four princes are born on the same day, they will rule true.

        Her saviour will die when the choice is made.

        If she chooses wrong, she will fall.

        If she chooses right, then she will rule.

        Only her mates can stop her from the destruction of all.

        If the fates allow, no one need fall.

        For only the true kings hold her fate, and they will be her mates.

      

        

      
        The prophecy is true, the war is here, and her saviour will die.

        **Reverse harem series**
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      Wake her up, wake her up, new king. For the crown will fall, the crown will fall. The crown will fall . . . .

      The shaking of the ground wakes me up from my deep sleep and the strange dream. I can’t remember anything other than words about waking someone up and the child-like voice that sang them. I glance over at Winter, who is pressed to my side, her arms wrapped around a pillow. The room is still dark, the stars lighting up the sky outside, and it’s cold. Colder than I remember it being when we fell asleep. Winter moves slightly, rolling onto her stomach and her soft, dark hair spreading across the pillow. My mate.

      I smile when I see the marks on her back, a beautiful reminder of last night. I’ve waited so long to be mated to her, to my Winter. We finally have everything, and even with her grandfather causing issues, I know we will make it through this. I didn’t wait this long to mate with her, only to lose her. That is never happening.

      The room shakes again, and this time I know it’s not a dream that woke me up. I sit up and pull myself out of bed, careful not to wake Winter up. The room shakes again as I throw on some jeans and a shirt. What the fuck is going on? 

      I storm out of the bedroom, and there’s a dark witch outside, her head covered by her cloak hood, so I can’t speak into her mind. When she lowers her hood, I see that she is an older woman I don’t know, but she bows to me. Where are the guards?

      “Watch Winter, and do not let anyone in this room. If she wakes up, tell her to stay inside,” I say, knowing full well Winter wouldn’t stay inside, but I hope that she doesn’t wake up. At least, this witch will be able to tell her where I am. The witch straightens up, and her dark-grey eyes watch me closely, before looking at the door behind me. 

      “Yes, your highness,” she says in my mind. I pull on my power to lead me to the throne room and hope I can find some answers there, if nowhere else. The room is in chaos when I appear in the middle of it. There are at least fifty demons in the room attacking my witches. One runs straight at me, with a large, silver sword and an emotionless look in his eyes. The demons look worse than the last time I saw any of them; the grey skin is peeling off their faces in places, and the smell from them is overwhelming. They smell like death. I quickly pull on my fire power and throw a line of fire towards him with my hand. The demon-possessed man doesn’t even move out of the way as the flames head towards him and burn him into nothing. There was no scream, and that’s the weird part. It’s like he didn’t feel anything. How can you fight against demons that don’t care if you hurt them? A loud growl gets my attention, and I look over to see my familiars, Mags and Jewels, jumping onto demons and using their large teeth to rip the heads right off them. I kill more demons as I make my way over to them.

      “They want the queen,” a witch runs over to me. I cover her from the two demons following her by using my wind power to throw them through the glass windows, smashing the windows to pieces Witches with the air gift start to copy what I did and start throwing them through the windows rather than trying to kill them in here. I look over at the witch, who has a deep cut down her face and black ash covering her, mixed with blue dust from the dead demons.

      “How do you know that?” I ask, lowering my hands a little but keeping an eye on the enemies around us. The castle shakes once more, followed by a loud howl that I recognise as Jaxson’s. I forgot he was staying at the castle tonight. Everyone else went back to the Goddess’ castle.

      “The king let Taliana’s parents out from the dungeons. I was there, and the demon king said he wants Winter,” the woman pleads. She looks familiar, but I don’t know her. She clearly cares about Winter, and that’s enough for me to believe her. I pull on my power to try and find her, it doesn’t work. I can’t feel her, only darkness. No.

      I use my power to take me to my bedroom and find our bed empty, a feeling of dread fills my stomach. I pull the door open to find the older, dark witch is gone. The castle shakes again, and I use my power to find Jaxson. There isn’t a witch strong enough to move the ground like this, and knowing Jaxson, he would be outside. The whole castle is shaking as I disappear, and I know it’s lucky the castle doesn’t fall. I appear in the gardens. What was once a beautiful place is a disaster. The trees are on fire, and a dead witch looks up at the sky from beside my feet. My mind goes to Winter when I look down at the dark witch’s hair,  which is only a little darker than my Winter’s. I cannot lose her. I stand straighter when two demons run at me, their grey skin giving them away, as well as the empty look in their eyes. They have big, silver swords raised at their sides, and I use wind to divert the fire in the trees towards them. They don’t stop running as they burn, the awful smell filling the night, but I bet they are better dead than having a demon in their bodies. I lean down and close the witch’s eyes. She is so young, and it’s a shame her life ended like this. A growl gets my attention, and I look to my right, seeing Jaxson.

      Jaxson has split a hole down the middle of the royal gardens that you can’t miss, and it’s smart, as my witches are pushing demons into the hole. Jaxson is in wolf from, and is ripping the heads off demons as he runs past. He is massive like this, taller than a human and at the right level to kill them easily. His black fur is covered in blood and blue dust, and I know he must have been fighting since the start of the attack. Two witches run up to me, and I use my air power to push three demons following them into the hole.

      “There are too many, Your Highness,” one witch says, and she must only be sixteen by her looks.

      “Go to the Goddess’ castle,” I tell them both and send an image of the castle into their minds.

      “Thank you,” she says and disappears with her silent friend. I look over to see some are using wind and most using fire, I’m proud of how they are working together. I try to find Winter again, finding I can’t. There’s nothing, but I’m not giving up. I will find her. 

      “Jaxson!” I roar into his mind when a demon runs at him from behind with a large, silver sword aimed at his head. I pull my power and lift the demon off the ground, throwing him into the hole, but it gets Jaxson’s attention as his glowing, green eyes lock onto mine across the fire and death that surrounds us.

      “Winter is gone!” 

      Even over the witches’ screams, the distance between us, and the noise from the shaking ground, Jaxson’s threatening growl fills the night; a growl that speaks of pain, revenge, and a promise. We will find our queen.
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      “Where is she?” I growl out when Atti gets to me through the demons he kills on the way. A demon runs at me, and I grab him by the neck, lifting him up in the air and watch as he dies. The clothes he was wearing fall to the ground, and I look down. I shake the blue dust off the jeans he was wearing and pull them on, thankful they fit at all. Atti stops walking toward me to throw a demon into the hole. I pick up a silver sword off the ground by the leather handle and quickly run, swinging it down on the head of a demon that leans over a dead witch. Atti lifts his hands, using air to throw two more demons into the hole and then ducking when another witch does the same and throws a demon over his head. I woke up to this madness when five demons came into my room. They got a shock when I shifted and killed them all, or would have if they didn’t fight like emotionless zombies. It took me a long time to even get to the gardens, killing countless demons that I came across. I tried to help the witches in the gardens, but there were, and still are, so many demons here. So, I made a hole for them to throw the demons in. Otherwise, the ones without the fire power had no defence and no weapons. If there are this many in the castle, then the screams I can hear from the city tell me there are just as many out there. They are dying, and all I can think of is what Atti said, that Winter is gone. He has to be wrong.

      “I can’t find her, I can’t sense her Jax,” he says, his words filling me with panic. She can’t be dead, I would know. Our mate isn’t dead. Yet, I can’t feel her like I would usually be able to. I can’t sense her around, and Atti wouldn’t just say this.

      A demon runs at us, and Atti shoots a fireball at him, burning a hole in his chest, and the demon collapses into blue dust. I stomp over to a demon who is holding a young witch on the ground. She is struggling to hold him off with her air power.

      “The whole city is under attack. Atti, you’re their king. You need to tell them to go to the castle!” I shout as I pull the demon off the witch on the ground, throwing him into the hole. Winter would never forgive us if we let our feelings cloud our minds over the responsibility we have to these witches. We can’t just leave them. Atti closes his eyes, his body glowing a yellow colour as he tells the whole city to leave,

      “Everyone leave and go to the Goddess’ castle. It’s safe. I’m showing you the image now. Everyone go, leave the city, and you will be safe.” 

      I hear the same thing as the witches do, and they start disappearing. Atti stumbles a little, his hands going to his knees as he takes a deep breath. That must have been a fucking lot of power. I grab Atti’s arm, shaking him a little, and he nods at me. This isn’t the time to give up. We need to find Winter, and we can’t do that here. He straightens up and flashes us back to the Goddess’ castle, straight to Wyatt and Dabriel, who are pacing Winter’s bedroom. 

      “Winter feels gone, where is she?” Wyatt shouts walking over to us, and Dabriel follows. They both look as panicked as we feel. A feeling of sickness is spreading all over me, and I don’t know what to do. I can’t fucking do anything.

      “I can’t feel her,” Dabriel says, and I nod, feeling the same. I feel empty, the place inside me where she was is hollow, now. I can’t sense her.

      Fucking hell, she’d best be alive, or I’m going to destroy the world until I find her or kill myself doing so. There isn’t a life without Winter. I can’t lose her, not now. The only person that could have taken her is her grandfather–the demon king. It wouldn’t surprise me because I have a feeling he needs her for something.

      “The demon king has her, doesn’t he?” I ask, and there’s silence from all of them.

      “You remember that witch, the one that poisoned Winter and a demon killed her?” I ask them all.

      Dabriel replies, “I remember. You think the demon king was protecting her?”

      “Yes. He needs her for something, so that means he won’t kill her. We would all know if she was dead.”

      “We have to find her. Whatever he wants her for, is nothing good,” Wyatt says and then mutters a string of curses to the room. We all feel the same way.

      “Wait, I feel her,” Atti says and grabs our arms. 

      I feel a flicker of something, just before Atti takes us to Winter. To our mate.
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      “Winter,” I breathe out when Atti bring us near her, but there’s a massive, blue barrier between us. She is standing next to the huge crystal that keeps the witches’ island protected from the world. There are dozens of little cracks in the crystal that shouldn’t be there, and the shaking ground is making more sense now. He is trying to drop the ward on the city, but why? It makes no sense as his demons can clearly walk straight through wards. I guess it would make the witches vulnerable, but we were right, he has her.

      The demon king is standing next to her, his hand on her shoulder. I don’t look at him for more than a second as Winter ignores us. I’ve never seen her look like this, the way she looks at me. Her eyes are silver, completely silver, as she rests her hands on the crystal, and she is glowing blue, the way she does when she uses her power, but it’s darker. The blue almost looks unnatural compared to the light colour it usually is. The way she looks at us all, makes me wonder if she recognises us at all.

      “Winter,” Atti shouts, moving forward and banging his hands on the blue barrier which is stopping us getting to her. Atti’s hands glow white as he tries to break the barrier, but it doesn’t work. I can tell that nothing happens after a minute. If Atti could break this, he would have by now.

      “She is mine, now,” the demon king laughs as the crystal cracks in half. Both pieces fall to the ground, and the cave shakes. The screams from the city get louder, just as I hear a loud roar. What the hell is that? Winter lowers her hands almost robotically, still staring at us with an empty look.  A witch appears next to the demon king, placing her hand on his shoulder, and he smiles down at her.

      “You betraying, little bitch, I will kill you for this!” Atti shouts at the witch, and she shrugs a shoulder.

      “You let my daughter die. Taliana should have lived and been your queen!” the witch shouts back, and everything makes a little more sense.

      “Trust me; when I get my hands on you, you will beg for the same death as your daughter,” Atti promises, and the witch pales a little.

      “Winter, Winter snap out of it,” Jaxson shouts, banging on the barrier, and he growls loudly. Winter doesn’t move, she doesn’t even blink as she stares at us. For a second, I think I see a flicker of blue in her eyes, but it’s gone the moment the demon king steps next to her. We need to get him away from her as he must have some way of controlling her. I’m surprised we didn’t think of it before. She is his blood.

      “You are no kings, you can’t even protect your queen,” the demon king laughs, and Jaxson growls as I step forward.

      “You will die, and I will kill you,” I say the words slowly, and the demon looks at me with a smirk that reminds me of my father. I know it’s not my father, but it’s his body still, it’s him still.

      “I enjoyed killing your ancestor, he was always the best fighter. Vampires have speed but rarely brains, I believe you have neither. Ah, but children do dream, don’t they?” He laughs.

      “Things have changed in the years you were locked away,” Dabriel says in a clipped tone, his eyes never leaving Winter.

      “And, your ancestor. I liked him . . . but he was stupid as well. He tried to kill me and save Elissa,” the demon king tells Dabriel.

      “You killed your mate, how could you do that?”

      “She stole my child, my child!” the demon king spits out. “But, it doesn’t matter. I have Winter, my grandchild, which is even better,” he says with a dark laugh and nods at the dark witch. I watch as he disappears, taking Winter and the witch with him. 

      “Winter!” Atti shouts, but it’s no use. The barrier falls, and the city shakes harder as the ward falls. Screams fill the night as I look at my friends, my brothers.

      “We need to save our people and then Winter. She will never forgive us if she comes back to everyone dead or if we kill ourselves trying to get her, now,” Dabriel tells us all, and we nod, not liking the idea but knowing he is right as we listen to more screams.

      “He won’t hurt her, he needs her,” I tell Jaxson who looks close to shifting. Jaxson looks over at me and nods. “Let’s save the city,” I say and walk out of the cave, with my brothers. Each one of us are broken but willing to fight. First, the city, and then, we will save our mate.
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      “Is that everyone?” I shout after healing a little girl, and her mum nods at me as she holds her close. A bundle of crystal is at her side, and I think back to the crystal trees that the demons burnt down. That’s all we have left of the most beautiful, and magical trees in the world, just those crystals. I don’t hear anyone shout out after a few minutes, but I take the time to look around the infirmary at the witches here. There is only a fraction of the ten thousand that lived in the witches’ city. Thousands have died today, and when the barrier dropped, the demon king sent two dragons to kill the rest of the witches and burn the island. It makes sense that he would have creatures like dragons, but knowing of them and seeing them is another matter. We just managed to pull a couple hundred injured witches out of the fires before we had to leave. By now, there will be nothing left of Atlantis.  I walk out of the room and look over as two wolves carry a dead witch wrapped in sheets out of the room. So much death.  The castle is out of control with witches being brought in, and surprisingly the vampires and wolves are trying to help. There aren’t that many, not compared to the ten thousand we knew lived on Atlantis.

      “How many?” I ask Wyatt as I walk into the entrance hall where he is talking to a vampire who doesn’t look impressed. They are talking in French, which I don’t understand a word of, and Wyatt changes the conversation to English when I stop next to them.

      “The witches need help, and as your king, I’m saying you will help them. They are mainly women and children, are you that heartless?” Wyatt shouts, and there is silence as the old vampire bows his head and walks away. I’m surprised he didn’t use his power to command them, but then he has never been that kind of vampire. Or king.

      “Atti called,” Wyatt taps the side of his head, not answering my question, but I can tell from the little witches that are here that it is bad. The demons must have killed thousands today, and Winter is gone. How did a day of celebration of Atti becoming the king we knew he was meant to be and mating with Winter, become a day we, and the witches, will never forget? I follow Wyatt up the stairs, stepping over the witches sitting huddled up and watch as they bow their heads to us as we pass. They shouldn’t bow to us, we have done nothing but let the demon king take our queen. Plus, their city has been destroyed. We go up the four flights of stairs until we get to our rooms that are on one long corridor. Wyatt walks straight to Winter’s room, and I shut the doors behind us. Jaxson is sitting on the bed speaking quietly to Freddy, who looks over at Wyatt and nods at him.

      “I can’t be long as more people need to be healed,” I tell Atti who turns to face us with Milo on his shoulder. Milo has some strange, green outfit on that looks made of leather. I bet some doll, somewhere, is missing an outfit. Milo almost makes me smile until I look at his blue hair and memories of winter come to me.

      “We have a way to get Winter back. Well, Milo does,” Jaxson says.

      “Me,” Milo replies and points at his chest.

      “Freddy and Milo were talking about the ward around the vampire castle,” Atti says, and relief fills me as I see Atti’s nod. The annoying little creature who eats Wyatt’s Oreos is a demon after all, he might be able to help us. We haven’t been able to think of any way to get her back at all. It’s seeming hopeless, as we can’t fight the demon king as he hides behind his army and the ward.

      “Tell me how,” I ask Atti.

      “I can walk through my blood ward,” Milo says and then flies over to sit on my shoulder. He’s not making much sense, as he hasn’t quite learnt how to put sentences together right yet.

      “What Milo means, is that he can pull one person through the ward around the vampire castle,” Jaxson says, standing up and walking over with Freddy following.

      “Who and what’s the point? We can’t fight the demon king and his army on our own. He could hold a knife to Winter’s throat, and we would put our weapons down for her,” I say and groan when I realise Freddy is young to be hearing this about someone he loves.

      “Winter is going to be okay, right, uncle J?” Freddy asks Jaxson who puts a hand on his shoulder.

      “We are going to get her back, we love her as much as you do. Why don’t you go and watch some movies?” Jaxson suggests.

      “I’m not a kid, I’m not watching movies when everything is going wrong,” Freddy snaps, pushing Jaxson away.

      “No, you’re not a kid. No kid should have to live what you have gone through already at such a young age. Jaxson only wants to protect you,” Wyatt says to him.

      “I don’t need advice or sympathy from you,” Freddy growls out, and Wyatt steps closer, not one bit fazed by his show of aggression.

      “Look, Harris and the others are going to need some help sorting out the witches and finding them rooms. Why don’t you go and help the beta?” Wyatt suggests, and I see Jaxson nod.

      “I will send a message to him. They need help,” Jaxson says, and Freddy looks down at the ground before meeting Wyatt’s gaze.

      “Fine, but save her. I won’t forgive you if you don’t,” he says and walks out of the room.

      “The kid is growing up and getting balls to speak to all of us like that,” Atti says, making us laugh a little despite the situation.

      “Balls? Do humans have balls?” Milo asks, and Atti laughs.

      “One day I will explain that, but not now,” I tell Milo, who nods with an innocent face. I bet the little demon is winding us up.

      “Right I have an idea for Winter. I’m going; as her mate, I can try to push my magic into her, and hopefully it will snap her out of it. It’s the best chance we have, but I’m going to need a distraction,” Atti says, making it clear it will be him that goes in after her. I want to suggest I should, but I know it’s not what’s best for Winter. I have no way of getting her out of his control, whereas Atti does, and I trust him to save her.

      “I suggest we take fifty wolves and vampires, and attack the castle,” Wyatt says, and we all nod. It’s the best way to make a distraction, hopefully the demon king won’t take Winter with him.

      “I can get fifty witches to appear and take everyone back to the castle after twenty minutes,” Atti offers.

      “If we time it right, that should be all you and Milo will need to get Winter and get out,” Jaxson says, pacing the room.

      “She might not come willingly, and you might need to knock her out and bring her here,” I say, remembering how she looked at us, how she reacted. She is under his control, and it’s going to be a fight. I can’t even think about what the demon king might be getting her to do, even in the one day he has had her. If we attack tomorrow, that’s two days she will be alone with him and completely under his control. The thought just makes me want to kill him.

      “I will save her,” Atti promises, his words strong, and I know he will.

      “I should go and see the angels; see if they will come here to be safe. I have a feeling the demons will attack them next,” I say, but it’s more than a feeling. I haven’t had any visions; the future seems blocked to me. The last one I had was just a storm. A tornado in a storm, and there was so much fire. I don’t know what I was seeing, but I don’t want to be around to see that in real life. I still hold on to the vision of Winter and all of us by that lake in the future, but it seems so far away, and I know the future can change in a second, making my visions useless.

      “They won’t come,” Wyatt warns, knowing my race are stubborn, and nothing will make them leave their precious home. They wouldn’t want to live with other races, as they see them as inferior.

      “Well, at least, I can get some of the healing herbs and bring them here as I can’t keep healing everyone,” I say, knowing that my old room there has a wall full of jars of herbs laced with my magic.

      “Go, brother, and we will plan the attack for tomorrow morning,” Jaxson says and pats my shoulder.

      “A lift, Atti?” I ask, holding out a hand as Milo flies off my shoulder and goes to sit on top of Winter’s bed. Atti grabs my arm and moves us instantly, and when I open my eyes I’m outside the council. The large, white building is so different from the normal houses that line the streets of the village. No humans live in this village, but they do drive past it, believing it’s just a field thanks to a witch’s ward.

      “I’ll wait,” Atti says and goes to sit on the seats outside as everyone stops moving to stare at us. I’m sure we look a sight with our burnt clothes, and both of us covered in blood and blue dust. I don’t care what they think, this is their future if they don’t leave. There aren’t many angels left to begin with, being that the war with the witches killed so many of us. The idea of even asking the angels to now come and live with those very same witches, seems like a disaster, but I won’t let them die because I don’t want to ask.

      “How dare you bring a witch into the council?” Zadkiel says as he walks down the stairs and smirks at us. Zadkiel’s hair is completely shaved off now, and he has decided to wear a royal cloak that I believe our father used to wear. I don’t even know where he got it from. At least, he isn’t wearing the royal crown, I don’t think I would hesitate to kill him if he was.

      “I suggest you shut up, brother, before I lose what little control I have and kill you,” I tell him. He doesn’t move or speak as I open the doors to the council and walk in. My brother was always the coward. My marks appear on my skin without me calling them, because I’ve been awake so long, and I’m tired. I want my mate safe and need to rest. I don’t know how many witches I’ve healed, or demons I’ve killed, in the last day. The council is speaking to each other when I walk in, and only one of them is missing. They might actually listen to me when there are so many of them here.

      “The witches’ city has fallen. Queen Winter of the witches, wolves, and vampires has been kidnapped, and I’m begging you to move our people to the Goddess’ castle. It’s the only place that is safe and our only chance,” I say loudly, and the room goes silent. I look around at the aged angels, seeing the sympathetic look on Lucifer’s and Gabriel’s faces but not many others seem that upset about the loss. Thousands of witches and people have died, and they almost look pleased.

      “Dabriel, I am sorry for your loss and the loss of the witches’ city,” Veja says; a dark angel who is old but one of the kinder ones.

      “How many died?” Gabriel asks me.

      “Thousands, there aren’t any more than two thousand witches who escaped,” I say, and there’s silence around the room. They know how many witches were on that island, they know how a loss like this would be told in history, and that what they say here will be remembered. If the demons killed that many witches, who are powerful, in their own city, the angels will struggle. We don’t have the numbers that the witches did, and at least twenty percent of our population are old. We lost a lot of our younger generation in the war.

      “Then, many demons would have died, and the demon king’s army will be smaller. I feel we are safe here,” Gabriel says, and dread fills me. They can’t be serious. The demon army will be bigger than ever, because he wouldn’t have just killed the witches, he would have taken some of them back to the castle and turned them.

      “No,” I reply, and there’s a hushed silence around the room.

      “You are thinking with your emotions for your lost mate and not what is best for our people. We have four thousand angels that would not be easy to move without a reason.”

      “Isn’t the death of an entire city reason enough? The witches had ten thousand!” I shout, and it’s Melan who speaks.

      “Not our city,” he says. He must be the oldest angel here, a light angel who has scars from the war, from losing his four sons when the witches killed them. I understand why he would never feel sympathetic to the witches, but this isn’t about him and his own desires, this is about the fate of the angels. I don’t want my entire race to be destroyed.

      “You are all fools,” I spit out.

      Lucifer stands up. “I side with Dabriel, and I’m taking my family to the Goddess’ castle. I suggest you do the same and stop being fools,” he says and walks around the council and out the doors, nodding at me before he walks out.

      “I side with Dabriel. I may believe the demon king army is smaller, but I’m no fool to know we will not win the fight here. I sincerely hope you choose to follow the rightful king,” Gabriel says, shocking me a little, but he nods at me before walking out.

      “We will discuss this and wish to have you come back here tomorrow at midnight,” Veja says, and I give him a look of shock. I had hoped he would be another to side with me on this, he has a young family.

      “It will be too late,” I say, knowing if we get Winter back, the demon king will attack the next place he can. I can’t tell them we are going after Winter because I cannot trust any of them. They could be working with the demon king, and I wouldn’t even know. I won’t risk our rescue plan for Winter for anything.

      “When our people look back at the history of the biggest war of supernaturals, this will be remembered. It will be remembered how you sat in your chairs and made the biggest mistake that cost lives,” I tell them, but not one replies as I turn and walk out of the room. When I get outside the council building, every single angel outside stops and bows their head to me. Atti stands up and walks over, wordlessly placing his hand on my shoulder.

      We have our Queen to save.
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      Darkness and snow. Darkness and Winter. Darkness and love. Darkness and life. Which one saves the queen? Which life will end for the queen?

      The child-like voice sings through my mind, the sentence keeps repeating and getting louder and louder. I want to scream for it to stop, to stop the song but everything feels cold, and words don’t seem to leave my lips when I think them. I blink my eyes open, and there’s nothing but blackness. An endless, black smoke that fills an empty place. Emptiness and darkness, and I don’t know why I’m trying to escape. What is out there in the darkness?

      “Wake up, Winter. Winter, you must wake up and wear the crown.”

      “What crown?” I whisper to the female voice I barely recognise. It’s Elissa, my grandmother.

      “Your inheritance. The crown is yours, and you are stronger than him,” Elissa says, her voice urgent.

      “Who?” I ask.

      “You’re only a quarter demon, Winter. Your humanity is what will save you,” the voice says. Demon?

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Time to wake up, little princess, I want to talk,” a voice says, waking me up from a strange dream that I struggle to remember. Something about humanity and demons. I open my eyes to see a pair of dark-red ones watching me; they almost glow in the dimly lit room. Demon. The demon king. Everything comes rushing back to me as I lean back in the seat I’m in and try to swallow the fear that climbs up my throat. I glance around the dining room we are sitting in and see the faces of three other people with us. The dining room is a room I’ve never seen, but the massive windows overlook the vampire gardens, and the library can be seen on the other side through the windows. At least, I know where I am. I look back at the betraying idiots that are sitting at the table. Damn, I’m in trouble. One is an older witch with long, black hair and a grin that is creepy as she watches me too closely. The other two are angels with white wings and look familiar. They both have light-purple eyes and cruel expressions. The older one of the two, has short hair, whereas the other one has longer hair. I glance down at my hands, one is holding a wine glass, and I don’t remember picking it up. I quickly pull my hand away as I look at the table which is set with food and a half-eaten plate in front of me. I rest my hand over one of the knives on the table and the other on my lap. I nearly jump when I see the long dress I’m wearing. It’s a corset at the top and has an old-fashioned, lacy skirt. Damn, the dress is a nightmare on its own.

      “Don’t think about it, my princess. I will put you back in your mental cage before you even get a chance to touch me with that knife,” the demon king warns. I refuse to even think of him as a relative of mine. We may share blood, but he means nothing to me after what he has done. I turn and look at him, sitting at the top of the table and looking every bit the king he is pretending to be.

      “My name is Winter, not Princess,” I spit out.

      “But, you are my princess,” he tells me.

      “I’m not your anything. I am the queen of three races and soon to be four. When my kings come for me, and they will, you will regret this,” I warn him, and his dark laugh fills the room.

      “Silly words from a murderer,” the witch opposite me says, spitting out the words as I stare into the dark-red eyes of the demon king. Other than the slight, grey shade to his gold skin, he still reminds me of Wyatt, as he wears the old vampire king’s body. I look up at the crown, the crown which belongs to Wyatt and not him.

      “Everyone I have killed, has deserved their fate,” I turn my gaze away and meet the angry face of the witch.

      “My daughter did not deserve you to kill her! She was the queen, you stupid little–” the witch stops shouting as a dagger lands in her neck and blood sprays all over the table. I look away in disgust as her head slams onto the table, and the demon king simply smiles at me.

      “No one will insult my princess,” he tells me, suggesting he just killed the witch for me. I look back at the witch, her dead eyes facing the windows, and I gather that Taliana must have been her daughter. I understand her anger, her pain, and she died because of it.

      “She didn’t deserve this,” I mutter, and the angel with no hair replies.

      “Yes, she did, beautiful one,” he says, and I glare at him.

      “Does your king know you’re here?” I ask, and he slams his hand on the table, making me jump.

      “I will be king,” he says, and I just laugh.

      “You will regret this, being here,” I say to the angel who looks seconds away from trying to kill me before looking at the dead witch’s body out of the corner of his eye.

      “Do you know your father said those words as one of my demons killed him?” The demon king tells me.

      “What?” I ask quietly, shock shaking me to my core. My father died in a car accident or that’s what I was told happened. I doubt my mum would have lied to me about that.

      “Your father said those last words as my demons tortured him to death. It was a shame he wouldn’t speak a word about where you were. He died protecting you from me and yet, here you are,” he says, leaning toward me and resting his head on his joined hands.

      “It was a car accident,” I spit out, not believing a word that comes from him. He only chuckles and leans back in his seat, linking his hands together.

      “No, it wasn’t, but he was only a silly human that my daughter thought would be safe to love,” he says.

      “He was not a silly human. He was my father and a brave man,” I say, standing up and calling my power. The second it leaves me and releases a blue wave, the angels in the room go flying with the table and everything else on it. Including the dead witch body, which I almost regret doing. The demon king just watches me as I look at him, the blue wave not bothering him one bit as he lifts a hand and makes his own ward.

      “They say you were once human and innocent. I see that is no longer true of you,” the angel with shaved hair says after he flies over, landing next to me. I lift the knife off the table and hold it in front of me as I push the chair out of the way, walking backwards.

      “So, beautiful, I know why my brother liked you now. I know why he is going to die for you,” the angel comments as he reaches a hand out to me, I whack it away with the knife, cutting him and turn, running for the door. Dabriel’s brother is here, and it makes sense why the angel looks familiar. My mind runs over the fact it means the angels must be working with the demon king. I need to escape. Just as I open the massive, hall doors, a haunting, dark laugh fills my ears. Blackness fills my eyes as everything disappears, and I feel myself drop the knife.

      “And, I only wanted a nice family dinner, what a shame,” I hear the demon king taunt as blackness takes over my eyes.
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      “Elissa, run,” a man roars as I open my eyes and see the entrance hall to the castle. Pieces of stone and dust fall from the ceiling near me, but I can see the destruction surrounding me. I turn and just see the back of Elissa, running up the steps of the castle. The castle is old, and in ruins as one wall is on fire and another is in crumbles. The smoke in the room just floats around the white dress I’m wearing, the sparks coming off the wall of fire should burn me, but they don’t. I can’t even feel the heat from the room, if anything, it still feels cold.

      “You and me then, boy,” the familiar voice of the demon king says, and I turn to see the voice coming from an attractive, middle-aged man. The man has a long, black cloak on and dark-black hair. He stands holding a sword at his side, and at his feet is the dead body of Atti’s ancestor, the first witch. I watch as he holds the blood covered sword up at his side, blood dripping onto the stone floor.

      “Whatever happens here today, she is safe. She will live, and her child will finish this war. She will finish you,” the voice of the first vampire, Wyatt’s ancestor, says as he holds his own sword in the air. They don’t say any more words as the demon king rushes forward and attacks him, their swords clashing together and the force nearly springing them both backwards. I try to move as they fight, as I know the ending to this vision already, he will die. Both are fast, but the demon king is better, it’s clear with every hit and swing of his sword. The demon king hits the vampire ancestor in his side, and he falls a little, giving the demon king the second he needs to shove his sword straight through his heart.

      “No,” I breathe out, but no sound comes from my lips, and the world is silent for a second before the vampire ancestor’s pale face has black lines crawling over it, and he collapses on the floor.

      “All but children in a game I’ve played for many, many years,” the demon king says, his tone almost soft as he speaks to the two bodies on the floor. He steps over the witch and walks up the stairs, going after Elissa. I turn slightly to the left and see a woman walk in, her long, white cloak dotted with blood. She lowers the hood, and shock fills me when, for a second, I think it’s Elissa, but it’s not. It’s Demtra, but they look so alike, the only difference is the hair and eyes. I met her once, when I died, and I thought it was Elissa, but it never was. Demtra looks straight at me, her green eyes staring straight through me.

      “They did not fall so that you would fall, Queen Winter. Only you can stop this, you and your mates. Their last children if this is not stopped. Win the war, Queen Winter, win the war, win the war . . .,” Demtra says in my mind, and the sentence repeats again and again in my mind as she walks up the stairs.
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* * *

      I shoot up in bed, feeling a hand shaking my shoulder, and open my eyes to see Atti leaning over me, relief spread across his handsome face before he takes my face in his hands and kisses me. I throw myself into the kiss, letting him pull me closer. I break away and just stare up at him, seeing his stormy, grey eyes that almost glow. He has a cloak on, his hood up, so I can’t see his blonde hair, but I lift my hand and place it on his cheek under the hood.

      “Atti,” I whisper, seeing him close his eyes and pull me close. The bond between us is clear when I’m in his arms, my back almost tingles, reminding me of my marks and Atti’s, which I haven’t seen yet.

      “We have to leave,” Milo’s voice comes from near us, and I break away from Atti to look over at the door, where Milo is hovering in the air. Milo has a strange, green outfit on and a green sash holding his blue hair up. It’s such a relief to see them both, but as I look around, I have a feeling we aren’t out of danger yet.

      “Milo, Atti how are you here?” I ask, looking around the bedroom I’m in and down at the black dress I’m still wearing. I’m still in the vampire castle, how am I not under his control, and where is he?

      “Milo can pull people through demon wards, now we have to go. The distraction isn’t going to be long,” Atti tells me and pulls me off the bed. A wave of dizziness hits me as I stand up, and I can feel the demon king in my mind, only a little bit. It’s like a dark stain.

      “Wait . . . how did you?” I ask Atti, pulling his hand to stop us walking across the room.

      “Make you not, well controlled? I just flooded your system with my magic, mates can do that. You might feel a little–” Atti says, and I interrupt him.

      “Dizzy?” I ask, resting on his shoulder, and he nods.

      “Can you run?” he asks me. I stand straighter and remember everything I have to fight for. This isn’t the time to be weak, I don’t have time for that.

      “Yes,” I reply, and Atti links our hands as we run out of the room. Milo lands on my shoulder. I smile at him, and he rests his head next to mine as we stop at the end of the corridor, and Atti looks around it before we start running down the next one.

      “Glad you safe,” Milo says quietly and lightly kisses the side of my head.

      “Me too, and thank you for saving me. I will always be thankful,” I tell him quietly, and Atti smiles at me before we stop at the end of another corridor. Atti places a finger on his lips as he looks around the edge of the wall and then nods at me, tugging on my hand. We run down familiar-looking corridors, and Atti has to catch me when I trip on the lacy dress, ripping it. I pick some of the dress up as we get outside, and I hear the sound of screaming in the background. When the ground shakes, and the blast is strong enough to shake the castle, I know Jaxson is near. Worry fills me from the idea of him fighting the demon king, but I trust my mates to have made a plan.

      “Jaxson?” I ask Atti as we run down the main court area and towards the large walls that enclose the castle. It’s surprising how there isn’t anyone here, not a single person or demon around. I think back to the humans that used to live here, how they never really had a chance to truly live, to be free and are most likely dead or demons now. I’m not sure which fate would have been better for them.  An awful, groaning noise comes from next to us as we run, and I look to the left of Atti to see two demons running at us. They look horrible, their grey skin falling off their faces, and the smell from them can’t be missed.

      “Jaxson is making the distraction,” Atti tells me and pushes me behind him as he raises his hands, and a large stream of fire leaves his hands. I look around him to see two piles of blue dust, and then we are running again before I can look at or say anything. In some ways, killing them is putting them to rest. Or, that’s what I have to keep telling myself.

      “We need to jump; can you do that?” Atti asks me, and I look up at the big wall and the blue ward that is just on the other side. Milo starts flying up as I watch and take a few steps back.

      “Yes,” I say remembering my training with Leigha. She would kick my ass if I don’t jump this. All that training is finally becoming useful, and I could just see her smirking at me if I told her she was right.

      “One, two, three . . .,” Atti says, and I run next to him, jumping at the same time and pushing as much as I can to make the jump. I fly through the air and just manage to hit the top, catching my hands on the stone and hanging off the edge. My hands scrape across the sharp stone, and it cuts my fingers; my blood making it harder to hold on as the cold wind pushes me to the side. I look up, just as it starts to snow, it’s falling thickly from the sky. I try to pull myself up, but the stupid dress catches on the stone and stops me from using my legs to help. These old dresses are not meant for climbing.  Atti lands after me, pulling himself up and reaches down to lift me up only a minute later. He pulls me to his chest and I gently press my lips to his.

      “My mate,” I say softly, and he presses his forehead into mine. Atti lifts my cut hands and wipes his thumb across the cuts, which are slowly healing on their own. My teeth extend, but I don’t feel hungry, which only makes me feel sick. I must have been fed or fed on someone while I was here. It’s the only thing that makes sense.

      “Hey, don’t leave me and disappear into your thoughts. I missed you, and whatever it is you’re worried about, we will sort it,” he tells me, and I look up at him.

      “I missed you, too,” I whisper, and he kisses my forehead before he steps away, our moment gone as we both walk over to the dark-blue ward. The ward is thick, almost stopping you from seeing the other side and the forest behind it.

      “You touch and push,” Milo tells me as he flies over and Atti holds out his hand to Milo.

      “You think I can walk through the ward?” I ask Milo, who nods his little head, making his hair bounce up and down.

      “Demon, you,” he tells me, and I nod back, understanding what he means. I should be able to do this because it’s part of who I am. If the demon king can use that small part of me to control me, then I should be able to use it, too. I step forward at the same time Milo pulls Atti through the ward. I push my hands against it, feeling it pushing back like a sponge, but the more I push the further I can walk. I push and hold my breath, closing my eyes as I step through the ward. I gasp for air when I finally break through the other side, and I hear a loud shout.

      “No!” the demon king’s roar seems to echo around my mind, and I hold my hands over my ears as darkness starts spreading in my eyes. My power starts rising, and I scream as I push it away, refusing to let it hurt anyone. Especially not my mate.

      “Atti,” I whisper, feeling his hands picking me up and then the feeling of us moving, seconds before everything disappears into a familiar darkness.
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      “Winter,” a familiar voice says as a hand strokes my cheek, and I open my eyes to see my angel leaning over me. Dabriel watches me closely, his hair falling around his face and his marks glowing ever so slightly all over his skin. I’ve never spent a lot of time looking over each mark, seeing how they all resemble shapes, and they are difficult to look at for too long as it hurts your eyes. It’s kind of like looking at the sun. Dabriel has a white shirt on, and jeans, but they are crinkled, and he looks tired. I look down to see I’m wearing the stupid black dress still, and I’m lying on top of the covers of my bed at the Goddess’ castle. The bedroom is such a comfort to see, as much as being with one of my mates.

      “Dab,” I say, sitting up, and he pulls me to him with a contented groan. I wrap my arms around his neck and kiss his cheek, waiting only a second for him to turn his head and fully kiss me. I moan as he slides his hands into my hair, and his tongue gently wrestles with my own. This is everything, being here with him and being safe.

      “You’re awake, lass,” Jaxson says from somewhere nearby, and Dabriel breaks away from the kiss, leaning back, so I can see Jaxson as he walks into the room. Jaxson looks tired, but so determined, as he walks over to me and leans down, pulling me off the bed and into a hug. I wrap my legs around his waist as he kisses me fast, then breaks away.

      “I fucking missed you, don’t do that again. I can’t keep losing you like this,” he tells me. I run my hand over his beard that needs shaving and the messy hair that falls slightly into his face. He looks tired but still has the wild side to him, the side that makes him the very wolf I know he is.

      “It’s not like I chose a family reunion, Jaxson,” I say, wriggling out of his arms, and he sighs as he lets me go. “How did the distraction go?” I ask him, looking him over for any injuries but not seeing any.

      “I decided the best way to get his attention was to destroy half the castle, so I caused an earthquake and brought down the left side of the castle,” Jaxson says with a shrug like it was nothing when I bet that was some hell of a show of power. “The demons attacked, and we held them off, until the demon king got there. I went to fight him when he realised you had gone, and then the witches came and used their power to portal everyone out,” Jaxson tells me. I bet the demon king was mad.

      “What happened to you? How could he take power over you, make you almost a zombie?” he asks me gently.

      “He controlled me somehow; he got into my head and made everything go black.”

      “Do you know about the witches?” Dabriel asks me gently, and I shake my head. I only remember the witch the demon king killed at that messed-up dinner. There isn’t anything else, just blackness and every time I try to think about it, it seems to slip away from my thoughts.

      “Winter, he used you to destroy the crystal ward that protected the witches’ city. Then he brought his dragons in, and the island is destroyed,”

      “Dragons? He used me?” I ask, shock making me feel sick.

      “Yes, but it wasn’t your fault.”

      “How many witches survived the attack?” I ask, and Jaxson hesitates before he tells me.

      “About three thousand, maybe less as a lot are injured still,” he says, and I know that means thousands died in the witches’ city. A city full of people I’m meant to protect as I’m their queen, and instead, I let the demon king use me to destroy the ward that protected them.

      “It’s not your fault, you know that?” Dabriel asks me, and I just look away. There’s silence between us all as I guess they don’t know what to say to me. It is my fault no matter what they say. I should have done something, fought more or tried to wake myself up. If I hadn’t been stupid in the first place, the demon king wouldn’t have even escaped.

      “What do you remember, Winter? Anything you could tell us could help at this point?” Dabriel asks me, trying to give me a way to be useful.

      “I don’t remember much, only bits. I remember a dinner, and two angels were there with a witch,” I say but turn to talk to Dabriel more. I hate that I have to tell him about his brothers. No matter the fact I know he doesn’t get along with them, this is more than just sibling fights. No, this means his family betrayed him, and I know he will never forgive them for it.

      “What angels?” Dabriel asks me, sliding off the bed and his wings gently fluttering at the side of him.

      “They were your brothers, they told me,” I tell him gently, and he frowns, standing up off the bed. I won’t tell him what else they said to me or about him dying, I would never let that happen. I would never let any one of my mates die for me.

      “And, he is working with the demon king. It wouldn’t surprise me to know the whole council is,” he says, coming over and kissing my forehead. I wrap an arm around his waist, feeling his one wing almost holding me to him. I wonder if he even notices he is doing it. I can’t help but gently guide my hand over his wing, and I feel him gently shiver.

      “I’m happy you’re safe and here, but I must go and speak with Lucifer. If the angels are working with them, we are not as safe as I would like,” he tells me, and I nod. I get it, being the royals we are means we don’t have a lot of time to celebrate them saving me. Dabriel walks out the door, holding it open as Freddy runs in and tackles me in a hug. I take a deep breath as the kid almost suffocates me with his strong arms.

      “You’re back,” he says, happily squeezing me, and I hold him close.

      “I am, where is Wyatt?” I ask Jaxson over Freddy’s head.

      “We are having problems with the witches and Vampires, there is a fight going on, or he would be here. He saw you before Atti, and he had to go and deal with the problems,” he says, and it’s not surprising knowing that my mates would have brought the surviving witches here. Now, we are trying make vampires, witches, and wolves live together after hating each other for so long. There is always going to be arguments, but I know this is the best thing for us. This castle is the safest place.

      “Let’s go then,” I say, letting go of Freddy and letting Jaxson take my hand as he leads us out of the bedroom.

      “Go and find Katy and Harris will you, Freds? They will want to know Winter is back,” Jaxson asks Freddy when we get outside my bedroom. Freddy gives Jaxson a grumpy look before sighing.

      “Fine,” Freddy says and runs down the corridor in the opposite direction. I look up at Jaxson as he leads us out of the corridor that has our rooms, and I hear the shouting the moment we get to the top of the stairs. I listen to the arguments as we walk down the four flights of stairs and past many witches, wolves, and vampires that are leaning over the bannister and watching. Many turn and look at me with wide eyes that have a range of respect, kindness and what’s worse is fear.

      “ Ils ne restent pas ici, ni les sorcières,” I hear some man shout, his French words I don’t understand making me guess he is one of the vampires.

      “I don’t want to be around stupid old vampires anyway. At least us witches aren’t cruel, evil people” I hear shouted back to whatever the man shouted in French. I come down the stairs just in time to see Atti hold a witch against the wall by his neck, while Wyatt lifts another older-looking vampire off the ground by his coat, his feet hanging off the ground.

      “What the hell is going on?” I ask, and the room goes silent. Wyatt drops the vampire at the same time that Atti lets go of his man, they both smile over at me. Atti and Wyatt both look stressed even with the smiles. That’s the only thought that comes to mind as I rest my eyes on them. Atti has his cloak on, the black contrasts against his wavy, blonde hair and his grey eyes light up as I smile at him. Wyatt draws my attention the most right now, it feels like forever since I’ve seen him. I let my eyes drop down his body, seeing the tight trousers and button down white shirt he has on, that show off his impressive body. His dark, almost bottomless, brown eyes watch me, and I think he is feeling the same as me. The urge to be close to my mate is hard to resist, even with the number of eyes on us. It’s almost funny the looks of happiness they give me, like they weren’t just stopping a fight or Wyatt wasn’t holding a vampire up by his neck. The vampire on the floor coughs and moves away but I’m kind of proud of Wyatt, he could have just used his compulsion on the vampire and made him stop. Instead, he was trying to be reasonable, well as reasonable as a vampire prince who just got his mate back can get that is.

      “Nothing we can’t deal with,” Wyatt says, his eyes drifting over me and finally landing on my eyes. I take a step closer to him and trip, almost falling, but Jaxson slides an arm around my waist and stops me. I clear my throat and look down, seeing nothing. I just tripped on air in front of lots of people, damn it.

      “Supernaturals are not meant to live together, this is wrong,” the witch with light-blond hair, who Atti was holding, says as he stands up and shakes his head at me. Jaxson’s loud growl is enough to make him stay quiet and not comment on whatever he is thinking. I know I don’t have many fans with the witches, not after what I did to their city. They don’t seem to look at me with hate, like I expected them to. No, they seem to only have fear in their eyes as they stare at the vampires and wolves. I glance around at the five female witches with their hoods down, bundled together on one side and then to the ten or so vampires huddled closely together. The wolves are bundled together by door. The space in-between them is huge.

      “Everyone listen.” I shout, and the crowd of witches, vampires, and wolves turn to look at me. I take a deep breath, knowing I need to say this and then spend time figuring out everything else.

      “The demon king has an army; a massive army. I saw them. He has thousands and thousands of soldiers that will kill anything in their way, and they have the weapons to kill us. He won’t stop until we are all dead; witch, vampire, wolf, or angel. It doesn’t matter to him,” I tell them, the fear shining in their eyes as they watch me.

      “Isn’t he your grandfather? You brought down the ward and let the dragons in!” a female witch says and steps forward.

      “You’re right, he is. He has also killed all my blood relatives other than himself. He has killed because he is insane, and his thirst for power is out of control. I can only say I’m truly sorry for the ward, for letting him take control of my mind and not figuring out he has that power.”

      “How do we know you won’t flip and start attacking us?” an older, French vampire asks, watching me with his hand on a sword strapped to his side.

      “If you attack her, if anyone attacks my queen, I will personally rip you to pieces,” Jaxson growls out and the vampire looks down. I place my hand on Jaxson’s shoulder and step away from him.

      “The demon king can’t come here, and he can only control me when he is close. I understand your fear, I feel it, too. I have family here, and you are my people. I won’t stop until he is back in hell, where he belongs. You may not trust me, or some of you may hate me for everything I’ve done. It doesn’t matter, at the end of the day, war is coming. In war, you will see I side with you. I was human once, but I never felt right. I felt lost and being here is home,” I say, and several of the supernaturals all look at each other.

      “Our queen is right, we are at war, and squabbling like children over race is not going to win us a war that will save our children. Save our mates,” Atti shouts into the room and then walk over to my side.

      “There has never been a threat like this, there has never been a war like this. We will all die if we don’t work together, our children will die. There isn’t a choice here. We fight or we die. You make your choice and spread the word. Those who want to fight, meet me and the other kings in the training rooms in the morning. Those who don’t or won’t, stay out of our way, or I will kill you, myself,” Wyatt shouts, and his voice echoes around the room as whispers follow. I watch as he walks over to me, sliding his hands over my cheeks and kissing me.

      “We will win this for you,” he tells me, and lets go, dropping to his one knee in front of me and bowing his head. Jaxson and Atti mimic his actions, and so do all the other people in the room, each one of them kneeling and bowing their heads. I look over to see Alex standing near the door, her arms crossed, and she winks at me before bowing herself.

      “We will win this war, and I will kill the demon king. It’s what I’m destined to do. It’s what my grandmother, my great aunt, her mates, and my parents died for. I will fight for us all,” I say, my words echoing as I leave out the most important part of the prophecy, that someone will die, and I’m going to make sure it’s me. No one else is dying for me.
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      “What the hell are you wearing?” Alex asks as she walks over to me when everyone walks away other than my mates. She pulls me into a tight hug and I just don’t move except to hold her back. It feels like a long time since I hugged my best friend.

      “Other than looking like a weird, goth princess, are you okay?” she whispers to me, the words only meant for me to hear.

      “I’m good, just it was like sleeping and having no control. I don’t remember much, and it’s best I don’t,” I tell her quietly, and she lets go. Memories of thousands of dead, demon soldiers, the smell of death, and the demon king’s glowing, red eyes will haunt me for years. I have trouble pushing them out of my mind as I try to focus on my best friend. Alex looks amazing as usual, with her red hair down and wearing some kind of leather leggings that stick to her and a baggy white top that hangs off of one shoulder.

      “I have something I need to talk to you about,” she tells me, and I frown wondering what when I see Harris and Katy running into the room, followed by Anna holding baby Marie in her arms. Marie looks so much older, which I know babies grow quick, but it’s still a sight to see. It’s Anna’s haunted eyes that hold my attention as I watch them come closer.

      “Winter!” Katy shouts and hugs me. “What on earth are you wearing? I want to say you look good but err . . .,” Katy says as she lets go.

      “I know, right? It’s awful, that dress should have burnt in the eighteen hundreds and never made it this far,” Alex says, both of them eying my awful dress up. Hey, it’s not like I disagree with them.

      “Win, shit I was worried about you,” Harris says, and he wraps his giant arms around me.

      “I’m good,” I say as he moves away.

      He nods, “I let you down, My Queen, and–”

      “Don’t start that stuff, or I will start feeling guilty, too,” Leigha’s sharp voice comes from behind me, and I turn to see her push her way through my mates, and she gives me a small smile.

      “Back from the demon den, then?”

      “Did you miss me, army brat?”

      “In training I did,” she smirks, and Harris walks over to her, wrapping an arm around her waist and kissing the side of her head. Her red cheeks and small smile she gives him is enough proof to me that she loves him. And, the fact that no one seems shocked by their actions.

      “I heard what happened with Esta. What she did,” Anna says softly next to me, and I turn to look at her. Despite her soft tone, her eyes have anger in them. Anna’s pale complexion matches her blonde hair, which is up in a bun, and the casual clothes she has on. Marie has a Babygro on and the wavy, blonde hair is all I can see as Anna holds Marie on her shoulder.

      “Esta,” Anna says her name in anger, and the silence in response to her words is enough to know everyone has spoken about it. Someone has told her, and in a way, I’m glad it’s not me that has to.

      “She told me she killed Fergus, just before she died,” I reply, and she nods, knowing this.

      “And, you gave her forgiveness,” Anna says, her tone filled with judgement.

      “I had little choice. I gave her my forgiveness, not yours, not the pack’s, and not Jaxson’s. I showed kindness in front of thousands of witches that watched me as I took their throne. The one I took from a cruel witch, and they needed to see I’m different. I couldn’t be cruel to someone who died for me, not in their last moment. What she did, was because of her love for Jaxson and her need to be with him. In the end, I felt sorry for her,” I tell Anna, and there’s silence as we stare at each other.

      “You’re my queen, my friend, but she took my mate. I do understand your decision, and it’s your kindness that led you to that choice. I hate her for what she did, that she was at the birth of Fergus’s child, and that she pretended to be my friend. I hate her and hope she rots in hell for her crimes. I wish she was still alive, so I could kill her, myself,” Anna spits out, and her eyes start glowing, and only stops as Marie cries a little. She hushes Marie gently and pats her back.

      “Do you hate me?” I ask quietly, and she looks down at her baby and back to me.

      “No. I understand. Winter . . . win this war for us, for Marie, and honour Fergus’ memory that way,” she says firmly and waits for my nod before she walks away. Leigha pats my shoulder as she passes with Harris and Katy following her. I wait until they all walk away before I look up at Jaxson who walks to my side.

      “I understand what you did, Winter. You’re a better person than me, I would have told her to rot in hell before killing the bitch, myself. But, she was still pack, and you acted like a shifter queen who lost a pack mate, no matter the circumstances,” Jaxson tells me, his voice dripping with anger as I look up at him.

      “Thank you.” I nod, and he pulls me into his arms.

      “Queen Winter, King Jaxson, King Wyatt, and King Atticus.” He paused for a moment, looking at Alex. “I don’t know who you are,” Lucifer says, walking over to us and bowing low.

      Alex and I share a look, there are way too many attractive men in this room, and I know she is thinking the same thing.

      “Just Alex. I don’t need all that fuss, hot stuff,” Alex says, and I laugh a little as Lucifer gives her a strange look.

      “Hot stuff? Am I on fire?” he asks and pats down his black shirt making Alex laugh.

      “No, it’s a human saying.”

      “A very strange one, indeed,” Lucifer says and looks at me, “Queen Winter–” he starts to say, and I interrupt him.

      “Lucifer, you supported my mate when little others did and showed me memories I will remember forever as they are all I have of my parents, so we are friends. Just Winter please, I’m your friend first,” I say, and he nods with a small smile.

      “I wish to look into your mind, Queen Winter, I can see your past these last few days and then convince the angels that Zadkiel is working with our enemy. I doubt the council truly knows, and I want to give the angels, my people, the best chance I can,” Lucifer says and holds out a hand as Dabriel comes into the room with another angel I’ve never seen. He nods at me as he continues speaking to the angel as they walk over. I slide my hand into Lucifer’s and watch as he glows with his black symbols. I expect him to show me, but he doesn’t, I watch as his black eyes disappear back to normal, purple ones. I’m glad he doesn’t show me when I think about it, I don’t need any more memories to have nightmares about.

      “I could see the meal with Zadkiel and Govan, and little bits of the army he has,” Lucifer says, reminding me of the brief image I have of Paris and the dead army he has inside it. It’s like a ticking time bomb, waiting to destroy the world. They could so easily. A memory flitters though my mind of the demon king shouting that the humans keep dying as the demons try to take over them. That thousands are dying all the time, and thousands of humans keep hiding from him in the city.

      “We should go to the angels, all of us. A united front,” I say, and there’s silence as Dabriel walks over to me.

      “No fucking way,” Jaxson snaps out.

      “You may be my mate, but you don’t control me. Don’t speak to me like that, Jax,” I snap back, and he growls lightly.

      “I lost you, I fucking lost you, and you expect me to let you go anywhere near him again?” Jaxson says, and my anger disappears when I realise his reaction is pure fear of losing me again, nothing more.

      “Jax, I’m here now, and what happened before, won’t happen again. He chose a time when we were celebrating winning the crown and mating to Atti because we were all distracted. Nothing is going to distract us again,” I say and look over at Wyatt and Atti as they step closer.

      “I’m not taking you out of this castle, Winter. The demon king could take control of you again, and we can’t risk him using you to get here. The winter solstice is in two weeks, Winter. He is coming, then, and we have no way of preventing him from taking over your mind,” Dabriel says gently, making me turn to look at him as he slides a comforting hand down my arm.

      “How about we go, and I stay next to Atti the whole time? He can pull me away the second anything happens, but it’s unlikely the demon king will be there. I know it’s a risk, but I feel like I need to be there,” I try to reason.

      “Atti?” I ask when no one responds, and he looks down at me as he moves in front of me. Atti places his hand on my cheek, and I rest my head into it.

      “You don’t leave my side?” he asks almost in a whisper, fear coating his eyes, and I nod.

      “Fine, we will go tonight,” he says.

      “Someone needs to go and get my mum. The wolves protecting her won’t be enough if the demon king finds her. He must be furious I’m gone. I need her here,” I tell them all.

      “I will send a witch, Leigha, and Drake to get her. Between them, they will be able to safely get her here,” Atti says and kisses my cheek before walking off.
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      “I should go and get changed. Alex?” I ask her, and she walks over, linking her arm in mine as we walk away from them all, feeling them watching me. My back almost tingles with the knowledge that all my mates are watching me, and I turn my head to see them. They look every bit as powerful as I know they are, as they watch me. But, there’s more than that, I feel nothing but love as I meet each of their eyes and give them a little smile. I haven’t even seen what my new mark looks like since I mated with Atti, and all I want is to see it. We walk up the stairs and instead of walking to my corridor, I walk down the opposite one.

      “Where are we going?” Alex asks me.

      “To see the crystal, I need to know something,” I tell her, and she nods.

      “Why didn’t you tell your mates?”

      “I need to speak with it alone. They won’t let me touch it after last time, and I can’t really explain this feeling I have. I think the crystal is somehow in my dreams, the child-like voice I always hear; I think it is the crystal,” I tell her as we stop and open the doors to the tower. I’m surprised no one is guarding it like they should be, but I make a mental note to sort something out later. I shut the doors behind us and stop on the bottom step of the stairs.

      “Can I be alone?” I ask her, and she looks behind me up the stairs and meets my eyes.

      “I trust you,” she says simply, and I know there isn’t much more that is needed to be said. I climb up the dozens of stairs of the tower and feel the crystal calling to me before I even see it. The crystal is as huge as I remember it being, it lightly glows, and I look around the room to see someone has drawn on the walls and there are tools on the floor. It looks like they planned to put windows in here and the very thought makes me happy. People should be able to see the beautiful light from the crystal. I walk over, whispering quietly,

      “Hello. I know this may seem weird. Okay, it is weird that I’m talking to a giant crystal, but I know you’re alive in here. I feel it. You sing to me, just like the crystal trees in the witches’ city. You have been in my dreams and helping me, is that true?”

      I place my hands on the crystal, seeing the millions of little lights inside swirl around and then rush at the place my hands are, before the light shines so brightly that I can’t see anything for a second.

      “Winter,” the child-like voice says as I open my eyes, and the little lights from the crystal have formed into a ball in the middle, I look only for a second before the loud, sorrow-filled song fills my mind.

      “Child of Winter . . . .

      Child of demons . . . .

      Child of the ancient ones. A child planned to rule, a child planned to save. For all children grow to love, to mourn, but only the child of death will pay the ultimate price. A price for love, for the world. Death and sorrow, death and love, death and wishes for change will never be sought. The prophecy tells the truth, as much as time will pass. Blood will fall, blood will fall, blood will fall . . . .”

      The song drifts off as my hands start to burn on the crystal, but I don’t move my hands away.

      “I understand, I know it’s my life that must be given to save everyone,” I whisper and only a small whisper responds to me,

      “You will understand at the final choice.”

      I pull my hands away, the ball of light breaking into millions of little lights inside the crystal, and the power I felt in the room seems to have disappeared. I look down at my slightly burnt hands as they heal and then back to the crystal, feeling like I’m missing something. Like it knows something that I don’t.
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      I shut the door to my room after leaving with Alex, and she hasn’t said a word, the confused look on my face likely says it all. I instantly start pulling the dress off, and when it falls to the ground, I look at my back in the mirror. Despite my underwear being in the way a little, it’s one hell of a massive mark all down my back. The strong phoenix at the bottom, the brave wolf next, then Atti’s beautiful tree is in the middle of the delicate wings. My heart hurts when I think of the trees in the witches’ city, how they are lost to us for the time being. I hope when we get the city back, and we will, we can re-grow them. Their beautiful songs play through my head a million times as I just stare at my reflection. So much has been lost, and so much more is going to be lost. How can I be strong enough to save everyone? To do what I need to?

      “Here,” Alex says, coming over and handing me some jeans and a black top, snapping me out of my thoughts.

      “Your mating marks are beautiful,” she tells me as I pull the clothes on.

      “Thank you. They are.” I reply as I pick the awful dress up and walk over to the fireplace. I chuck it in and look around until I find some matches, before setting the damn thing on fire.

      “It looks better on fire.” Alex chuckles as she stands next to me, and we watch the fire burn the black material. Even the awful smell from the burning fabric doesn’t make me move. I want to watch it burn.

      “What did the crystal say?”

      “Nothing I didn’t already know, I think it’s alive,” I reply.

      “That’s . . . well, I would say crazy, but we live in a crazy world.”

      “A crazy, dangerous world,” I reply, and she nods at me before sitting on the end of my bed and looking down at the ground. Alex never makes much sound as she cries, I know her too well. Alex never cries, it’s just not her way, but the rare times I’ve seen her cry, it’s been for a bad reason, and worry fills me. Nothing else can be wrong, not with my best friend, too.

      “What’s wrong?” I ask, keeping the fear out my voice as I walk over and sit next to her.

      “I know it’s the worst timing, the worst thing that could have happened right now, and I swear we were being safe, but it happened,” she whispers after a long silence. Confusion fills me as I look at her, I have no idea where she is going with this.

      “What happened? Whatever it is, I’ll cover for you. If it’s hiding a body or helping you kill someone, I will, no questions asked,” I say, making her laugh a little as she shakes her head at me. I watch her closely as I take her hand. She shocks me to my core as she places her other hand on her stomach, and I figure out what is going on before she even says it.

      “I’m pregnant,” she whispers, and I sit back in shock, keeping hold of her hand. Alex is pregnant.

      “Oh, wow. I didn’t expect that,” I mutter, my eyes going from her face to her stomach and back again.

      “I know, but it happened, and I couldn’t be more scared. Every time I close my eyes, fear just fills me. I can’t shake the powerless feeling I have,” she admits.

      “Why are you scared? You will make a wonderful mother,” I ask her, knowing for certain she will.

      “We are at war Winter. We could die, and anything that happens to me, happens to my baby. I love her or him already, I know it’s early to feel this way, but I do. I would do anything to save my baby.”

      “No, we won’t die. You will not die, and you will have this baby. He will not win this time. I will fight for our freedom, our lives. The lives of our future,” I say and nod my head towards her stomach. Any doubt I had about winning this war, about giving my life up slips away as I think about Alex’s baby.

      “I want to be at your side, fighting, but Drake won’t have it, and I can’t help but agree with him. Vampire pregnancies are so rare, and everyone I’ve asked says they are difficult to carry for half-turned like me,” she says, and it’s not surprising. I know about the low birth rate all supernaturals have.

      “Someone will need to be with the women and children who can’t fight. Someone needs to be helping the injured and that’s where you’re going to be,” I say, and she hugs me. Neither of us move for a long time, just holding each other and my mind running over the idea of Alex and a baby.

      “I can’t wait to meet her or him,” I whisper to her in the quiet room, only the sound of the fire crackling in the background to listen to.

      “Winter, come now,” Leigha bursts into the room, blood pouring down the side of her head.  Her clothes are ripped in various places, and when I see the blue dust on her, panic fills me.

      “Leigha what happened?” I ask, standing up.

      At the same time Alex asks, “Where’s Drake? Where’s our mum?”

      “We’d just got to your mum, and demons came. There were so many, we barely got away. I think they were waiting for us, for anyone to come. Drake and your mum are badly injured,” Leigha tells us as we run down the corridor and down the stairs. Alex makes a strangled sound, and everything goes blurry as I run after Leigha.

      “No, no, no,” Alex mutters, wiping her eyes as we follow Leigha through the castle and run past many people, who stop and stare. Leigha slams the door of a room open, it’s full of beds, and I see Dabriel first as he is glowing.

      “Winter,” I hear someone say, but everything seems slow as I walk over to Dabriel and see my mum on the bed in front of him. There are three long cuts in the front of her top, and there is blood everywhere as Dabriel tries to heal her. I look over at the two silver swords at the side of the bed, covered in blood and back to my mum.

      “Mum?” I ask, taking her hand, but she is unconscious. I look over to see another light angel I don’t know glowing lighter than Dabriel and watch as he pulls two daggers out of Drake’s stomach as Alex leans over him.  Next to him is a female light witch, three daggers in her arm, and she winces as she pulls them out.

      “Winter, I can’t. I’m sorry, but the cuts are laced with the same poison that killed Atti’s mother, and your mother is too human to survive this,” Dabriel says quietly, his purple eyes locking on mine as he gives me the news I knew from the moment I saw my mum. I can’t lose her, too. This cannot be happening. I’m so stupid, I should have demanded she come here, no matter what she wanted.

      “No!” I shout, pushing him out of the way as he removes his hands, and my mum looks up at me as her eyes slowly open. I push her grey hair out of her face, wincing when I leave a trail of blood on her cheek from my hands.

      “Alex, come and say goodbye,” I hear Dabriel say, and the sound of Alex’s crying fills the room.

      “Go say goodbye to your mother. I’m okay, Alex,” I hear Drake say, and then I hear her move closer as I stare into my mum’s eyes.  I don’t look away.

      “I love you both, you know that?” she whispers out, her breaths sounding slower and slower as I brush some hair out of her eyes.

      “I love you, too, mum, please don’t leave me,” Alex begs as she grips her hand.

      “Sing for me Winter, I love your singing,” she mumbles and I nod, wiping my eyes.  I don’t know what to sing as I open my mouth, and then a song fills my mind. A song she used to sing to me as a child.

      “Blue, blue rose dancing in the snow. Oh blue, blue rose you have come to say Winter has finally come. Winter brings the cold but the warmth along, too. I can hear the snow falling, I can hear the foxes sleeping, and I can hear the sun setting as Winter comes . . . as the snow falls, and all is clear . . . .”

      “Winter, save us. Save us all, and I’m so proud of you both,” she says as I stop singing. Blood flows out of her mouth, before her hand drops out of mine, and her eyes close. I can’t say a word as I watch her die, every part of me feeling as cold and distant as the very song she used to sing to me.

      “Mum, mum don’t,” Alex whines. Everything seems surreal as I feel Dabriel pull me into his arms and whispers what I’m sure are comforting things. All I can hear is Alex’s cries and the echo of my mum’s last words: Save us all.
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      “What are you doing?” Jaxson asks me as I throw my dagger, and it lands perfectly in the next target. It’s been a day since my mum died, and I don’t know what I’m doing. Dabriel decided to put off seeing the angels until tonight, and I haven’t spoken to any of them. I can’t speak about it because it will make it more real. It will make it more heart-breaking that my parents have been killed by my grandfather. That my entire family is dead except for him. Him. The evil son of a bitch that hides in his castle and gets his demons to do his handiwork. Everything he has taken from me just continues to add up, he was destroying my life before I was even born. He was destroying everything before the prophecy was even spoken from my grandmother’s lips.

      “Do you need me to answer that?” I ask sarcastically, and he glares at me. I ignore him and pick up two more daggers, throwing them into the target and landing them perfectly on either side of the first dagger. I imagine the evil, red eyes as I walks over to the target and pull out the daggers. I see the eyes of everyone who is training in the room on me, but I ignore them. I can’t deal with being their queen right now; being the reasonable one. Death, just more death, and what else will be left, in the end, if I don’t kill him?

      “Out, everyone, now,” he shouts in the training room, and the twenty or so wolves, witches, and vampires quickly run out the door at Jaxson’s growly words.

      “You didn’t need to do that,” I mutter, and he chuckles as I put the daggers down on the bench and turn my back to him.

      “Fight me, like we used to,” he tells me, and I look over my shoulder, only seconds before he charges at me. I move at the last second, dodging his attack and spin around, running at his back. He turns and blocks my hit, and I slam my leg into his side. He grabs my hip and slams me onto the floor, and I knock his legs out from under him. He slams onto the floor next to me, and I roll onto him, holding his arms down.

      “I’ve always liked you on top,” he says as we both breathe heavily, and I lean down, kissing him. Jaxson groans slightly and flips us over as he deepens the kiss, pressing himself into me.

      “No sex, we need to talk, lass,” he tells me as he breaks away but keeps me trapped under him.

      “I don’t want to talk,” I say, looking to the side, and he grabs my chin, gently pulling my face to look at him.

      “I get it. You want to fuck and kill and do anything to forget what happened. We are far more alike than I want to admit, lass. I know you feel guilty, you feel like everyone you love has died, and you have lost that last part of your parents,” he says, his tone growing gentler with each word.

      “I lost my mum, my sister, and my brother, and I wanted to destroy everything because of that. But I didn’t, you know why?”

      “Why?” I ask quietly.

      “Because I had family left to fight for. You have us; your mates. And Alex, who is like a sister to you. You have so much to fight for. We will be at your side; there to make sure we don’t lose anyone else,” he tells me, and his words crack some kind of barrier I’ve held onto since my mum died. I burst into tears, and he sits up, pulling me onto his lap.

      “You cry now and let it out. Then you are going to hold your head high and walk out that door, and be their queen. They are all scared and need their queen to be strong,” he whispers to me.

      “With you at my side,” I whisper.

      “I will always be at your side, Winter,” he tells me, and gently kisses my forehead.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Everything okay?” Wyatt asks as he walks into my bedroom where I’m putting my belt full of daggers on. Wyatt’s blonde hair is as long as when we first met, and his jaw is freshly shaven. Somehow, just dressed in smart, black trousers and a white shirt that is slightly undone, he couldn’t look more powerful with the massive sword strapped to his hip. He couldn’t look more like the vampire king he is meant to be.

      “I’m sorry I shut you out, after mum,” I say, my voice cracking a little.

      “Winter, you can shut me out, throw those daggers at me, or, in general, just ignore me, and I will still be here for you,” he tells me, and I chuckle.

      “You would catch the daggers anyway.”

      “True,” he smirks.

      “We have angels to go see,” I say and walk over, leaning up to kiss him gently.

      “I’m proud of you,” he tells me, and I nod, letting myself have this moment with him before pulling away. Wyatt takes my hand as he leads us down the corridor. The door at the end opens, and Freddy walks out, followed by a boy I’ve not seen before. He has wavy, black hair, with what looks like red tips in his fringe.  I can’t tell what he is, but he seems almost familiar to me. I spend way too long meeting the boy’s eyes before pulling my own eyes away.

      “Winter,” Freddy says when he notices me and runs over.

      I hug him, and I’m a little surprised when Wyatt says, “Son, who’s your friend?” I know Freddy is his son, yet it’s still strange to hear him say that.

      “Josh, come here,” Lucifer says as he walks down the corridor towards us.

      “Is Josh your son?” I ask Lucifer when he places a hand on Josh’s shoulder and Josh looks over at me. The bright-blue eyes are so familiar and clash against the tips of red in his hair.

      “Yes,” he replies tensely.

      “So, you’re an angel? Sorry, for a second I thought you might be something else,” I tell Josh who just crosses his arms and looks at his dad. Josh looks a lot like his dad, I can tell he is going to break some hearts when he’s older, much like I can see Freddy doing. The two of them should be locked away from girls.

      “Yeah, Dad, why is that?” Josh asks, his voice dripping with sarcasm. Josh and Lucifer seem to share a look before looking back at us again.

      “Angels do not get their wings until their sixteenth birthday, and that is why,” Lucifer answers, but Josh surprises me by laughing loudly.

      “Any kind are welcome here, you don’t need to hide anything from us,” I tell Lucifer.

      “Nah, it’s more the issue that my step mum and half-brothers wouldn’t be happy with anyone knowing my secrets, right Dad?” Josh says.

      “Let’s go,” Lucifer demands, and I watch as they both walk away.

      “Your friend is odd.”

      “He’s a half,” Freddy tells me, shocking me a little bit, but some part of me knows the truth in his words as I look over at Josh before he walks out of the corridor.

      “Half what?” I ask, knowing I was right, and there is something strange about that boy.

      “He doesn’t know. His dad won’t tell him, but he was living with humans until recently,” Freddy tells me.

      “I’m going to find Mich,” Freddy says, reminding me of the deaf wolf that Freddy made friends with. Seems they are still friends.

      “Is Mich a half, too?” I ask Freddy, just having a feeling.

      “Yes. His dad was a witch, how did you know?”

      “A feeling,” I say, and Freddy hugs me before walking away.

      “Keep an eye on who you make friends with, son,” Wyatt tells him, and he turns around at the end of the corridor.

      “Careful, you’re starting to sound nice, vamp,” Freddy laughs before walking away, and I look up at Wyatt who is trying not to laugh as he watches where Freddy was. They are very alike.

      “It’s weird you have a child, a child that’s not mine,” I blurt out my thoughts, and then cough realising what I just said.

      “Does it bother you?”

      “Sometimes, I’m jealous of Demi, that she had your love first. That she had your children first, and then I realise I’m jealous of someone who is dead. I just can’t help how I feel,” I admit, what I’ve never really said to him. He takes my hand and leads us out onto the balcony, and shuts the glass doors behind us. I look over the woods from the balcony, the very place that reminds me of my first date with Atti and loving the pots of flowers someone has placed out here.

      “What I felt for Demi . . . well, I never want to admit it to Freddy, but it wasn’t love. I know that now, but back then, I didn’t. It was lust and tiredness of everyone in my home that was so fake towards me. The countless vampires my father tried to make me mate to. The countless humans and vampires I watched him kill. It was just a chance to be happy. I know this because I never felt for her, an ounce of what I feel for you. Nothing in my life compares to how I feel for you, you’re so much more, Winter,” he says gently, his dark eyes willing me to believe him.

      “I don’t want you to just say that,” I whisper.

      “I’m not. You will understand one day soon that I love you so much that I would die for you. I would do anything to keep you safe,” he tells me and looks away, watching something out in the skies. I know how he feels because I would do the same for him, but more. I would do anything to just have a life with him, with my other mates. I feel like every one of them ran away with my heart the moment we met, and I wouldn’t ever chase them for it. It’s theirs.

      “You won’t have to die for me, no one will,” I say firmly.

      “You mean the prophecy?” he asks, and I nod as he steps in front of me, then I look up at him.

      “Someone might die, Winter, and you need to accept that, but it won’t be you,” he says and tilts my chin with his finger and gently kisses me.

      “The last sentence of the prophecy was ‘Her saviour will die when the choice is made’. I don’t have an idea who that is, but it can’t come true. There has been too much loss,” I whisper the end part.

      “Then we will make sure that part doesn’t come true, but we have an entire race of angels to win over first, My Queen,” he tells me and gently kisses my forehead as he pulls me to him. I rest my head on his chest, and relax in the safety of his arms.

      “Are you going to announce your place as king soon?” I ask Wyatt after we wordlessly hold each other for a long time, the cold wind blowing around us, but it doesn’t matter as everything feels safe in his arms.

      “Before the war I will, and I will announce Freddy as my heir. He is already heir to the wolf throne, but it will give him extra protection. Is that okay with you?” he asks, and I love him more for asking me. Not that he needs to, I would do anything to keep Freddy safe.

      “Yes. I see him as family. I hope one day he sees me like that, too,” I reply.

      “He already does, Winter. It’s how he looks at you, you two were drawn to each other from the very start,” he says and lets me go. He walks over and opens the door. I look back at the sun setting over the sky, and the way it sends oranges and reds across the sky. It’s so beautiful, like the peace before the storm.
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      “Remember to stay close, no matter what happens,” Atti tells me as I slide my hand into his, and my other hand is held tightly in Dabriel’s grip. I can feel the worry through our bond from all my mates. They all don’t like this, and I have to admit I don’t, either, but we can’t leave the angels alone until the council knows everything. Apparently, Lucifer can show the council members if they won’t let me show them my memories. The guys decided to all come today with three angels as well as Leigha who demanded to protect me when she heard what we were doing.

      “Time to see my home, Winter,” Dabriel says gently, and I nod, squeezing his hand and keeping my eyes locked on his as Atti moves us all with his power. When we get there, the first thing I notice is the loud noise, a ringing noise that makes me want to put my hands on my ears, but both my hands are held in the tight grip of my mates. When I look away from Dabriel, I almost wish I hadn’t when I see all the bodies on the ground in front of me and the destroyed building we are standing in. Two demons run at us, not stopping once as they kick the angel’s bodies out of the way. Atti lifts his hand, calling his fire and destroying them before they even get close. There are bodies everywhere, of all ages, and sickness fills my mouth.

      “Over there,” Lucifer says, getting our attention, and we look up to see a bunch of angels in the air, avoiding the arrows the demons on the ground are shooting at them. Most of them are holding children and trying to fly away. This place must have once been beautiful as I look around at the small houses, but all there is now is blood and more death. The demon king didn’t send his army here to help them or work with them, he came to kill them all.

      “We need to save them, stay here,” Dabriel says and lets my hand go, flying over with three angels that came with us. I glance over as Leigha and Wyatt come to my side, and Atti keeps me close as we look around. What once must have been a beautiful building is now just pieces of rock, and I see a painting on the floor under the rubble, only the head of a handsome angel with a white crown can be seen. I take a guess that that was Dabriel’s father, the old king.

      “We need to help them,” I tell Atti, who looks over at the angels fighting and back to me.

      “Stay close, I don’t think the demon king is here now, but he could come back,” Atti tells me. I know the demon king isn’t here, this is just a game to him, and he wouldn’t waste his time. I doubt he would leave the portal now, knowing that’s the only way to keep himself safe.

      “I’m going to shift, makes it easier to kill them,” Jaxson tells me, and hands his sword to Wyatt before his clothes shred away, and he shifts into his giant, black wolf. Jaxson’s wolf presses against my side just before we all start walking. I pull one of my daggers out of my belt, holding it at my side and my other hand is in Atti’s as we approach the massive group of demons. There are so many angel bodies at their feet, and just behind them are a big group holding off the demons, with what looks like women and children behind them. They are all a mix of white and black wings as they fight, holding each other off.

      “I have an idea,” I say and step in front of Atti, pulling my power and sending it out like a shockwave towards the group of demons. My blue wave of power hits them one by one, and they disappear into blue dust. It even pushes some of the demons that escape the wave into the angels. The angels make quick work of killing the remaining demons as Jaxson rushes forward and starts helping them by ripping the demons to shreds with his paws and teeth.

      “Your power works against them,” Atti whispers.

      “I can’t do it again, it takes too much,” I tell him breathlessly, as I glance over at the twenty or so demons that are still left, but Jaxson is making a good go at killing the demons brave enough to come near us.

      “That’s what your kings are for,” Wyatt says and lifts both his swords, and runs towards the demons. Jaxson runs over at his side and Leigha smirks at me before following them, throwing knifes at the demons that get close. I glance up to see Dabriel fighting with an angel, and I catch a glance at his face, recognising him from the meal.

      “What’s Dabriel’s brother’s name?” I ask Atti, who is looking up as well.

      “Zadkiel,” Atti tells me, just as Dabriel tackles Zadkiel to the ground right in front of us. They both get up quickly, both of them weapon-less from the fall.

      “You got them all killed, thousands of them must have died because of you. You are their prince, and you betrayed them all. I always knew you were a selfish bastard, but this . . . this is unbelievable even for you!” Dabriel shouts as he holds Zadkiel up by his white shirt and throws him across the field.

      “No! Govan did!” Zadkiel shouts back as he stands up, and Dabriel shakes his head, the cuts on his face disappearing.

      “Where is Govan? What do you mean?” Dabriel asks, but his tone is so sharp, I doubt that he believes a word his brother says, and I don’t blame him.

      “Dead. I killed him when he told the demon king where we lived. I never told him that, I just wanted an alliance for my people,” Zadkiel says and glances at me. The fear in his eyes when he sees me is clear, and it almost makes me want to attempt to kill him myself. I don’t know if his words are true, but he knew the demon king couldn’t be trusted. You should never make a deal with the devil. I grew up knowing that and even most humans wouldn’t be stupid enough to make the decisions he did.

      “They are not your people, and they will never be.”

      “You’re not going to kill me, brother,” Zadkiel laughs.

      “I am, and then I’m taking my throne. I’m going to kill you for treason. I’m going to kill you because I don’t believe a damn word that comes out of your mouth. I hope the Goddess forgives you when you die,” Dabriel says, his words echoing around.

      “It wasn’t me!” Zadkiel protests, his worried eyes glancing between Dabriel and me.

      “As a child, you always blamed Govad for your mistakes, and it seems like nothing has changed. You want the throne, then fight me for it!” Dabriel shouts, and calls his marks, which glow on his skin so brightly that I can barely look at him. I glance behind them both to see the battle is over, and Wyatt is walking back to us, unharmed and throws a sword each to Dabriel and Zadkiel.

      “Good luck, my brother,” Wyatt says as Dabriel lifts Jaxson’s green, metal sword and swings it around his hand a few times. He clearly knows how to use it.

      “What is left of the angels is here to witness this fight. Whoever wins takes the throne, and as a member of the council, I decree it,” Lucifer says after he flies down and lands next to me. The rest of the hundred, or so, angels stand behind Wyatt, Jaxson, and Leigha on the other side of the fight.

      “Don’t, you can’t interfere. Believe in your mate,” Atti whispers when I try to take a step forward as Dabriel smiles at me. He mouths “I love you,” and I do the same. I watch as both Dabriel and Zadkiel bow low and then lift their swords.

      “I remember beating you in sword lessons, you never had that skill, Dabriel,” Zadkiel taunts and does some complicated show with his sword before dropping into an attack position.

      “No, I just refused to kill innocent angels for fighting practise, like you did. Always trying to prove something to someone, Zadkiel. What were you looking for in the demon king?” Dabriel asks, and I watch as Zadkiel’s face tightens in anger.

      “Do I get your pretty, little, demon bitch to fuck when I become king? Does she come with the throne?” Zadkiel asks, and Dabriel charges at him as I hear Jaxson’s wolf growl and feel Atti tighten his grip on my hand. I watch as Dabriel strikes hit after hit on Zadkiel who is only defending from the hits and not getting any of his own in. Dabriel slashes a cut across Zadkiel’s leg. I watch as fear fills Zadkiel’s eyes, and he tries to fly away, but Dabriel grabs his injured leg and slams him onto the ground. I watch as Dabriel lifts his sword and swings it down on Zadkiel who doesn’t move as his head is cut off. The fight is quick, and it wasn’t even a fight at all. There was no chance for Zadkiel; Dabriel would never have let him get away with speaking to me like that.

      “King Dabriel wins,” Lucifer shouts out, and Dabriel stands straighter, throwing his sword on the floor and walking over to me. Dabriel pulls me into a kiss the moment he can, and there’s silence as he breaks away from me, linking our hands.

      “We have a place that is safe, and we will bring back witches to bring you there. War is coming, and we need angels to help win this. We will never win this apart, now what do you say?”

      “May the queen and her kings rule true,” a male angel shouts out, and then the rest of the angels repeat the words.

      “My Queen,” Dabriel says to me gently before he kisses me once more.
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      “You are no God,” Demtra’s cold-sounding voice flitters through my mind as I open my eyes and see my own bedroom, but it’s from the past, when it was my grandmother’s bedroom. Elissa’s body is on the ground where I have a rug now, blood pouring out of her mouth and stomach. I look up to see Demtra and the demon king standing close together, just outside the door. The demon king has some kind of white ward wrapped around his body, so he can’t move, and only his head is visible.

      “Does it matter? Your poor, little sister is dead, all her mates are dead, and I’m going to find my daughter,” the demon king sneers, and Demtra laughs.

      “It does matter,” she says and lifts the silver circle that opened the portal and drops it on the floor between them. The demon screams as Demtra slams a dagger into her stomach and falls to the ground, her blood slowly making its way to the silver circle. When it touches it, the blue portal opens, spreading and pulling the demon king into it as he screams but he can’t move because of the white ward. There’s silence as the blue portal sinks back into the silver circle, and Demtra picks it up. I try to move closer, but as usual, I can’t do anything but watch.

      “Only one of my blood can open it. Only my blood can close it, it can only be closed with a death,” she says, her hand glowing white over the silver ring, and it’s clear that her words are a spell of some kind. That they are meant to stop anyone using it to bring the demon king back, but it’s too late for that. There’s only one person who can die to close it now, and that’s me. There isn’t anyone else with her blood left.

      “No,” I shout, watching as she dies, and her lifeless eyes meet mine. I glance between Elissa and Demtra, seeing them both dead and knowing all of the ancestors are dead in this castle too. So much death, and for what? For me to just open the portal and let him back in, it feels like I’m repeating the same mistakes that my family did before me. As the silence of the castle, and the death around me hits me, all I want to do is wake up, but I can’t. I watch as a girl runs into the room, her brown hair is curly, and I would guess she is a vampire from how pale she is.

      “Demtra, Elissa . . .,” the woman says, walking slowly into the room with tears falling down her face.

      “It’s too late, I’m too late,” the woman whispers, falling to her knees and taking the silver circle off Demtra.

      “Erina,” a man with curly, blond hair says as he runs into the room and stops at the sight of the bodies and Erina on her knees. I watch as she closes Demtra’s eyes and stands up, holding a hand up to stop the man from walking over to her.

      “We have her child, and we will keep her safe, you knew we wouldn’t be able to save her Erina.”

      “Let’s go back to Isa and your mates, it’s too late.” I hear them talking about my mother, as everything goes black.
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* * *

      “Sleepy head, time to wake up,” Dabriel whispers in my ear, and I snuggle myself further into his side. For a moment, I forget everything we have to worry about and just lie with my mate, after a long night of settling angels into the castle. But, that doesn’t last long as the memories of the war that is coming and the dream haunts my mind. I know it’s me that has to die to stop this, there isn’t any other way. How am I going to get close enough to the portal and get the demon king through it? I can’t use my power like Demtra did and bind him.

      “How are we going to survive this?” I whisper, looking up at Dabriel as he leans over me. The morning light casts a light around his body, and his white hair seems almost too bright to look at. He is amazing to look at, I could spend hours looking at him.

      “Together. We will make it,” he tells me and kisses my forehead. I push him back on the bed and climb over him as I kiss him. He groans when I deepen the kiss, and his hands slide up my back, before he shifts us on the bed until I’m underneath him, and I push down his trousers, feeling that he has nothing else on. Dabriel rips my long shirt off me and starts kissing down my neck, to my breasts and spends his time running his hands all over me before kissing me again and sliding inside me.

      “Dabriel,” I moan out when he moves fast, every thrust getting me closer to the edge and Dabriel shocks me by rolling us, until I’m on top. He lets me take control as I lean up and he runs his hands over me, pushing me closer. When I speed up, and he groans, I know he is close, and he rolls us once more, taking over and we finish seconds after each other only a few moments later.

      “I love you, Winter,” Dabriel says gently as we both get our breaths back.

      “I love you too Dab, I always will.”

      “You sound like you’re going somewhere, when there is no chance I’m letting you go,” Dabriel says, and I wrap my arms around his chest as he pulls me to his side. He has no idea, I don’t want to go, but I know only a death will win this war, and I won’t let the past repeat itself. My mates won’t die for me.
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* * *

      “Good morning, lass,” Jaxson says when I walk out of the bedroom after having a long shower with Dabriel. Dabriel kisses my cheek as he shuts my bedroom door and walks down the surprisingly quiet corridor.

      “Morning to you, too,” I laugh as Jaxson pulls me close and kisses me.

      “You’re glowing a little this morning,” he says.

      “I had a good sleep, wolfman,” I tell him, avoiding saying the wakeup call was better, and he laughs.

      “I heard,” he says and nods his head towards his own room which is next door to mine. I don’t reply, only blush. I don’t know why the thought of him hearing me and Dabriel makes me blush, but it does. Damn, these hot mates of mine.

      “Any more dreams, lass?” Jaxson asks me, thankfully changing the subject.

      “No. Nothing unusual,” I reply, remembering the dream I had before the demon king took me and what my mum said about Lily, the fray queen. I need to tell everyone that they might not be helping us at all, and we need to plan for that. I know it was stupid to make that deal and I was played by that damn fairy. She used my need for a connection to my birth mum to make her seem like a friend to me, when she wasn’t. It was smart, but I need to be smarter now. I have four races of people and family I want alive after this war.

      “I need to speak to you, and everyone important to the war. I have things about the war I need to tell you all,” I tell him, he briefly frowns but nods.

      “Come on then, there’s a conference room that we use to talk,” Jaxson says and links our fingers as we walk down the corridor. We pass a lot of people, and all of them bow their heads to us as we pass. It used to be weird for me, but I’ve grown to accept who I am now, I’m not that normal girl who wanted to be a vet. I can’t be her anymore, it just isn’t in my future. As we pass the different kinds of people, it’s strange to see how they have adapted to living together, how they walk past each other like they would pass any normal person in the street. I think every wolf, witch, angel, and vampire here have lost a lot, and that binds people together, any kind of people. Jaxson leads me through the castle and towards the back, which I’ve not been to before, and we get to a set of three doors. There’s a door that leads outside, but Jaxson opens one of the doors for me, and I walk in.

      “I will go and get people, be right back,” Jaxson says and leaves me in the massive room.  The room has a giant, round table in the middle, made out of a dark wood. There are three large windows that overlook the forest, and there is a big whiteboard on the one wall. I look at the dozens of seats around the table, and the only thought that goes through my mind is the old fairy tale my mum used to tell me about Arthur and the round table. Except this isn’t a fairy tale, and my mum isn’t here to tell me that story anymore. A loud purr grabs my attention, and I look over to see both Jewels and Mags sitting near the windows. These two used to scare me in their real forms, with no glamours to make them look like normal house cats, but now I know they wouldn’t hurt me. There’s also the fact that there are far scarier things out there than two cats who love shiny things and magazines.  I walk over and try not to laugh at Jewels who has one large paw on top of a familiar box. My crown.

      “Are you keeping it safe for me?” I ask, and Jewels gives me a look that suggests I’m not getting it back. Mags walks over and pushes herself against me, and I stroke her head. Atti loves these two, they are part of him in a way. Or, that’s what he has tried to explain to me. Not many familiars survived the attacks on the witches’ city, or I haven’t seen many around the castle. There was a polar bear that I walked past yesterday and tried not jump. Just a random polar bear walking past me, no big deal.

      “After everything happens, he will need you.” I tell them both, and they seem to understand as they both stare at me. I wonder how intelligent they both are as I look at them, they almost seem sad. I turn and look out the window, watching the breeze move the dozens of different trees in the forest, and the mountains you can see in the background. I don’t know how far the trees go on for. They seem to stretch on and on, making them seem endless and beautiful. I look down when I hear some shuffling to see Jewels pick up the box in her large mouth and bring it over to me, dropping the box gently on my feet.

      “It’s time I wore this, huh?” I ask Jewels, who tilts her head to the side. I lean down and pick the box up, hearing the door open slightly, and I turn to see Milo fly into the room. Milo lands on top of the box and looks up at me.

      “Hey, Milo, you look nice today. Very Robin Hood,” I chuckle, seeing the strange, green leather outfit, and he even has a fake bow on his back. I will admit it’s likely the cutest thing I’ve seen, but he has a serious face which is unusual for him.

      “Crown keep you safe from blood.”

      “From blood? Do you mean my demon blood? Safe from the king?” I ask him, and he nods his head with a big smile replacing the frown. I wonder if it’s true, but why wouldn’t my mum have used it to keep herself safe? I don’t have to think of the answer long because I know, but it hurts to even think it. She didn’t use the crown because she gave it to my dad, for me. She let herself be taken, to keep me safe. My mum didn’t want him to know about the crown because she knew it could keep me safe one day. I lift the lid and stare down at the crown; the large white crystal in the middle and the four crystals encased around it in silver. Red for the vampires, green for the wolves, black for the witches, and the white stone for the angels. I lift the crown, feeling the power spreading through me, and I hear the door open, but I can’t look away from the crown as it lightly glows. It’s meant for me.

      “Winter,” I hear someone say, but I close my eyes and place the crown on my head, feeling the power spread through me. When I open my eyes, the room is full of people. Every one of them bows their heads, except my mates who stand strong in a line by the door. They never need to bow to me, they are my equals, as I am theirs. Damn, this crown is so powerful that it floods my mind, making me want to destroy things. I glance down at my hand, seeing it glowing blue slightly and feel for my power, knowing it feels stronger for the extra boost the crown gives me.

      “Winter, we don’t wear our crowns all the time because they are powerful, meant to be worn in war. They are meant to boost our powers and help us,” Atti says gently in my mind, using his gift to appear next to me. I don’t move as he takes the crown off me, and the power boost drifts away. I nod at Atti, just as he puts the crown into the box and closes it. Jewels slides between us as everyone comes further into the room and waits for me to say something.

      After taking a deep breath, I say, “The crown makes sure the demon king can’t control me. I can fight him now, and I can win. My family hid this crown for me, the demon king doesn’t know of its existence. It was hidden with my human mother for years and only someone of my blood could open the box. We finally have a way to win, a way to beat him.”

      The looks of relief around the room are clear. This has been a losing battle until now, we were just hoping for luck to win the war, but this is something else. This gives us a chance.

      “You can’t fight him alone,” Atti says gently, looking down at me. I look at him before meeting everyone else’s eyes in the room.

      “I won’t, but this is what I called you here for. Our first meeting of all the supernaturals, the first time we plan anything together. War is coming, and we need a united plan to win. There isn’t any other option, so sit or leave,” I say, and everyone takes a seat.
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      “What was the reason you called us here today, Queen Winter? I have a feeling the revelation about the crown is new to you,” Harold asks as everyone finally sits down, and I stand up from my seat. I look around the room at the mixture of supernaturals in here, all of them sitting side by side to plan a fight. Harold, Drake, and Leigha are here for the vampires, today. Lucinda, a man I recognise as one of her mates, and Harris are here for the shifters. Then there are three witches, one man and two older women I do not know, but I’m sure they look familiar to me. For the angels, are Gabriel, Lucifer, and a female angel with long, dark hair and black wings; she also wears a stern expression as she watches me for the answer. I clear my throat before I speak, having the eyes of so many powerful people on me is a little daunting.

      “Do any of you know about the fray? The fairies? Some call them Fey,” I ask, and no one says anything until one of the witches I didn’t recognise puts her hand up.

      “I’m sorry, I do not know your name,” I say, and she stands up, bowing before she speaks.

      “My name is Duzella. I was on the council for Atticus’ mother, and she was a true queen, as well as loyal friend. I was kept in the dungeons until Atticus took the throne, like he always should have. My loyalty is to our king, the rightful heir and the rightful new Queen.”

      “Thank you, Duzella, my mother spoke kindly of you often,” Atti says with a sad smile directed at Duzella.

      “I’ve heard stories of the fray, the ones who live in a dimension next to ours. They say the fray cross over when the wards between worlds are weak, to cause havoc. There were many books on the fray in the royal libraries of the witches. Unfortunately, I only read a few, but I will ask around the surviving witches and see if anyone read more than I did. I only saw them as fairy tales, I’m afraid,” Duzella tells me.

      “Thank you, that would be highly appreciated. Let it be known, the fray are a very real race, with a very real world,” I reply.

      “The plants tell me the fray are not to be trusted, that they only bring sorrow. Their world is connected to ours, with portals only fray can see. The plants told me about the portals but nothing else,” Lucinda tells me. I nod at her and give her a friendly smile. I haven’t had time to speak to Lucinda, but I did watch her in training the other day. She was teaching sword skills to some teenagers, they looked terrified of her by the end of the day. Well, except Freddy, Josh and Mich, who loved it. They are all amazing fighters, and it’s clear they have been training since they were little, with the way they fought. A clearing of someone’s throat makes me come back to the present and remember what I was going to say.

      “I apparently can dream call, a demon power I have. It’s a variation of the demon king’s power to control his own blood. My mother was rumoured to be able to control people, but I can only control bringing blood relatives into my dreams. I dream called the Queen of the fray by accident, her name is Lily, or that’s what she told me. But, it seems like she played me for a fool by making me believe she was friends with my mother,” I say, and Wyatt frowns as I look down at him.

      “Just before I was taken and controlled by the demon king, I had a dream. In this dream, my mother, Elissa, and Demtra were there.” There’s hushed whispers following my words. “They told me about how Lily is no friend of my mother’s like I was told, and how she cannot be trusted.”

      “How does that affect us all, Queen Winter?” Lucinda asks me.

      “It’s just Winter, no need for the title every time we speak. We have a lot of discussions to be made,” I say, and my mates chuckle a little. I hold in the urge to kick one of them under the table.

      “I made a promise with the Queen of Fray. I promised to hand over a half-fray child that is in this world, in exchange for soldiers and weapons on the day of war,” I say, and there are more whispers around the room following my words. I wait for someone to say something, knowing that all my mates know of this already, so it’s no shock to them. It is a shock that the fray has tricked me, and the anger written all over each of their faces says it to me. They are as mad as I am.

      “It sounds like an easy enough promise, and I don’t see how she will get herself out of it,” Lucifer says.

      “But, I disagree, mate. The child part is easy, the offer she made is not. There is always a way around what you promise in a deal. If the fray are not be trusted, then we can expect them to betray us,” the woman next to Lucifer says.

      “I don’t trust her. I have no idea if those soldiers will betray us, but I know we need to be prepared if they do,” I say, and there’s silence around the room for a long time as we think about it. I don’t know how she is going to betray me, but I just remember my mother’s panicked look when I told her I had made a deal with Lily. She wouldn’t have wasted her time warning me otherwise.

      “Right we need a plan, no more waiting around and training,” Wyatt says, and there’s quiet agreements around the room.

      “How are we going to win this war?” Jaxson asks no one specifically, but all of us.

      “How many of us are there for starters? Let’s talk numbers.” Atti asks as he stands up and goes over to the white board. I watch as he gets a marker off the side and opens it.

      “We did a head count, and not including women and children, we have nine thousand and twelve,” the vampire who spoke before says, and I feel a sharp pain at the thought of how many have died to get us here. So, so many are lost.

      “We have to take into account that it takes at least two of us to kill one. We can get lucky, but we don’t have the weapons we know the demon king’s army has.”

      “What is the weapon count? The pack doesn’t need weapons, remember that,” Jaxson asks, reminding us how the wolves are weapons themselves.

      “Neither do witches, not really. Most witches have element powers enough to fight,” Atti says. His point is true.

      “Okay . . . we have no idea how big his army is, but I’m guessing he has at least ten thousand, if not more, turned humans from Paris, alone. We know he has two dragons, and they will be able to fly in,” Atti says and writes this on the board.

      “Why can they fly in? In the witches’ city, the ward had to be broken to let them in.”

      “I figured this out last night,” Atti gives me a worried look, “the wards are always weaker on a solstice. It interferes with them somehow, and I forgot about it. It means the dragons might be able to get through easily.”

      “Dragon,” Milo says, flying off from the window and sitting on the table.

      “Dragons. There will be two of them. How do we kill them?” Atti asks Milo.

      “Yes, dragon Milo,” Jaxson says.

      “I will call dragon,” Milo says and flies off towards the door. I shake my head at him, having no idea what he is going on about. We really need to work on making full sentences with him some time.

      “We need help, and I doubt the humans will help us with this war, not after Paris,” I finally say into the silent room.

      “I know a place with supernatural people who may help us because the demons will be after them, too, but a warning, My Queen,” Lucifer says, “They might just as easily betray us, this is why I never wanted to tell anyone about them.”

      “Who?” I ask him.

      “My son is half angel, and they came to me once, asking if I wanted to give my son to them to protect. They claimed to have thousands of refugees and half’s that are hidden,” Lucifer says.

      “We cannot trust a load of halflings, my Queen and Kings. I’ve heard of these people, and they will betray you all,” Gabriel says.

      “Be careful, my son is a half, and I will rip your throat out if you say another word about them,” Wyatt snaps, his sentence followed by the wolves’ light, warning growls. I place a hand on Wyatt’s shoulder.

      “We need help, or it doesn’t matter whose blood we have. It doesn’t matter if we are halfs, if we are full bloods, or even human, we will all die the same way. The demon king doesn’t care what blood we have, to him we are all dead already, and this is just a game. I suggest we stop acting like children and win the big game,” I tell the room of supernaturals, who watch me with fear and hope in their eyes.

      “Wise words, My Queen, I am sorry for speaking out of turn,” Gabriel says and bows his head.

      “Our Queen is right. It doesn’t matter anymore. We all have family and children we want to keep safe and alive, and we need help to do that,” Dabriel says, his sentence hanging around the now silent room.

      “Where can we find these people?” Atti asks, leaning over me on the table, his chest brushing against my back. I have to resist the urge to lean back into him with all the eyes of the people in here on us.

      “They said you call for them in your mind, they have a witch who listens out for calls about halfs. I can get Josh to call for them, and then I will explain,” Lucifer says.

      “That must be one hell of a powerful witch,” Atti comments, and he has a point. I’ve never seen even Atti use that amount of power.

      “The man and woman who came to see me, were very powerful. They put a ward around us while we spoke and then just disappeared,” Lucifer says.

      “Like how witches move?” I ask.

      “No. With witches you can see them, a glimmer or something. Supernaturals can always tell when a witch uses their power. This was different, and the people that I saw, I believed were an angel and a vampire, anyway,” he says. I can’t tell much, but that might be because I never really look.

      “Freddy, my nephew, is powerful. Far more than I’ve ever seen any child,” Jaxson says.

      “I believe mixing our blood makes us more powerful, stronger,” Dabriel comments, and a few people nod. My eyes meet with Leigha’s across the room, but she only looks at me for a second before looking at Harris. The look says everything, she wants it to be okay for wolves and vampires to mix. She loves him.

      “Call for them, tell them the new kings and queen want to make a deal for help. We want to meet,” I tell Lucifer, who nods.

      “I can’t call from here, but I can from the local town. I will go there now with Josh.”

      “I will take you and protect you,” Atti says before I can even offer to send someone to go. I don’t like the idea of Lucifer or Josh going outside the castle right now.

      “I’m coming, too. Freddy wouldn’t forgive me if his new best friend got hurt,” Wyatt says, standing up as well.

      “I should come,” I say, and both Atti and Wyatt shake their heads.

      “No, the crowning for Dabriel is in two days, and important.  I know Alex has a dress she needs you to try on,” Atti says, and I groan, looking around for Alex but not seeing her. I dread to know what kind of dress she has planned.

      “We will meet the day after the crowning to plan for war. Every person who is going to fight, needs to be training. Working together,” Atti says firmly and walks out with Lucifer and Wyatt following.

      “Soon you will be my Queen, officially,” Dabriel says once everyone other than Jaxson has left.

      “Erm . . . I want to say I’m looking forward to it, but I don’t want to know what dress Alex has planned,” I say, and he laughs.

      “Dabriel, I need a word,” Harris says, poking his head around the door.

      “Hey Harris,” I say, and he smiles.

      “Hey, Win, but I’m serious, two of your angels are fighting, and it’s not good. We have stopped them, but they are talking about the laws of females or something,” Harris says with a worried look, and then we hear a loud bang outside the room, followed by the sound of glass smashing.

      “Be right back,” Dabriel says and kisses me gently before walking out. I look down at Jaxson, who pats his lap, and I move so I’m sitting on him.

      “That right there, was a Queen I’m extremely proud of,” he tells me, and I laugh.

      “I thought I was being a little too bossy,” I say, hoping I wasn’t, but I know they need to get over their silly traditions and hate for halfs. Things have to change now.

      “It was a major turn on, if you want to know,” Jax says, leaning closer and trailing his lips down my jaw.

      “Oh yeah, I can tell,” I say, moving a little on his lap and feeling how hard he is. Jaxson laughs before he picks me up and lays me down on the table, kissing me, pressing his body into mine. Jaxson seems to have as much urgency as me, as we quickly remove all our clothes and he thrusts into me, capturing my moans with a kiss.

      “Best be quiet, lass, we wouldn’t want someone to walk in,” Jaxson says with a slight growl before he does everything he can to make sure I can’t stay quiet.
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      “What’s this?” I ask as I walk into my bedroom after a long day of training and then helping some of the angels move into their new rooms. It’s been difficult to move them in, but surprisingly, the witches, wolves, and even the older vampires helped. They seemed to have some kind of change when we turned up with the thousand, or so, angels and told everyone they were moving in.

      “Girls night. Everything is so serious, and well, I think we could use a relaxing night in,” Alex says as I look around to see her, Katy, and Leigha sitting in front of the fire which is lit. There is a movie on pause on the TV, and I try not to laugh as I see Milo sat on my bed, a selection of chocolate surrounding him. The little demon looks more than happy, and his green outfit has been exchanged for some duck pyjamas. I have no idea where he is getting these clothes.

      “And Milo? Milo isn’t a girl,” I say as I slip my shoes off and walk over, sitting in between Alex and Katy.

      “Milo is, well, Milo. He saw the snacks, and here we are,” Katy says as she picks up the bowl of popcorn and hands me it.

      “I do not blame him one bit,” I say, and we all look over at Milo who burps loudly and grins at us all with a chocolate-covered face. We all can’t help but laugh, but Milo doesn’t notice as he continues eating away.

      “The demon is cute, but where does he get the outfits from?” Leigha comments, thinking exactly what I am.

      “I don’t know,” Alex shrugs.

      “Milo come here a sec,” I shout over, and he looks between me and the chocolate. I can see it’s a difficult choice, but he does get up and fly over. Milo lands on my lap, and I try to wipe some of the chocolate off his clothes.

      “We wondered where you got your outfits from.” I ask him, and he nods.

      “Prime,” he says, and I frown at him. Prime?

      “Oh my God, it makes so much sense now.” Alex says, and I look over at her in confusion as she glares at Milo. He looks down, but I see the little smirk.

      “Okay, so I have Amazon Prime, and my account kept saying I was buying Build a Bear outfits. Dozens of outfits. Now, I haven’t had time to think about it but . . .,” she drifts off as we both look at Milo and start laughing.

      “Man delivers to woods,” Milo says proudly, and I just don’t want to think about the poor person who delivered packages to the woods. Or, if Milo actually accepted the package. I can just imagine the poor man’s face when a tiny demon with blue hair appears out of the woods to sign for the delivery. I bet the man dropped the packages and ran off.

      “You even bought a Minions outfit, I mean what?” Alex says, looking up from her phone.

      “Yellow?” Milo asks and then flies off back to my bed and the safety of the food. We all chuckle as we watch him start eating, and Alex mumbles about closing her Amazon account somehow and wondering how he got the password in the first place.

      “The demon is lovely, I like him and want to see him in the minion outfit,” Katy laughs around a small cake bar she is eating.

      “He is, well, compared to the rest of his race,” I say.

      “Well, come on, you’re part demon and pretty lovely, Win,” Alex knocks my shoulder, and I drop some popcorn on the floor.

      “Look what you did,” I laugh and pick a piece up and throw it at her. She only laughs and catches it before eating it.

      “Where are all the guys, then?” I ask her.

      “Wyatt wanted to talk to them all anyway, so it was easy to convince them to leave us for a night,” Alex shrugs.

      “So, what are we watching?” I ask.

      “It’s called Bad Mom, it’s brilliant,” Alex says, and I smirk at her as I glance at her stomach.

      “I seriously hope you’re not watching this movie for tips?”  Leigha says, but there’s a small smile as she leans back.

      “You’re pregnant?” Katy asks in shock, and we all look at her.

      “You didn’t know?”

      “Nope, I missed that memo,” Katy laughs, “But, congratulations, you’ll make an awesome mum.”

      “Thank you,” she says with a smile, sliding her hand into mine and squeezing it before pressing play.
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* * *

      “Shh,” I whisper to Leigha as she stands up, and we look down at Alex and Katy who are sleeping on the rug after falling asleep during the film. Milo is sleeping on Katy’s stomach, and I gently walk towards the door with Leigha. I get why they are all tired, with the training and the stress at the moment, they aren’t the only ones tired these days.

      “Can I have a word?” Leigha asks as I open the door for her. I knew she wouldn’t want to sleep here when she got up after the movie. She is at training stupidly early in the morning these days. I quietly shut the door behind me, and we walk down the corridor and away from the rooms. We come out of the corridor to the main level, and it’s empty. Leigha stops near the bannister to the stairs, and you can see all the way down.

      “What’s up?” I ask her, and she frowns at me, pushing her long hair over her shoulder.

      “He is coming any minute now,” she says, and I just lift my hands in the air as a response just as I see Wyatt coming up the stairs with Freddy and a familiar, older vampire.

      “Hey,” I say as Wyatt gets to me and gently kisses me.

      “Winter, you remember Harold?” Wyatt introduces me as Harold and Freddy come over. Freddy hugs me and moves away as I offer a hand out to Harold to shake.

      “Queen Winter, it is lovely to see you again and looking so well,” Harold says and bows his head as he shakes my hand.

      “It’s good to see you too, but what’s going on here?” I ask, because it’s a little suspicious us all meeting in the middle of the night like this.

      “We are crowning Wyatt tonight and Freddy as heir, in secret. There is a lot of disruption in the castle and with our people, I believe it would make more sense to have the crowning private, and we do not have the crown to give Wyatt anyway,” Leigha tells me as she walks over.

      “What about Jaxson, Atti, and Dabriel?” I turn and ask Wyatt. I do agree with him in a way. The angel crowning is coming up, and there is already enough worry throughout the castle. Wyatt being crowned isn’t the issue, it’s the fact the vampire crown is on the head of the demon king, and Wyatt is naming a half breed as his heir. There are rules, I’m sure, and it makes everything easier to do in secret.

      “They are setting it up,” he tells me, but I already guessed he wouldn’t keep this from my other mates. They are like brothers to him and, really, the only people we need there.

      “Drake?” I ask as Wyatt places his hand on my back, and Freddy takes my other hand as we walk down the stairs.

      “There too, but no one else. Leigha, Drake, and Harold are my new council of the vampires and the only ones I need there today.”

      “Aren’t there usually four on the council?”

      “Yes, I’m naming Freddy as the fourth.”

      “You can’t do that,” Freddy protests, and the statement echoes around the stairs. Leigha glares back at us and places a finger on her lips to suggest we all be quiet.

      “I can, and I will. You are the prince of the vampires and heir to the throne. A seat in the council will teach you what you need to rule one day.”

      “I might not even rule, if Winter has a child, they will be heir to all the races,” Freddy says, and Wyatt glances at me with a strange look. He almost looks sad, and it confuses me. Why would he be sad about the idea of us having a child in the future?

      “No one knows the future, son. For now, will you do this?” he asks. Freddy doesn’t say a word as we walk down the final set of stairs. We follow Leigha and Harold down one of the corridors, and they open a door, walking in when Freddy stops.

      “I will do this, but it means nothing,” Freddy says, not looking us in the eyes as he walks in the room. Wyatt catches my arm as I go to walk in and pulls me to him. I gladly slide my hands around his neck, and he gently kisses me.

      “I remembered that I never asked if you want to be my queen?” he says, and I chuckle a little.

      “Wyatt, I chose you the moment you kissed me, all the way back then. It’s me and you,” I tell him, and he nods, resting our heads together for a while as we look into each other eyes.

      “I’m lucky to have met you, Winter, to be part of your life,” he whispers and then steps away from me as I hear footsteps next to us. I look up to see Jaxson leaning against the door and watching us.

      “Are you coming in?” he asks with a smirk, and I roll my eyes at him.

      “Coming, wolfman, so impatient,” I reply, making him laugh as Wyatt slides his hand into mine, and we walk into the room. The room is a pretty basic one, with some chairs around the room, and it’s been recently painted by the smell in here. Harold is standing at the front of the room with Freddy, Leigha, and Drake at his sides. Jaxson joins my mates who are standing near the back of the room, and I smile at them all as Wyatt walks us in. We stop in front of Harold.

      “I usually speak the Latin or French version of this, but this time I will use English for the new queen,” Harold says gently, and I give him a grateful smile. It would make no sense to me otherwise, and I could be swearing to protect a race of pumpkins and not know it.

      “Please bow as I say the ancient words,” Harold says, and I copy Wyatt as he kneels and bows his head.

      “The council has been chosen, and the chosen have come here to crown their new king and his queen. Royal vampire council crowns the new king. Only death shall break the vow you will now make. Your souls are now joined and here to protect the vampire race. May the vampires also protect their new king and queen.”

      “I vow to protect,” Wyatt says, and there’s silence until someone clears their throat. Crap, I think I’m meant to say that too.

      “I vow to protect,” I say and there’s silence until I feel a finger under my chin and I lift my head to see Wyatt standing in front of me.

      “This ancient book has the blood of every king and queen that has ruled. You must cut your finger and place your finger on the book,” Harold explains as he comes over with a very old-looking book. It’s a weird thing, but who am I to judge?

      “Okay,” I say and watch as Wyatt pulls a dagger out of his suit jacket and cuts his finger quickly. Harold opens the book; one page has two bloody finger prints on it and another language written around the prints. I would guess it’s Wyatt’s parent’s names and their blood. I watch as Wyatt presses his finger on the book and then hands me the dagger. I shake my head and push the dagger into his hand.

      “I trust you to do it,” I say and hold out my hand for him. Wyatt keeps eye contact with me as he takes my hand, only looking down for a second as he cuts my finger, and I try not to wince at the sharp pain. I quickly place my finger next to where Wyatt had placed his, and Wyatt takes my hand off the book, putting my cut finger into his mouth. I have to admit it’s pretty sexy, despite the room full of people watching us.

      “Later,” I mouth silently as he lets my finger go, and he winks at me in response.
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      “I seriously doubt you could have chosen a bigger dress, Alex,” I say, and she chuckles as she looks at me. The dress has a massive, black skirt at the bottom, with a white, frost pattern laced down the dress on one side, and the top part is all white lace. Alex put my hair into a bun that is on one side, and there is a little curled bit left out that shapes my makeup-filled face. I don’t usually wear this much, but the smoky eyes and pale lipstick does look pretty. The thoughts of my long night with Wyatt flash through my mind; the things he whispered in my ear as he was inside me. The way he held me in his arms all night afterwards, last night was perfect. Only when I left Wyatt’s room this morning to get dressed in my own, I didn’t expect to walk into the selection of dresses and madness that Alex had turned my bedroom into. The dress is every bit perfect for the crowning of the angel king and queen, well me and Dabriel. Alex couldn’t have chosen a better dress for me to wear, and even being in it is giving me some confidence about today. The black represents the dark angels and the white lace, the light angels. I want us all to be united, and this dress shows off that. I love that I didn’t even have to tell Alex this, she just knew.

      “This one isn’t as tight as the red one I made you wear last time,” she says, reminding me of the night I was stupid enough to let the vampire king use me to open that portal. The dress was amazing, though. I look over at Alex as she straightens her long, red hair, and memories of growing up with Alex flash through my mind. I remember the first time I met her and sharing my ice cream. I remember holding her as her parents hadn’t fed her in two days and giving her my lunch before taking her back to my house for the first time. Once I told my mum, she adored and looked after Alex as much as I did. Alex was always more of a sister to me, and despite the fact the demon king has killed all my family, I still have Alex. I will fight to the very end to see her live through this war.

      “You’re my best friend, you know that?” I tell her and walk over, giving her a hug. Alex has on a simple, white dress with little, black flowers up the sides. Simple, but stunning. Her red hair brings that little bit of colour to her outfit, as well as the red, jewelled necklace she has on. I don’t recognise it, but it’s lovely.

      “Yes, I think so, although I miss the days where we planned our nights out and not how to survive a war,” she replies.

      “I miss those, too, but I think this was always planned for us. All of it,” I say and place my hand on her still small stomach.

      “What did Drake say?” I ask her, and she smiles at me. I haven’t had much time to speak to her alone about everyone’s reactions to the pregnancy. I know everyone knows but not how she told them.

      “He was over the moon and told everyone. I’ve never seen him this happy,” she tells me with a bright, happy smile. Alex is almost glowing recently, with what I’m sure are pregnancy hormones.

      “Want to know what the army brat said?” Alex asks me, referring to Leigha.

      “Something about locking you somewhere safe, I bet,” I reply, knowing what Leigha is like.

      “Yep. She insists on training some poor girl to protect me and locking me away,” Alex says. It doesn’t surprise me one bit.

      “My mates all say she is amazing at training, that all the people respect and listen to her. Jaxson thinks it’s best to let her and Harris work together permantly to train everyone. They are both very good,” I say.

      “Only because they are scared of her and too scared to say anything about her in case either Harris or Drake hear them. Both of them are seriously protective of Leigha,” Alex chuckles, and I remember Leigha training me, I was scared of her, too.

      “I think Harris is good for Leigha. He has that playfulness that is good for her. She is too serious on her own,” I reply.

      “Like how your mates are good for you. Each one of them. I don’t know, it’s like they make you complete and happy.”

      “It’s because I love them. It’s that simple.” I say gently, thinking of them as I smooth my dress down, and there’s a knock at the bedroom door.

      “Come in,” I shout.

      “It’s time,” Lucifer says as he walks in. Lucifer has a long, black cloak on, with dark-black clothes on underneath, and there is a clip with double wings holding the cloak together near his neck. His large, black wings fold in on themselves, so I can only see the tips of them as he stands waiting for us. There is only him and Gabriel left from the council, and it’s custom for a council member to walk the new queen to the soon to be crowned king. This was explained last night by Dabriel before he left me with Wyatt and went off to play cards and have a few drinks with the other guys.

      “Good luck, but you don’t need it. You’re every bit the queen they need, you’re kind, strong, powerful, and most of all, you’re meant for this,” Alex tells me and walks out as I take a deep breath. She is right, but it’s hard to convince myself of it.

      “Let’s go,” I tell Lucifer as I walk over, and he offers his elbow, so I link my arm in his.

      “I wouldn’t have chosen a better queen for us, even if you are no angel. Only angels have sat on the throne for many years. But, times are changing, we as supernaturals are never going to forget this war or the fact it’s brought us all together,” Lucifer says, and I laugh a little.

      “Have I ever told you that the Goddess shows me the past in my dreams sometimes?” I ask him.

      “No, you have not,”

      “In the past, all supernaturals lived together in the castle. In peace,” I say, knowing that this has worked for the supernaturals in the past, and it will work again. We just need to put our differences aside and work towards our future.

      “Can I ask you a favour?” he asks as we walk down the corridor, and he stops us at the top of the stairs. The stairs are lined with flowers, all white, and have been tied to the bannister. Someone has even tied fairy lights around the bannister in-between the flowers and the effect is amazingly beautiful.

      “You can ask, but I can’t guarantee I will be able to help,” I reply, knowing as a queen my word is not something I can just hand out to anyone. I’ve come a long way since I first met everyone, and since then, there is a lot of responsibility resting with me.

      “My son Josh, is a half and what he is . . . well I don’t want anyone ever knowing. Especially, not him,” Lucifer tells me, and I look up at him.

      “Why not?” I ask, because I don’t believe in anyone not knowing who they are, what they are. My own past and who I am was kept from me, and that nearly killed a lot of people.

      “Because it would destroy him,” he tells me, his dark eyes watching me, and I don’t know what to say to him.

      “Did you love his mother?” I finally ask.

      “No, my sister loved his father,” he tells me, and it starts to make some sense now. I know angels only mate to one person, so having a child with another would have to have happened after he was mated. I know this does happen because of what Dabriel told me of his father and his siblings.

      “So, he isn’t yours?”  I ask gently.

      “No, but no one can ever know that. My mate, well she dislikes Josh but won’t ever tell the secret of where he came from. She was bound by my sister before my sister died in childbirth. Angel births are difficult to survive, and with who his father is . . .,” his sentence drifts off when some witches in cloaks walk past us, stopping to bow at me before going down the stairs.

      “What is it you wish from me?” I ask him gently when they are gone, understanding that this is big for him to tell me. I have the feeling he never told anyone other than his mate this.

      “If I die in this war, protect him as your own. Tell him that his parents are both alive but in a place no one can return from. That they could only be together that way.”

      “But, you said his mother died?”

      “She did,” he tells me, and I just don’t understand what he is saying. If she is dead, how is she with her partner?

      “That doesn’t make sense,” I say.

      “I can’t, I can’t tell you anymore . . .,” he says firmly, but the slight quiver in his tone suggests he wants to tell me more.

      “You’re blood bound,” I say, realising straight away why he can’t tell me. This must have been what it was like for Jaxson not to say anything about Freddy.

      “I will protect him, if I can,” I tell Lucifer, who takes a deep breath at my words.

      “And, I will protect you on the battlefield and your mates, My Queen,” he says and nods his head at me before starting to walk us down the stairs. When we get to the bottom, there is a mixture of people standing around, all in white or black with their heads bowed. Some in cloaks, and some are in wolf form. The very presence of all these supernaturals, standing together to crown the angel king and queen is amazing. We walk down the path way in the middle of them, which is sprinkled with white rose petals on the floor, as I look around the entrance hall. We eventually get outside, where I see my mates all standing together, one after the other next to an archway of white and black roses. My eyes run over all of them. Wyatt, Jaxson, and Atti have black shirts and black trousers on, with white roses pinned on the pockets. Dab has a white shirt and black trousers, with a black rose pinned on him. They all look extremely handsome as they stand there and all I can think of is how good they look without their clothes, too. After getting my hormones in check, we walk down the pathway and Lucifer lets go of my arm, handing it to Dabriel.

      Dabriel pulls me close to him, whispering as he brushes his lips against my ear, “You look so beautiful, Winter.”

      I blush, and he smiles as he pulls away from me to face the old angel standing under the arch. I walk forward with Dabriel, remembering this angel is called Gabriel and the last light angel on the council to survive the battle. I haven’t spoken to him much, just a little with Dabriel, but he comes across as firm. The angel has long, grey hair, which I’m sure was white when he was younger and large wings, much like Dabriel’s. His light-purple eyes watch me and he smiles as he starts to speak.

      “Thank you to everyone that came here today to witness the crowning of the King of the Angels, and his Queen. I never expected to crown a king like this, with not only angels, but witches, wolves, and vampires to watch. I feel this is how we will survive from now on, united together against a war that threatens us all. We need our royals to win this, for it’s what the prophecy told us, and the only way I feel we will win,” he says, and cheers follow his words through the crowd. Gabriel walks over and picks a crown out of a box that a male angel holds behind the arch before walking back over. Dabriel lets go of my hand to kneel down and lower his head.

      “I crown King Dabriel, King of the Angels.”

      The cheers that follow Dabriel being crowned are so loud I’m sure the world can hear them and seem to go on for a long time as Dabriel stands up, his purple eyes glowing. The crown is just as powerful as the others, with white, almost silver stones inside the silver swirls. I pull my gaze away when Dabriel links our hands and holds them up in the air.

      “Queen Winter!” Dabriel shouts, and then everyone shouts my name back, the sound filling the outside. The angel ceremony is far simpler than the vampire one, the crown seems to be important to them. I look over to see Jaxson and Atti with their crowns on and the absence of Wyatt’s crown is noticeable. I don’t feel you need a crown to rule, you can rule on your own.

      “We will win this,” Dabriel whispers as he lowers our hands and slides his other hand onto the back of my head, kissing me. I hope he will win this too, and that the price isn’t too high to do so.
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      “I should come,” I hear Freddy say, a slight growl slipping in with the words. I walk around the corner, and see Freddy arguing with both Jaxson and Wyatt. I have to admire Freddy, he is standing up to both of them, holding his ground. There isn’t a lot of people who would do that at his age, but also, he is going to be a handful when he is older.

      “It’s not safe for you,” Wyatt responds firmly, his hands on his hips as he stares down his son.

      “It’s not safe for Winter, but she gets to go. You need me there; I’m a half, and they might actually talk to you if they know you look after me and don’t care,” Freddy points out, making a valid point. I don’t want to take him with us. It will be dangerous, but I know we could easily protect him with all of us there. Not to mention he can look after himself, too. We need to convince these people, we will need them to save everyone and stand a chance.

      “He has a point,” I say walking over, and they both look down at me. I hate being short sometimes, next to all these tall guys. Freddy is even growing and is now about my height.

      “Not happening, lass,” Jaxson says, shaking his head. Stubborn wolf.

      “I will protect him, so will you and Wyatt. Atti and two other witches are coming as well,” I point out. It only takes seconds for any of the three witches coming to bounce Freddy out of there.

      “I’m not using my nephew as bait,” Jaxson says, shaking his head at me.

      “I wouldn’t ever do that, Jaxson.” I snap back, and his face drops,

      “Sorry. I just can’t lose him, not after everything, and my wolf doesn’t like it,” Jaxson says. I walk over to him and rest my head on his shoulder. I get it, everything is beyond stressful at the moment.

      “I’m suggesting that I’ve seen Freddy fight, and all of you are very powerful. There is no way we would let anything happen to him, but we need these halfs to talk to us. Freddy may be the best chance. No offense, but all of you guys are scary and intimidating. Bringing Freddy may just help us,” I tell him, and he looks at Freddy, who has a long sword strapped to his back and the same determination on his face that his dad and uncle always have. I don’t want to take him, but I don’t think we have much of a choice. The war is five days away, only five. Every time I go to sleep, I beg for a dream, or for my family to come to me, but it’s not working. I haven’t spoken to Elissa or my mum since the dream before I was taken. I need to talk to them because I know the prophecy is coming true, and the price is my life. I need to be certain it’s me that is paying this price. I feel more than ever, like I’m missing something.

      “Fine, but you stay by a witch and my side the whole time,” Wyatt says, with Jaxson nodding in agreement.

      “Awesome,” Freddy says with a big grin aimed at me, before running over to Atti and the two witches chatting by the door.

      “You ready for this?” Wyatt asks as he comes closer and holds my hand. I look over at him, seeing the vampire I love, but he looks beyond hot today with his sword on his back and the suit he has on.

      “To try and convince a load of people that have hidden from us, for years, to fight for me? Yeah sure. It’s just like convincing Alex that salad is a real food,” I say, making him and Jaxson laugh. I’ve never actually seen Alex eat a salad, she doesn’t need to, apparently. I know if I didn’t force myself to eat a salad at times, I would be huge.

      “I heard you’re going to be an auntie,” Wyatt says gently.

      “So are you, you know Drake sees you as a brother,” I remind him.

      “Maybe,” Wyatt says, but a flash of pain flies over his face. It’s gone quickly when he blanks his expression. I go to ask him what happened there when Atti distracts me.

      “Time to leave,” Atti says as he walks over and wraps his arms around my waist, kissing my cheek. I laugh as I feel him use his power and move us. When we reappear, it’s at an old building in the middle of a forest I’ve never been to. Atti lets me go slightly when Jaxson and Wyatt appear with one witch and Freddy with another. The witches have their hoods up, so I don’t know who they are.

      “Why here?” I ask again as I look around. Atti said the halfs never came to meet them when Josh called them. They placed a message asking to meet and an address in their minds. It really bothered Atti because he couldn’t see where they were. I think he is just curious about how powerful these halfs are.

      “It was part of their agreement. We couldn’t exactly say no, as it would be a sign that we don’t trust them,” Atti tells me, and I agree. He has a point, but I still don’t like where they have chosen to meet us. I jump when a ward appears around us and the house. It’s white and large enough to spread up to the trees, but I can’t see who is making it. My mates move closer to me, just before the door to the house is opened.

      “You are right not to trust strangers, witch King,” a voice says, and I watch as three people come out from inside the house. One is an angel, with dyed-blonde hair and large, black wings. She has on a mini, black top and worn jeans, showing off her stomach. She is extremely beautiful, but the slightly cruel smirk on her lips suggests I shouldn’t trust her. The other two are sisters, I would guess, with brown hair and matching, blue eyes. Atti told us that someone called Mila and Soobeen would be meeting us, they told them the names in the brief conversation they had. I couldn’t tell the twins apart, not as I look between them. They both have worn tops on, and leggings underneath. The main thing I can see is how thin they are. It’s not a natural thinness either, their cheeks are too hollow, and I have a feeling they aren’t well.

      “I’m guessing one of you is Soobeen and the other Mila?” Jaxson asks, stepping closer to Freddy when all three of them ignore us to stare at him. Freddy holds his head high, meeting each one of their gazes and doesn’t show any fear. It’s really good to see him so strong with everything that is planned for us.

      “The rumours are true, sister, they really do have a half in the royal family,” one of the sisters says, and the other one nods. It’s extremely difficult to tell them apart at this point.

      “I’m Soobeen, and this is my sister Mila. This is Chesca,” Soobeen introduces her, and her eyes lock with mine for a moment before she looks back at Freddy. I glance at the angel called Chesca, who gives me a small smirk as she tilts her head to the side and then looks at my mates. When she winks at Jaxson, my power automatically comes out, and I step forward without realising I’ve done so.

      “Please ignore Chesca, she is half succubus demon, and flirting is in her blood. She won’t touch your mates, Queen Winter,” Mila tells me firmly, a worried look crossing her face. It doesn’t surprise me that the angel is a demon of some sorts.

      “Winter, it’s okay,” Atti whispers and puts an arm around my waist as I try to calm my powers and myself down. All I can think about is ripping the angel’s wings out for flirting with my mate.

      “Behave,” Soobeen tells Chesca who sighs but looks away from us all to look at her nails.

      “I will speak to the Queen and the half boy, alone,” Soobeen says, and Jaxson’s growl is all that needs to be said on the matter.

      “Give us a minute,” I say loudly, and Soobeen nods at me, understanding that I need to talk to them about this. We all walk back off into the woods a little, close to the ward.

      Jaxson says, “There is no fucking way I’m letting you and Freddy go in there alone.”

      “We don’t have much choice. I don’t want to, but I’m not weak, and I saw the fear in their eyes when my powers came out. I don’t think we are a threat to them. Look at how they are dressed, how thin they all are. I think they need our help as much as we need theirs.”

      “I will protect her, too,” Freddy says and comes to stand next to my side.

      “They have fifteen minutes, and then I’m coming to get you.” Atti pulls me closer to him, kissing my cheek. “Until then, I can speak in your mind,” Atti whispers the end part just for me.

      “I don’t like it,” Jaxson says.

      “Neither do I, but I trust Winter and Freddy. I’ve seen them both fight and know they can do this,” Wyatt says, and I see Freddy give him a strange look. It almost looked respectful.

      “At the end of the day, if they kill me, the demon king wins, and they will never be safe because you would all kill them. The demon king doesn’t want me dead, so even if they are working for him, they won’t kill me. I will shout in my mind for you if I sense the demon king, but I don’t think he is stupid enough to fight you all out in the open like this,” I say, knowing it’s true.

      “I would love to fight the bastard,” Atti says.

      “That’s the point, he won’t fight you alone. He is a coward that hides behind his army. If he wanted to fight you, he could have done so easily in the castle, but he didn’t, he came for me when I was alone,” I say, and Jaxson pulls me into a hug when I step away from Atti.

      “Fifteen minutes,” he says and kisses me gently. Wyatt and Atti nod at me as I hold Freddy’s hand and walk over to the sisters and Chesca. The closer I get to them, the more I feel like I can trust them for some reason. I don’t get why it is, and it’s not something I can explain to my mates. There’s just something.

      “You have fifteen minutes,” I tell them, and Mila nods at me in response. They all look between each other for a second, but I see it.

      “Sure,” she says and walks into the old ruined house. The house looks like it could be blown away any minute, and the inside isn’t any better. There is nothing inside, other than a burnt-out fireplace and a massive, red rug that’s covered in dirt and burnt in places. It stinks of smoke in here, making me wonder if there was a fire recently. I watch as Soobeen pushes the old rug across the floor, and Mila opens a hidden door in the floor. The loud creaking of the door is the only sound, and it’s eerily quiet.

      “This place looks like the Shrieking Shack,” Freddy whispers.

      “It does,” I whisper back, wondering why the place looked familiar to me.

      “This isn’t a book about witches, little boy,” Chesca snaps before walking down the steps in the trap door.

      “I know,” Freddy says but smirks at me. I try not to laugh at his attitude.

      “Come,” Mila says and walks down the steps, with Soobeen holding the door open. I walk in first, making Freddy walk behind me, and take the steps down to the dark room below. The steps are lit up by small fires in sconces on the walls, and the steps are pure stone. There isn’t anything to hold on to as I take each deep step, and it takes everything in me not to trip up. I could just imagine tripping over and crashing into Chesca in front of me. I doubt she would take it well.

      “Everything okay?” Atti asks in my mind, almost making me jump and fall down the steps like I was thinking about.

      “Dammit,” I mutter out loud.

      “Be careful, Queen Winter. The steps are difficult down here until you know how to walk down,” I hear Chesca say, and the sarcasm in her voice is overwhelming.

      “So far, so good,” I think, but know he can’t hear me, and I feel a little stupid until I remember he actually asked me a question, so it’s natural to answer.

      “I can hear you when you project your thoughts like that, it’s a witch mating thing,” Atti says, with almost a laugh.

      “Then we are walking down a creepy, underground staircase, and I’m trying not to pull the annoying angel’s hair out,” I tell him, and I can hear his laughter in my head for a little while as I concentrate on walking down. I feel Freddy place his hand on my back a few times, the steps are just as large for him to walk down, and it’s comforting to know he is okay despite me not really being able to see him.

      “Be careful,” I hear Atti say, his tone gentle.

      “Love you,” I say back, and then there is silence, but I know he heard me, and that’s enough. I bet he is telling the others about what I said. I look forward as we get to the end of the stairs from hell, and there is a clear ward. I can’t see anything through the ward, despite it being clear.

      “You must walk through the ward. It will not interfere with your bond and your mate hearing you,” Soobeen says behind me, and I can’t see her in the dark, but I feel Freddy place his hand into mine.

      “If this is a trap, I will destroy you and everything else,” I warn her, before turning and walking through the ward, pulling Freddy with me. When we get through, it’s nothing like I would have expected. The ward is hiding a whole town underground, with lights strung across the ceiling and dozens of tents on the ground. Various people stop to stare at us and me at them. They are very different, and I can tell from one glance around that they are mainly halfs here. Some angels have white and black mixed wings, some witches’ hair is mixed, too. One teenage boy stops and stares at us. His black hair has bright-blue tips that match his blue eyes. The boy looks at Freddy for a long time before smirking and running off.

      “This is no trap, we want something as well, and we need to show you our life. The ward is blessed, it will only let those who mean us no direct harm through,” Soobeen says as she stops next to me, and the silence of all the people who stare at us, seems to carry her words. The underground cave is amazing to look at, it is really something. I love how the lights are hung on the roof of the cave, and in the walls, there are carved steps and little caves. The only things that concern me are the tents and the amount of people that must live down here. There is no sunlight, no running water that I can see, and no plants. It isn’t a great way for anyone to live.

      “Then, show me,” I respond, smiling kindly at her.

      “We will be fine from here,” Soobeen tells her sister and Chesca, who bow at us before walking away. These three must be the current leaders of the halfs. People start to move away from us when they leave, and noise seems to return to how it was before we came here.

      “For too many years, we have hidden underground and away from both humans and supernaturals,” she tells me. “Please let us walk as we talk,” Soobeen asks me, and I nod, putting my hand on Freddy’s back to lead him away from whatever he is staring at.

      “Why hide from humans?” I ask her as she walks next to me. We make our way to a long path in the middle of the tents and some little make shift shops by the looks of them. I pass a group of children playing. The children can’t be older than seven, and they are running around a stick in the ground.  Their laughter is sweet, even to my ears.

      “The humans are just as bad as supernaturals. We do have some humans here, with their half children. But then, we have a lot of half humans whose parents didn’t want an unnatural child.”

      “‘Unnatural’ is not a word I would use to describe anyone half human,” I say, feeling defensive because I was half human and lucky enough that my mum didn’t care.

      “Yes, I agree. You say this because of who you are but then everyone knows your story, Queen Winter. You were fortunate not to have powers as a child, no outward appearances that give you away. Most of our people are not so lucky and ‘unnatural’ is a word we hear far too often,” she tells me, just as a man walks past, and I almost stop walking. The man has his mark on his face, the vines of a flower all over his forehead and also, he has fur on his arms. I don’t know what he is, but he nods at us both before walking on.

      “I understand,” I tell Soobeen.

      “Safe still?” Atti asks in my head.

      “Yes, and you won’t believe what is down here,” I reply and follow Soobeen as she gets to a large tent. She slides inside through a flap, and I hold it open for Freddy before following myself.

      “Please sit,” Soobeen offers and waves a hand at three old-looking chairs seated near a fire. There isn’t much in the room to look at, not that I expected much. The bed looks years old, and the furniture is the same.

      “You know what we want, what we need,” I start to say, and Soobeen holds a hand up.

      “You should know your grandfather came to us, only a day ago,” she tells me, and my blood runs cold as I stand up off the seat. Freddy pulls his sword out and moves closer to me.

      “I don’t see him here, now, and that’s lucky for you,” I respond, and she laughs.

      “I wouldn’t bring you here if that was so. Now, boy, put the sword away and both of you should sit down,” she suggests, and I place my hand on Freddy’s arm.

      “It’s okay,” I say, sitting first, and Freddy keeps eye contact with Soobeen as he puts his sword away and sits down.

      “He gave us two days to make a decision, fight with him or die. He could walk through our wards like they didn’t exist, and I don’t believe it was because he wished us no harm. The army of demons he brought with him told me he was never here to discuss peace.”

      “Not much of a decision. Knowing the demon king, he will kill you, anyway. The same deal was made with two of the angel princes, now both of them are dead and thousands of their people,” I respond, and she nods. She must have known about what happened to the angels.

      “We have three thousand men and women, who are strong and can fight. Mixing our blood makes some of our abilities extremely strong,” she tells me.

      “How many children and people that cannot fight do you have?” I ask her.

      “Five hundred.” She responds, and I nod. I look around the tent that has holes in it, the fire that is made from old wood and little else, they don’t have much but they have been on the run so long.

      “I have a suggestion,” Soobeen says, and I nod, wanting to hear it.

      “You will have our support, our alliance, and we will fight on your side. I will bow to you as Queen, and all your mates as our Kings.” She tells me just what I wanted her to say. This is what we need.

      “But?” I ask, knowing that every deal comes with a price, and she smiles.

      “You make a law, a law that bans any aggression against halfs. A law that recognises halfs as a breed, and we become part of the council for supernaturals.”

      “How do you know about the council?”

      “We know many things here. We know you have three representatives from each race. We want three on your council, it would be me, Chesca, and Mila,” she tells me.

      “Why don’t you take your people and run? Let us deal with the war. You haven’t come to us before this, and I’m confused why you have invited us now,” I ask because they have been hiding throughout the supernatural wars that have already happened.

      “We don’t want to live like this, I don’t want my people to live underground and hidden for the rest of their lives because of who they are,” she tells me.

      “Freddy is a half, and heir to both the shifter and vampire throne. Freddy is on the wolf council and will be attending meetings when he turns sixteen. He will also be heir to the angel and witches, unless I have a child, but then that child would be a half, anyway. I will never let the mere fact that he is a half be used against him. Things are changing already, and I feel I would be offering you little in return for your army and help. This is already going to happen, halfs will be accepted,” I say firmly.  I don’t want to make a deal with her for something that is going to happen, anyway. That’s lying to her and not how I want to be. I’m not a queen built on lies.

      “You are a smart Queen and said the words I needed to hear,” Soobeen says, leaning forward and tilting her head at me.

      “That was a test?” I ask with a small smile. It’s a smart move on her end, too.

      “Yes. If there was any way you wouldn’t accept your own step son, then there is no way I could trust you,” she tells me. I look over at Freddy, who grins. I’ve never heard anyone refer to him as my step son, but I do like him being called it. I would be proud to be any kind of mum to Freddy.

      “So . . . we have a deal?”

      “You still want a deal for those things, despite the fact that most would happen anyway?” I ask, and she nods, holding her hand out for me.

      “Winter, it’s been fifteen minutes, do you need us?” Atti says.

      “No. We are making a deal now, and they can help us. I’m fine,” I say back and feel relief down my bond with them all only a minute later. I lean forward and shake her hand.

      “I will give you the places on the council and a safe home in the castle for your people. There are a lot of us living there now, but many  houses in the woods. So, we will find room,” I tell her, and she looks relieved as she lets go of my hand and sits back.

      “Thank you, My Queen. I will move our people to your castle tonight, I hear it’s the only place safe now?” she asks me.

      “Until the Winter solstice. That is when the war is coming. I will be honest with you, the demon king will send his army to destroy us. It’s going to be one hell of a fight,” I tell her, and she nods, standing up.

      “Our people have lost a lot, but there is finally hope with you on the throne. A half human, quarter demon, and quarter Goddess. Any child you may have would be more than a half could ever be. You are our hope.”

      “I have one more question before we leave,” I ask, not standing up with her.

      “Yes?”  she asks me, sitting down once more when she sees the serious look I’m giving her. I know there’s a chance the royal half fray child is here, and I can’t be anywhere near the child. I need to make sure that part of my promise never comes true.

      “Are there any half fray children here?” I ask.

      “You know about fray?” she asks me, and I nod.

      “One boy,” she tells me, with a nervous expression.

      “I need to meet him,” I tell her.

      “Why?” she says, and I can’t miss the hostility in her tone this time. The boy must be close to her.

      “I made a promise with the Queen of Fray, for her help in the war. I know I’ve made a mistake, but I promised to send a half fray child over to her, a royal that she said she cannot find here on earth.” I tell her the whole truth, there is no point clouding the truth when it’s clear the half fray boy means something to her.

      “My son is the only half fray here, and he is no royal as his father told me he was a guard, but you may meet him to make sure,” she says.

      “I will call my sister to bring him here,” she tells me, before her eyes glow white and she is silent for a little while. When her eyes return to normal, I wait a little before saying anything.

      “What do you know about the fray?” I ask her, knowing that she might be able to tell us something about the help they will bring.

      “I met my son’s father only once, and it was a one-night stand. I don’t know much about their kind, but my son has control over storms and water. I’m a vampire mixed with an angel, so that is not from me, and no, I didn’t get wings when I received my powers. The fray I met had dark-blue hair and strange, blue flower-like marks down his arms. My son doesn’t have those marks yet, but he is only fourteen,” she tells me, knowing that most supernaturals don’t get their marks until they turn sixteen. They also get their extra powers. I glance at Freddy, wondering what he will get then, if any. He is already so strong, with his immunity to silver and fast healing.

      “Thank you for telling me that,” I tell her, and she nods.

      “I was young and foolish, he was gone before I even woke up the next day. I remember him saying something about it being the summer solstice,” she tells me. It makes sense that the fray had come through the wards then.

      “Did he tell you what he was?” I ask her.

      “I have a gift, I can tell what someone is from simply looking at them. When I walked into the night club, I saw him straight away. I had never seen a fray before, and he told me that he came from the Winter court of the Fray,” she tells me.

      “Winter court?” Freddy asks, curious like I am.

      “Yes, he told me there are four courts, but not much else.” I wonder if they are all seasonal. Like Winter, Autumn, Spring and Summer courts.

      “Anything you can think of, I would appreciate the knowledge,” I tell her. I feel like I should never have made that promise to Lily when I’m clearly blind to their world and everything in it. I shouldn’t have, I should have just woken up and tried to deal with this fight on my own.

      “I will send someone to bring your mates and witches in here,” she tells me, and I nod at her, watching as her eyes turn that white again.

      “Atti, they are sending someone to bring you all in here, we have a deal,” I shout out in my mind for him to hear.

      “What did you offer them?” Atti asks me.

      “Nothing that I wouldn’t have given them freely,” I say back.

      Atti chuckles in my mind as he speaks. “That sounds like I need more of a description in a while. I love you, Winter.”

      I look over to see the flap of the tent being opened and a teenage boy coming in. It’s the same boy I saw when I first passed through the ward, his blue tipped hair is easy to remember. It matches his unusual, bright-blue eyes.

      “Nathaniel, this is Queen Winter and her step son, Freddy,” Soobeen says standing up and walking over to the boy who watches us all. I wouldn’t say he is nervous, but there is something there. I don’t feel any old magic or anything as I walk over and offer the boy my hand to shake.

      “Just Winter, no need for all that,” I say, and he smiles.

      “You don’t look like a queen,” he points out straight away, and I look down at my leather outfit and daggers on my waist.

      “Nathaniel, that was rude,” his mum scolds, and Freddy laughs as he comes over.

      “You’re right, I look like I’m some kind of assassin or something,” I say, and he chuckles.

      “I’m Freddy,” Freddy introduces himself as he steps next to us.

      “Nice sword,” Nathaniel says, and Freddy pulls it off his back.

      “Here,” he hands the sword over, and they start speaking. I walk off with Soobeen as we both watch them and wait for my mates to come here.

      “They say halfs are drawn to each other, much like all supernaturals feel more comfortable around their own kind,” she tells me, and I completely agree with her as I watch them talk.

      “It makes some sense if you really think about it, nature’s way of getting people to stay close to who are like,” I say.

      “Are you and Freddy close?” she asks me.

      “I like to think we are, I would do anything for that boy,” I say, thinking of how we first met and how protective I was over him at the start. There was always something that drew me to protecting him far more than I should have really. I’ve always liked kids, but with Freddy it was an instant bond. A need to look after him.

      “It’s because you’re a half like him, and there is always that draw to each other,” she tells me.

      “Like how I feel safe here?” I ask because it’s true. I’ve felt a sense of safety from the moment I passed through that ward and felt no threat from these people.

      “Yes, in a way. I want to be completely honest with you,” she says, turning to look at me.

      “Okay?” I ask her.

      “Some of the people we have here are exiled from the supernaturals.  Some for crimes, others have done things in their pasts and are known by everyone at the castle, but have changed as they live here” she says.

      “They get one chance, that’s it. Make it known that I won’t have anyone betray me. I get that not all of your people will want to live in the castle permantly, but here is the deal: if they fight for us, then they are free to leave, and we won’t punish them for their past. That deal has no reflection on anything they do after war, though,” I say, and she bows her head at me before looking up once more.

      “A fair deal,” she replies. I look over at Freddy and Nathaniel, the future we are fighting for is always going to come with repercussions, but it is worth it. We have to make sure everything here is worth it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          Winter

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      I swing my fist down on Leigha’s arm as she slides to the left of me, and I jump over her leg that she aims at my feet. She jumps away when I catch her, but I don’t pause as I follow her, swinging my own leg at her stomach and sending her flying across the training room.

      “Fuck, princess . . . you beat me,” Leigha says as I offer her a hand up.

      “Never thought you’d see the day?” I ask as I laugh a little and get my breath back. This is what training day and night for the past two weeks has done to me. I was close to beating her before, but I needed to do this.

      “No, I knew it was in there, just needed a little push,” she chuckles.

      “Yeah, there is pushing and then there’s whipping my ass since we met,” I laugh out.

      “Hey, I still let you eat chocolate,” she tells me.

      “Only because I would have attempted to kill you if you stopped me,” I laugh, but it dies off as I look around the training room. There are so many of us training in here, and I spot Jaxson just as his wolf lands on another wolf. He lets the other wolf go and shifts back, completely naked and explains what the other wolf did wrong. I let my eyes run down his back, and his wolf mark on it.

      “Wolves have literally no worries about nudity, do they?” Leigha asks, and I laugh.

      “Not one little bit, but you should know that, you know with Harris,” I say, and she whacks my arm.

      “We actually spend time, not naked, together,” she says with red cheeks.

      “You love him?” I ask her, and she nods.

      “I’m worried about losing him. The war is two days away,” she says, reminding me what I already know. It only took us a day to move in the halfs and everyone else, but the amount of fights my mates and everyone had to break up was crazy. The people seemed to forget about winning the war to make enemies with the new race that moved in. It took a lot of work and arguments in council meetings to get everyone on board with the new plan. The other council members had mixed views on bringing halfs into the meeting and giving them their rightful places, but no one had to the guts to say anything after Jaxson punched one of them. They shouldn’t have said anything rude about halfs in the first place, so I didn’t exactly disagree with Jaxson.

      “I can’t tell you that you won’t lose him, but make the most of the time we have, while things aren’t certain,” I tell her gently, knowing that’s all I want to do. I want to spend time with my mates and the people I care about, but here I am in training.

      “You should take your own advice, too,” Leigha says and nods towards Dabriel and Atti who are speaking to each other by the doors to the training room.

      “Later, army brat,” I say, and she laughs as I walk off. Dabriel and Atti stop talking when I get close, and Atti pulls me into his side, kissing the top of my head.

      “How’s training going?” he asks.

      “I beat her, can you believe it. I don’t think I’ve ever been as happy to knock her on her ass,” I say, and Atti laughs.

      “That angel is crazy,” I point out, watching as Chesca picks up two knives off the side and then throws them in the air, catching them perfectly. Unfortunately, she is wearing even less clothing than the first time I saw her. Now, there are just tight mini shorts and an even smaller black top.

      “She kills the people she sleeps with, so no matter what she looks like, she is evil.”

      “Chesca does what to her lovers?” I ask, because I’m sure I didn’t hear him right.

      “She kills them,” Dabriel says.

      “Why?” I ask as I look over at the dark angel with dyed-blonde hair. She is very beautiful, and a few guys are staring at her, you can’t blame them.

      “I’ve heard it’s because she gets jealous,” Dabriel shrugs, and Chesca chooses that moment to look over at me. She winks.

      “How do you know that about her?” I ask Dabriel.

      “She was exiled from the angels after her trial five years ago. I remember it well because she was a half. The angels kept her as baby, and the council raised her, not knowing for sure what she was but that her mother was angel. She killed two of her lovers, both angels and then tried to run away with her newborn son. The child was taken off her, and she killed another angel trying to get to the child, before she was forced to leave.”

      “Why would they take the child off her?” Atti asks.

      “She couldn’t be trusted with a child, after her killing spree. The council said they had proof she had killed more than just the two we knew about. Her only excuse in the trial was that those men had used her for sex, and she didn’t want them to be with anyone else,” Dabriel answers.

      “And the child? Is he here?” I ask.

      “No idea,” Dabriel answers with a sad look. We both know how many angels died in the attack, so she could have very well lost her child. I watch as Chesca walks away into the castle and then look around at the army of training soldiers.

      “How is the training going? How are the halfs doing today?” I ask, wanting to change the subject.

      “Training is going as well as can be expected at this point,” Dabriel answers.

      “The half’s are something to be admired. Their power is amazing, and I feel more confident than ever about winning the war,” Atti says, and nods his head over to the left. I follow his direction to see a man sitting on the ground with his hands in the dirt. All around him, three small trees are growing slowly from the ground.

      “Good, but I’m going back to my room, want to join?” I ask. I would try to make my tone more seductive, but I know I’d end up just sounding weird. I also don’t know which one of them I’m even asking. I know they both won’t come with me, but I just want to be alone with them.

      “Let’s all go,” Atti says, shocking me when Dabriel nods, placing his hand on Atti’s shoulder and Atti uses his power to move us. I’m not surprised when I see it’s my bedroom, they don’t seem to use their own very often.

      “Let us,” Atti says, leaning down and kissing me. I never thought much of the idea of being with more than one of them at a time, but as I feel Dabriel step behind me and start kissing the side of my neck, it doesn’t seem like a bad idea. Dabriel rips my shirt and training bra off, the ripped material falling to the floor as his hands slide between me and Atti to roll his finger around my nipples. I moan and break away from Atti’s kissing to lay my head back on Dabriel’s shoulder. Atti kisses down my chest and my stomach before he pulls my jogging pants down and my knickers with them. Atti doesn’t wait as he kisses my core and lifts one of my legs onto his shoulder. The mixture of Atti’s tongue and Dabriel’s kisses on my neck as his hands slide around my breasts, makes me lose control in seconds. Just before I’m about to finish, Atti stops and looks up at me with a grin.

      “Not yet, we have only just started,” he says, and they both spend the rest of the day showing me that that was only the start of a long night of pleasure.
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      “Elissa, this is the four men I told you about. The wolf, witch, angel, and vampire.” Demtra’s voice drifts through my mind, and it takes me a few tries to open my eyes and see the massive ballroom we are in where Elissa, the ancestors, and Demtra are all standing together. I recognise the ballroom as the training room now, but it once was amazing. The wall is a shiny gold that matches the glossy, gold floors. There are five crystal chandeliers, lit up with hundreds of candles, the light touching everywhere around the room which is heavily decorated in green flowers. There are hundreds of different supernaturals, dancing in unusual dress to the loud, unfamiliar music being played. The female supernaturals all have white and black Greek-style dresses on, and the men just have togas that cover their lower halves. Their marks are visible as they sway to the music, and I find myself admiring the different animals that are also in the room. There are three large, purple birds I’ve never seen before sitting on a branch by the window, and there are large cats, wolves, bears, and even a horse. The horse is pure white, and as I look closer, I see the horn in the middle of its head. Oh my god, it’s a unicorn. I can’t believe it.

      “May I have a dance with the Goddess’ sister?” the witch ancestor asks, getting my attention from the unicorn in the room, just in time to see Elissa as she blushes and nods. They walk off and start dancing as I stand and watch. I look over to see all the ancestors watching them, they loved her from the start. It’s clear to see in the way they look at her. Demtra walks slowly towards me, and stops so close, I almost imagine she can see me.

      “War is coming, the past won’t help you, now,” Demtra says, but her words aren’t for me, they are for the demon king who sits at a table behind me. I turn to see the demon king simply smile in a cruel way. Despite the fact he is in the vampire king’s body now, he has the same smirk and evil quality in his eyes. It’s his soul that screams evil more than anything else.

      “The past always controls the future,” he replies.

      “No, it doesn’t, and you won’t control her,” Demtra says, her voice calm despite her harsh words.

      “Gods control all,” he sneers before walking away, and I close my eyes as I’m pulled back to sleep.
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* * *

      I blink my eyes open, remembering the dream and how it all started, how my grandmother fell in love with the ancestors, and they loved her. How the demon king was always around, always ruining what could have been special. I guess I should be thankful in a way that he did, because my mum would never have been born if the demon king and Elissa hadn’t been together all those years ago. But then, I have to die anyway, so it will all be for nothing. All this death over many years, will be ended with my death.

      “Such a serious face when you first wake up,” Dabriel whispers, and I turn my head to see him lying on the bed next to me. I place my hand on his warm, naked chest, tracing my finger around.

      “Dreams and war have a way of making me serious,” I comment.

      “Didn’t we help you forget that a little last night?” Atti asks, sliding his hands around my stomach from behind, and I feel how naked he is as he pulls me against him.

      “Yes, but we have to plan today, make the hardest decisions for tomorrow,” I say, reminding them both of the meeting planned today. I have an idea to tell them, and half my mates are going to hate me for it.

      “Then we best get up and be the royals we need to be,” Dabriel says and kisses my forehead.
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* * *

      “How are we going to get into the vampire castle and win a fight there?” Lucinda asks, through the noise of everyone trying to shout their ideas into the room. There are sixteen of us in here: the council we have made up to try and win this war. They are a mix of every race and the halfs. To say they didn’t take it well when Chesca, Soobeen, and Mila walked into the room despite me warning them this would happen, would be putting it lightly. There was a fight, and Chesca punched one of the witches, it just didn’t go well. Luckily, Atti stopped them, and as the shouting gets louder, I know another fight is not far away.

      “Enough!” I shout, slamming my hand on the table, and I look down to see my hand glowing blue. I must be glowing like a Smurf again.

      “I have an idea,” I say and stand up, walking to the whiteboard. I pick up a pen and start drawing while they silently watch me.

      “So, you all know that demons can go through the demon ward around the vampire castle. It’s how I got out, and it’s how I will get in once more. I spoke with Milo, and he will take one person into the castle, and I believe I can pull one person through the ward as well,” I say.

      “I will go to the vampire castle with Wyatt because he knows it best, and Jaxson because his wolf can smell demons nearby. The rest of the kings and people will stay and fight here,” I say, and my mates give me mixed looks of shock and anger.

      “No way, Winter,” Atti says, his voice dripping with anger.

      “I need to close the portal, only me. The demon king is not going to come here and fight. I don’t remember much from my time there, but he never left the castle for long because the portal is his weak point. With my crown on, I can fight him, push him in the portal, and close it. This is what I’m meant to do, and I need to,” I tell everyone in the room, and there’s silence for a long time as they think over my words. I know I don’t stand much chance of beating him, but I stand a chance of getting him through that portal, and that’s all that matters.

      “He could kill you,” Dabriel points out.

      “I want you all with me, but his demons are going to kill the people here. Our people,” I tell Dabriel, who tightens his jaw but nods. I look over to see Atti finally nod in agreement with me.

      “We will take a hundred mixed supernaturals with us, just in case. They can wait outside the castle and, hopefully, kill the rest of the demons he will keep with him when the ward drops. Also, we might need to fight our way to the ward in the first place, if the demon king has any of his demons outside,” Jaxson says.

      “It’s not a bad plan,” I comment, agreeing with him.

      “Then, I will be at your side,” Jaxson nods but the slight glowing of his green eyes is telling me his wolf isn’t happy with everything.

      “You know my answer,” Wyatt says, and I smile at him with relief. I look around the room.

      “The fray are bringing weapons and their army to fight for us, but we cannot trust them. I would suggest placing all the women and children into the castle basement. The rest of you spread out around the castle for the fight,” I say.

      “We can plan for a war here, My Queen,” Lucifer says.

      “Then, we have our plans. There is a lot still to be done,” Soobeen says, and there’s agreements said around the room.

      “Winter, you need to see this,” Freddy says running into the room, holding his iPad.

      “Freddy, what is it?” I ask, knowing he wouldn’t rush in here with just anything. He puts the iPad down on the table, and we all gather around it.

      “The wall around Paris has fallen, and whatever happened in there, is not good. I’m fairly sure we are looking at a mass killing of thousands, with thousands still missing. Many were killed in their homes–” the news woman says as she is recorded speaking in front of what is left of Paris. They must be just inside the city, in the streets as some of the houses are on fire and there are what look like bodies behind her on the street.

      “We have a survivor,” a woman shouts out, and the camera shakes as they run over the road. A little girl about ten looks into the camera and then at the camera woman.

      “Can you tell us who did this?” the woman asks, sliding her arm around the little girl.

      “Magic people,” she says quietly, but I hear it.

      “We are hearing many reports of wolves and witches. Things we only believed existed in fairy tales, but it seems they are real,” the camera woman says, and there is silence around the room.

      “The government won’t hide this, us. This is a mass killing of one of their capitals. They will blame the supernaturals, and humans will hunt us for this,” Lucinda says, and I nod my agreement. I don’t need to say anything about the humans, as I listen to them rant on about the evil supernaturals. They will never see us as the good guys now.

      “You had a witch that can hear for halfs and then find them?” I ask Soobeen.

      “Yes,” Soobeen answers.

      “I want you to ask her to put a call out for any supernaturals, tell them that here is safe. When we win the war, we will get Atlantis back, and then we will have two safe havens for supernaturals. Including the pack lands at some point,” I say, and she nods.

      “Yes, My Queen.”

      “Many supernaturals hide with humans, maybe they will be safe,” Atti comments.

      “I hope so,” I say and look down at the iPad as video recordings of destroyed Paris appear.

      Paris is gone.
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      “Winter. Winter. Winter!” the child-like voice screams in my mind, sounding in pain and making me place my hands on my ears before I even open my eyes. The voice is still screaming as I take in the white, snow-filled field and the one tree in the field that sways in the breeze.

      “So little time left, so much left to fight for,” Elissa’s kind voice says as she and Demtra walk towards me from behind the tree. Despite her being quite far away, I can hear every word she says. They look like they always do, in white dresses, and when I look down, I see I’m wearing the same. If I dream call them, why am I dressed like this?

      “And, it’s only you that can win this,” Demtra says, her bright eyes locking with mine, and I nod. I know it’s only me that can do this, I’ve known from the second I heard the prophecy. I have a feeling I’ve known I’m meant for something my whole life, but I wonder if everyone feels that way?

      “When you need us, call us. The power is inside you,” my mother says stepping out from behind the tree. Her words are spoken in my mind. I watch in silence as I look between them all, all three of them watching me as the snow gets heavier, and I struggle to keep my eyes open.

      “I will win this for you all,” I say, my words lost in the cold wind.

      “The prophecy was never for anyone other than you, Winter. Only you.” Elissa says, and everything turns to white as the snow causes me to close my eyes.
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* * *

      “We need the queen and all of you; the fray leader is demanding to see the queen and kings,” Harris’s voice drifts over to me, and I sit up in the empty bed to see Jaxson holding the door open. It’s the war today, and when I pull Jaxson’s phone off the side to see if we slept in, it’s only five in the morning. I groan as I sit up in bed, pulling the sheets closer around myself.

      “Fine. Tell the fairy we will be there soon,” Jaxson snaps. He is not a morning person, and neither of us got much sleep last night. Both of us are worried about today–the war. It’s finally here, and in some ways, I’m glad it is; it means I finally finish this. The prophecy leads us all up to this point, and I don’t regret a moment of it. I have my mates because of it, even if my death is the price I have to pay. I would pay it a thousand times for the short time I got with my mates.

      “Maybe, don’t call him a fairy when we meet the leader of the fray army,” I say, laughing a little with Harris before Jaxson slams the door shut.

      “They are fairies,” Jaxson points out, before rubbing his face. Surprisingly, Jaxson actually put boxers on today, I didn’t know he had any here with how often I see his naked butt. Not that I’m complaining, the memory of said butt is kept like a treasure in my mind.

      “No fairies are cute, little things meant for children, with pink, sparkling wings. The fray queen didn’t have wings, and I highly doubt they are all nice and cute,” I tell him as he climbs onto the bed and pulls me onto his lap. I press my head into his neck, breathing in his forest-like scent. I love how it makes me feel calm.

      “I don’t want you to fight him. Every part of me is telling me not to let you go with me. I just can’t lose you,” Jaxson says gently, kissing his way down my cheek, and I turn my head to meet his lips. Jaxson rolls me onto my back and lowers his body over mine. He kicks his boxers off, pressing himself into me and making me moan slightly.

      “You will be at my side,” I whisper, breaking away from the kiss.

      “I love you, lass. Everything that makes me–well, me–loves you. I don’t do romantic words or love poems, but fuck, I would do anything to have a life with you. I was beyond lost until you came into my life. The very thought of letting you fight someone that could kill you–” he says, his voice cracking, and I lean up, kissing him gently again.

      “I never did anything, Jaxson. The amazing, strong, and kind man was always there. You never needed me, I was just lucky to have you love me,” I say, and he smirks down at me.

      “So, I didn’t put you off with being an idiot at the start?” he asks, and I laugh.

      “No, you had me with that first kiss and the jackass behaviour . . . well you’re a hot asshole, so I’ll forgive you for it,” I say, and he grins.

      “You’re mine, and I’ll always be here for you, Winter. No matter what happens today and tonight,” he says, resting a hand on my cheek.

      “Always,” I respond, and he kisses me.

      “Sorry to interrupt, but I need to chat with Winter,” Wyatt says as he walks into the room and closes the door behind him. Jaxson groans but rolls off me before walking over to the bathroom, naked.

      “Clothes, brother,” Wyatt says, looking away, and I laugh.

      “I’m a wolf, we don’t like clothes,” Jaxson replies.

      “Yes, but the rest of us don’t want to see your ass and everything else first thing in the fucking morning,” Wyatt shouts as Jaxson shuts the bathroom door, and I laugh even more.

      “I like to see you laughing,” Wyatt says, and I stand up off the bed. I pull a dressing gown on slowly, watching as his eyes roll over my naked body, and I wish we had more time to explore whatever thoughts are blazing in his dark eyes.

      “Morning,” I say, walking over, and he kisses me slowly.

      “Not that I’m not happy to see you, but I thought you had to meet with the council this morning,” I say, knowing they are all meeting very soon, while I’m helping move the women and children to somewhere safe.

      “I think we should feed on each other, make us both as strong as we can be. Blood bags are not a good idea when we are going to fight,” Wyatt says gently, and I nod, knowing I need to feed, anyway.

      “Okay,” I say, and he tilts my head to the side, before gently kissing my neck and then biting me. The bite is painful, but only for a second, before nothing but pleasure fills me. I try to keep the moan in by biting my lip, but my teeth are growing sharp in my mouth, so I can’t do that. Wyatt licks my neck as he pulls away and then tilts his head to the side. I don’t have much control as I lean forward and bite him gently, loving how he tastes like chocolate. His hands tighten on my hips.

      When I eventually pull away, he whispers, “We could kick the wolf out and have some fun. I don’t have to go to the council meeting straight away,”

      “The fray are here, or I would. We have to meet them, and you have to deal with the council before we can all do that,” I say, and he groans as he steps away from me.

      “I’ll meet you later, but I need a minute to calm down,” he says, and I see the outline of how turned on he is through his trousers.

      “Well, I’m about to strip, so I doubt that will help,” I say, and he groans before walking out. I take my time dressing in the leather outfit I have worn to all my fights. It’s easy to move in and has places for all my daggers. I leave half my hair down and put the top half up in some plaits. Nothing complicated, but it looks good. When I’m done, Jaxson walks out of the bathroom, fully dressed in jeans and a normal shirt that has a belt around his chest which will hold his sword.

      “I’m going to get my weapons,” Jaxson says nothing else as he walks out, and leaves the door open. I know that our moment in bed together is over now, and we have to be the royals our people need. They need us to be strong and deal with the fray. I go over to the box by the side of my bed, and open it up. The crown calls to me as I pick it up and put it on my head. I walk over to the mirror, seeing myself with the crown on for the first time. I’m slightly glowing blue, and my eyes are brighter than they ever normally are. They have a slight silver quality to them, suggesting they might turn silver at any moment. The crown’s power is hard to ignore, but I know I need to.

      “My Queen,” Atti says as he leans against the wall outside my room. Atti has his own crown on, and his black cloak is covering his clothes. The cloak has silver tree marks stitched down the parting, and he is crossing his arms as he watches me, making his shirt tight on his chest. Atti has shaved his hair on the side of his head, but left the top part long, with his fringe just falling on his forehead. His stormy, grey eyes take their time looking me over.

      When he finally gets to my eyes, I say, “My King,” with a little bow, and he laughs.

      “We sound so formal when all I can think of is shutting this door and fucking you until you scream my name,” he tells me. I don’t think it’s a bad idea at all, and my mark warms on my back as he watches me.

      “I don’t think we have time,” I say with red cheeks and he chuckles as he walks over to me, pushing my body against the door with his own.

      “It’s a plan for the future, then,” he tells me gently before kissing me. Atti moves his lips slowly against mine, and the kiss feels like it’s over way too quickly.

      “They are waiting, and a fair warning, they are stuck up, rainbow-hair-coloured assholes,” Atti says, and I can’t help the laugh that escapes my lips.

      “‘Rainbow-hair-coloured assholes’?” I ask through my laughs, but unfortunately, the door at the bottom of the corridor opens, and one of the said assholes walks over. The man is taller than me, but I’m short so that’s easy, and has dark-blue hair. His eyes match his hair, and I can see flower tattoo-like marks on his neck, which are some kind of blue flower. He has blue eyes that slightly glow, and there’s a strange feeling to him that gives him away as a fray. Another thing, is he is extremely hard to look at, he is stunning. Every part of him is extremely beautiful, but in a fake way. It feels like when you eat a chocolate cake that is too rich, and you can’t eat all of it.

      “I got tired of waiting,” he says, his sharp tone means he heard every word. Way to make alliances, Winter.

      “You should bow,” Atti snaps, stopping us from walking closer and puts his arm around me.

      “You are not my queen or king,” the fray man snaps out.

      “And, you are in our home. Sent here to fight for us, so you should show some respect,” I say, my tone sharp, and the man’s eyes widen as he stares at me, even taking a step back. I glance down to see myself glowing brighter. Damn, I’m scaring the fairy by glowing like a damn fairy.

      “Are you the leader?” Atti asks with an annoyed sigh as he strokes a hand down my arm, and the man shakes his head. It seems like the fray man is annoying him.

      “Yes. I’m the second in the royal court of the fray. The queen will not step foot into this world as it makes her weak,” the man says, but there’s a quiver in his voice.

      “Shame. I wanted to speak to Lily,” I say, and leave out the fact I want to punch her for tricking me.

      “Queen Lilyanne sends her kindness and asked me to say hello to you,” he tells me, but I highly doubt she said it nicely, or she isn’t as smart as I know she is.

      “I’m sure she did,” I arch an eyebrow as I speak, and the man nods.

      “Why would it make your queen weak to come here?” Atti asks.

      “Full-blooded fray cannot stay in the human world for more than a day, or we start to lose our powers.”

      “You are being very honest despite working for a queen that is no longer a friend to any of our thrones,” Atti replies, tilting his head to the side as he looks at the man.

      “What’s your name?” I ask him, before the door behind him is opened, and Dabriel comes storming down the corridor. He picks the man up by his neck and slams him into the corridor wall making cracks appear down the newly painted wall. The man squirms, and lightning appears on his fingertips.

      “Your people killed one of my angels in a fight. I suggest you deal with them before I start mass killing of fray,” Dabriel says, his marks glowing brightly, and his wings are moving slightly, making him seem like he is floating.

      “Y-yes,” the man blurts out, and Dabriel lets him drop to the floor.

      “Dab?” I ask, and he looks over at me with a kinder smile, but tension is written all over his face.

      “The army they promised you is full of untrained soldiers who have no idea what they are doing. The weapons they promised can only be used by people with fray blood, and most of the soldiers are just picking fights. We had to put a few hundred of them in the dungeons underground, and our supernaturals teamed up to kill a few who flat out wouldn’t play nice,” Dabriel tells me, shooting a disgusted look at the fray on the floor.

      “What?” I ask, looking down at the man who only stares at the floor.

      “The weapons are things like sword handles, which have silver swords come out of them when a fray touches them. There are strange bracelets and other things I have no clue how to use,” Dabriel says.

      “Why shouldn’t we kill you, send a message back to your queen about how we don’t like to be tricked?” Atti says walking over to stand next to Dabriel, and I wait for the man’s answer.

      “The army she sent are all prisoners of the fray war, some may be able to fight, but most are too weak from being kept in the dungeons for years. The queen would never risk her royal army, and she doesn’t care about a single fray here,” the man says, his words aimed at the floor as he doesn’t look up at us. “Just kill me now if you wish.”

      “There is a war in fray?” I ask, ignoring his offer.

      “Yes, and there has been for a long time. Ten years ago, Lilyanne made an army. She hunted down every royal fray and killed them. There is only her left, now. We have no choice. My family are being held captive, I have no choice but to do as she asks. When I return to fray within twenty-four hours, if any of the fray here come with me, she will kill them all,” he tells me, only looking up at me for a second, and the guilt is written all over his face. I believe him when I can see the pain in his eyes, and in some ways, I know Lily is smart enough to do this.

      “I believe you, and I won’t kill you for telling me the truth. Lily is the only one I want dead right now,” I say.

      “You say all the royal Fray are dead?” Dabriel asks.

      “Yes. I don’t know every detail of how the war started as I once was a simple man that lived in the city and worked as a jewel miner. There were once four families for the four royal courts. The autumn court, Lily, is the only one left now,” he says.

      “Lily made a promise with me, she told me she needed a half-royal fray that lives in our world,”

      “Then, there is hope,” the man breathes out, and for the first time, there’s relief all over his face. “You must never touch the royal fray, no matter what. She is not safe in my world, but I will return. If the royal ever comes back, I will be there at Lily’s side. She needs me to control the miners in the city,” he says.

      “I will never touch the royal, I never want to make good on my promise,” I tell him honestly.

      “You may never want to, but magic of the old Gods will make the promise come to pass. Promises are always fulfilled,” he says, and I just look away from him. I know they have their own Gods and their own magic, the lily marks on my wrists are proof of that.

      “So, we have thousands of refugees, instead of an army?” I muse, looking through the glass windows just as the sun rises up in the sky.

      “Yes,” he says.

      “Get everyone in front of the castle, so they can see the balcony. All the fray and supernaturals,” I tell the man, who nods and scrambles off the floor, running out as Dabriel still glares at him. I don’t see him as a threat to me, but I’m not stupid, I’m going to be careful.

      “I will call my witches and ask them to bring everyone as well. I hope you have a plan, or we all need to come up with something quickly,” Atti says and presses a kiss against my forehead before he steps away. Dabriel walks over, and I wrap my arms around him.

      “I’m sorry about the angels who were killed,” I mumble quietly.

      “What’s the plan?” he asks gently as he pulls me as close as he can to his chest.

      “I need to do what I was born for, I need to be a queen,” I say, resting my head on his chest.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          Winter

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      I look down at the thousands of people on the ground watching me. It’s strange to think how many different races there are down there, mixed races, and yes, they all may have differences, but we are here together. All of them are dressed for war, even the women and children are standing with weapons in their hands and determined looks. There are so many people that they stretch out into the forest edges as they wait for me to speak. I try not to remember the human woman who would have laughed if I told her she would be doing this in a year. I’m not her anymore; I’m the queen of four races of people who need my help. They need to see me strong, to remember me like this. Remember me leading them into war for one thing: for peace. For a life for our children. I glance to the side of the balcony, where Freddy is standing, dressed every bit the prince he is, and the small crown on his head reflecting the sunlight. The sun is high in the sky as everyone looks up at me and my mates. I glance behind me once more to see all four of them standing next to each other, each one looking every bit like the kings they are. Wyatt is the only one without a crown, but he doesn’t need it; he commands power on his own, like they all do. The crown is nothing without the powerful king that wears it. I believe that. I turn back to the people; the silence is only broken by the cold wind as it blows against the castle. The fray are standing to the left of the supernaturals, a clear gap between them, and no one seems to want to move. The fray all have strange, bright-coloured hair and old, ragged clothes, and they clutch weapons in their hands. They honestly look terrible, and over half of them must be teenagers or women. There are even some children dotted around, and one woman holding a baby in her arms. Right at the front of the castle, is a group of fray, all big men with determined eyes as they look up at me. A ward is around them, and I know they must be the fray that started the fights and killed the angels. Not the best way, but then if they have been kept in dungeons for years it’s likely their families have been too. I know I would do anything to keep my family safe, and I bet they think coming here is just Lily’s way of killing them.

      “Thank you for coming. For those who do not know who I am, I’m Queen Winter. These are my mates, King Jaxson, King Wyatt, King Dabriel, and King Atticus.” I introduce them, and there is silence as I look back at the people. I want to say they can call me Winter and not be formal, but I doubt it’s a good idea when I’m trying to get their alliance.

      “I have heard that the fray are at war, a war very much like the one that comes for us today. I’m not going to stand here and ask people who have been kept in dungeons for years to fight for me, for supernaturals who they don’t know, and frankly, don’t give a damn about. I’m no fool to ask that of you,” I say, my words seeming to be carried by the wind.

      “This castle was my grandmother’s and my great aunt’s. They were Goddesses, and my aunt made the first witch, vampire, wolf, and angel. They all lived together in peace in this castle until my grandmother fell in love with a demon. She loved him blindly, and my mother was the only good thing that came from that love. The demon king destroyed this castle, murdered her other mates, and has murdered every blood relative of mine,” I say and pause as some of the people start whispering.

      “I know the queen of the fray must have killed some of your family, killed people you love.” I tell this to the fray and then look to the supernaturals.

      “The same way the demon king has killed many of our loved ones in this war.”

      There are mumbles of agreement through the crowd as I wait for them to be a little quieter, so everyone hears my words.

      “I’m not going to demand you fight for me, or ask. I only stand here and tell you that I will fight for you. For every single one of you, and the fight is for freedom. No more wars, no more death, and a life for our children!” I shout, and cheers follow my words. I wait for them to calm down before I shout.

      “I will kill the demon king and make sure that you are safe. Many of the fray here may not want to fight, and if you don’t, we will keep you safe, regardless, because we are not evil. We are not the bad guy here. We want peace and a safe place for all kinds. It’s that or death, and I hope everyone here agrees with me that I choose to fight.”

      “But, if any of you can fight, please join us,” I direct that at the men in the ward, and a few of them nod at me.

      “I’m not asking for me, I’m asking for a chance of freedom here. I will welcome you to live here and your children will be taught alongside ours,” I say, and I wait for them to say anything. A man steps forward and bows his head, and then another. The rest of the fray follow and so do the supernaturals.

      “Freedom!” Wyatt shouts as he moves next to me,

      “For Queen Winter,” Dabriel says as he steps forward.

      “For those we lost,” Jaxson says as he stands next to me, and his hand finds mine.

      “And, for the future,” Atti finally says and steps forward. We all hold hands as the people cheer and for the first time we watch as they actually help each other. The first step in creating peace. Now, we need to win the war.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Be safe,” I tell Dabriel, and he gently kisses my nose, making me giggle. Dabriel doesn’t need to say any words as we look at each other, all the love he feels for me is written in his eyes. Dabriel only nods before walking away and out the doors of the castle, to his angels to be at their side in the war. I wouldn’t expect him to be anywhere else, but worry still fills me when I watch him walk out.

      “Queen Winter?” a small, familiar voice says behind me, and I turn to see the half fray child, Nathaniel.

      “Nathaniel, right?” I ask, looking down at him a little. Nathaniel pulls out a dagger from his cloak, the blade is glowing purple and there’s silence around the room as several people stop to stare.

      “I can make weapons more powerful than fray touched, and I made this for you. I’m not that strong, yet, and this took me days. I want you to win,” Nathaniel says, and I pick the dagger up from him as Soobeen walks over to us. The dagger feels powerful, I can tell. I slide it into a space on my dagger belt.

      “Thank you. I won’t forget this, and it will help me win,” I tell Nathaniel, who shyly nods.

      “Nathaniel, we must go,” Soobeen says as she wraps an arm around her son.

      “You have an amazing son, you must be proud,” I say, and Soobeen looks down at her son.

      “Very proud,” Soobeen says and walks off with her son as I watch.

      “Winter?” I hear Alex say, and I look behind me to see her with Drake and Atti. Drake is dressed for war, there is literally no other way to describe him. He has weapons on every single part of his body and some of them I’m not sure I would even know how to use. They just look like sharp things. A small sob comes from Alex, who wipes her eyes with the men’s jumper she has on over her leather leggings.

      “You okay?” I ask her, and she nods quickly, putting on a brave smile. I know that smile because it’s all I’ve done all day when I’ve spoken to anyone. Act brave, or that’s what I kept telling myself.

      “I can’t lose you,” she says, and I hug her. I can’t give her words of encouragement, not when I know I have to die to close that portal. There isn’t another way. I hate that I won’t get to meet her little one, but at least I know her child will live. Since Atti saved me, I’ve tried to swallow the fear and guilt of leaving my mates behind, but I know it’s no use. It’s me or the rest of the world, and as I pull away and look at Alex, I know she has to survive this. Her baby needs to be born into a good world.

      “You go and kill him,” Drake says to me, and I nod. Alex kisses my cheek before walking off with Drake. I smile at Harris as he pulls Leigha into a deep kiss by the door. I know they will look after each other.

      “Be right back,” Atti says and walks a few steps away from me to talk to a couple of witches who seem to be arguing.

      “Winter!” I hear Freddy shout and turn to see him running over to me from the stairs. I hold him close as he nearly knocks me over when he gets to me. I pull back when I see his swords strapped to his back, and the reality that he is going to be protecting the women and children with Alex sets in. It’s strange that the kids of this war are needed to help, and what childhood Freddy could have had is lost in war. The poor boy has lost so much, and I don’t want him to lose anyone else. I don’t want to leave him.

      “You do as Dabriel and Atti ask, okay? I need you to be safe, Freddy,” I whisper to him and pull him closer one more time. I don’t want anyone else to hear my words.

      “I will,” he whispers back, and I pull back and look down at him.

      “Why do you have your swords on your back, then?” I ask, and he grins.

      “Just in case they come near the women and children. I might need to kick some demon–”

      “Don’t finish that sentence,” I say with a laugh, and he grins.

      “I’m not a kid, anymore. I haven’t been just a kid for a long time,” he tells me, and I know he is right, but it doesn’t make the situation any sadder. I hope after all this is done, he can have some part of a childhood again, but I doubt it. He is on the vampire council, and he will be the heir to all of the thrones when I finish this war.

      “Just think, this all started with me finding you in that parking lot, another time where you didn’t do as you were told,” I murmur, and he smiles at me.

      “I’m glad you saved me, Winter,” he says.

      “Me too, Freddy, me too,” I say and hug him once more before letting go and having to wipe my eyes a little.

      “You can do this, I know it,” Freddy tells me, and his bright-blue eyes stare up at me.

      “I will try,” I tell him, and he nods. I look away for a second as I feel Milo come and sit on my shoulder, and I can’t help the chuckle that slips out of my lips when I see Milo’s war outfit.

      “Dude, we need to work on your fashion sense, I don’t even have words for that,” Freddy says, and I agree with him as I take in the strange, pink, glittery jumpsuit he has on. There is no way to miss Milo with that outfit and the pink headband in his hair to match.

      “You know what?” Freddy tells me.

      “What?” I ask.

      “You’re an awesome step-mum,” he says with a cheeky grin and runs off as I laugh. My laugh is cut off when a scream, followed by a loud bang comes from outside. I feel Milo hold onto my neck as I step backwards as the castle shakes a little. There’s more sounds of screams, and all the people in here run outside. I look over as Wyatt and Jaxson run down the stairs, both of them have their swords strapped on their backs and are wearing tight clothes in black. Jaxson’s crown makes him seem like he is lightly glowing, and Wyatt is oozing power as they run over to me.

      “It’s time to go,” Atti says walking to my side, and he links his fingers with mine as Wyatt and Jaxson run over to us. I duck as a demon comes flying through the door, and lands in the entrance hall. I pull a dagger out of my belt and throw it at his head, watching as it hits, and the demon disappears into blue dust. I hear a scream and turn to see Leigha fighting three demons who must have snuck in somehow, with Alex behind her. I go to step forward when Harris runs past me.

      “Wait, we need the hundred people we are meant to be taking with us,” I say to Atti, and he shakes his head.

      “They came too early, we need to go now. We can’t afford to wait, Winter,” he says, and I look back at Alex, Leigha, and Freddy, wanting to help them.

      “Go, I will sort them,” Harris shouts at us as he runs towards Alex, and Leigha follows him, with a small nod at me as she passes. I feel Atti’s magic pulling us away only a second later.
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      “We’re here,” Wyatt says as I open my eyes to the vampire castle. It’s snowing, and the large flakes of snow land on my face as the cold wind blows it around us. It’s almost fitting that it’s winter, and there is so much snow. Like my namesake being Winter, I’ve always loved the cold and the snow. I wonder if that’s why there is always snow in my dreams with my family, because I subconsciously chose it. We walk in silence towards the castle, listening for any sounds, but there is nothing. It’s eerily quiet here.

      “Come Vampire,” Milo says, and I look up as the blue ward surrounding the vampire castle comes into view. No one says anything about the fact the demon has moved it beyond the wall, and I hope it’s not because he has demons just waiting for us behind it. Milo flies off my shoulder and lands on Wyatt’s shoulder. I look up at Atti, who leans down and kisses me.

      “Go and kill him,” he tells me firmly.

      “Save our people and know I love you so much,” I tell him, trying to keep my voice stronger, and he pulls me into a deep kiss before breaking away. I watch as he disappears. I love that he believes in me, there wasn’t a bit of doubt in his voice, and that kiss was what I want to remember as I walk into this castle. As I, literally, try to send a demon back to hell.

      “Lass?” Jaxson says gently, and I wipe some of the snow out my eyes as I look up at him.

      “Let’s go,” I say and link my hands with Jaxson’s as we walk up to the ward. The ward is as deep as I remember it being, but there’s something strange about it, like it’s weaker. I walk straight through it and pull Jaxson with me. It’s easier to travel through the second time, than it was the first, even pulling Jaxson with me. My spare hand goes to one of my daggers as I take in the imposing wall and wipe more of the snow out of my eyes with the back of my hand. There’re no demons around, and Jaxson nods down at me, he can’t sense any either. I wait as Milo leads Wyatt through after us only moments later, and Wyatt looks around.

      “We need to jump,” I say, wondering how Jaxson will make that jump. I know Atti used his air power to help boost him, and Wyatt won’t have an issue because of him being a vampire.

      “No, we don’t. I know a way in,” Wyatt tells us. “Come on, we’d better get inside in case there is a patrol.”

      We follow Wyatt as he walks next to the wall for about ten minutes before he stops and holds his hand up. Wyatt pushes against what looks like the rest of the castle wall, but it moves inwards at his push. The wall slides to the left, and Wyatt walks into the dark room. That’s a cool secret door. When I step forward, I notice it’s not a room at all, it’s a corridor. The dark corridor is impossible to see down, and the strong smell of damp fills my senses. Wyatt gets his phone out, using the light, so we can see down the now creepy, cobweb-filled corridor.

      “I won’t shift unless we need to fight, I can use my sword if there are only a few,” Jaxson whispers gently.

      “You should try not to use your power inside, the castle is old and won’t last through an earthquake,” Wyatt warns Jaxson, who nods. He has a point; the castle is ancient and made out of stone.

      “Okay, but can you smell any coming near us in your human from?” I ask Jaxson.

      “Yes, they smell like death. It’s not hard to miss,” Jaxson says.

      “Milo, you need to stay here. You can’t come with us here.”

      “Live, you family,” Milo tells me, making me want to cry, but I put on a brave face as he kisses my cheek and then flies to sit on a ledge just inside the corridor. I know any demons won’t hurt him if they find him, he is part demon after all. Wyatt looks back at us for a second before he keeps walking down the long corridor. I remember what they smell like, and how the dead bodies they inhabit seem to be dying, anyway. I wonder how long it would take for the bodies they have to die? Do they just find a new body until all the people on earth are dead or demons?

      “This opens up just outside the throne room, where the ball was held, and the portal is open. That’s why I chose this one,” Wyatt tells us as we keep walking, and the corridor takes a left.

      “Hopefully he is there.”

      “The portal is weak today, just like the castle ward. All ward and portal magic is weak today,” Jaxson tells me, and I don’t question how he knows. Everyone has been researching and finding out all they could to help us. I’m sure someone found this out for him. It seems like forever that we walk in silence, with the dripping water, and our breaths, being the only sounds.

      “I can smell some close,” Jaxson tells us, and Wyatt stops at the same time I do. I don’t think they are close, but there is a faint smell of death.

      “The door is right there,” Wyatt says and points up with his light. There’s a small hole and a long ladder to climb up. Wyatt pulls the creaky old ladder down quietly with the long handle, and then we wait for a second to see if anyone heard us. When nothing happens, we all take a deep breath. This whole plan banks on the demon king not being ready for us. If he caught us down here, we would have a disadvantage.

      “Hold the light,” Wyatt says, and hands me his phone. He pulls his sword out from its holder and starts climbing the ladder. Jaxson follows after him, and I hold the light until Wyatt opens the door. The light from the door fills the tunnel, and I quickly drop Wyatt’s phone into one of my pockets and start climbing. I hear Jaxson’s growl, and then the castle shakes slightly, making me nearly fall off the ladder, but I manage to hold on. When I finally get to the top, Wyatt and Jaxson are fighting dozens of demons. Wyatt is using both his swords to fight and behead demon after demon. Jaxson is doing the same with his large sword, both of them glancing over at me. I don’t have time to look again as three demons run at me with silver swords. I pull my power and send them flying, both of them disappearing into dust, and I pull a dagger out of my belt, throwing it at a demon at Jaxson’s back. The whole corridor is full of demons, there are far too many for us. I pull another dagger out and throw it at a demon running at me, and the moment it hits its head, it disappears into dust. The demon king was waiting for us.

      “All fun, isn’t it?” the demon king’s laugh comes from behind me, and I turn to see him leaning against the entrance to the throne room. He has a long cloak on as well as the vampire crown that belongs to Wyatt, and his red eyes meet mine. In so many ways I hate that I’m related to him, that I share his blood, and that I have to be the one to fight him. I hate that he tricked the vampire king into bringing him back, I hate everything about this man.

      “Why?” he asks, tilting his head to the side as I walk over to him. I keep my eyes on him as I call my power and kill two demons with a wave as they run at me.

      “Family treasures. Seems you don’t know everything, demon,” I respond drily.

      “Well, well . . . my princess isn’t stupid after all,” he says, looking at my crown and then he turns and walks back into the throne room. I run after him, surprised that no demons try to attack me as they seem to let me pass. The demon king is standing in the middle of the throne room when I run in, the portal is still open and takes up the entire side wall now. It’s getting bigger, and it’s hard to take my eyes off it. It almost calls to me, as I can feel its power from here.

      “Let me guess, you came to put me back in the demon realm forever?” he laughs as he speaks, “Your dead great-aunt tricked me once, but I am done being tricked.”

      “Yes, but it will be no trick. You will die in that realm, in hell, where you belong,” I respond. I don’t need to look down as I feel my crown’s power stretch though my body.

      “You’re not strong enough.” He laughs, and the castle shakes hard, knocking us both to the floor with a bang. I look up as I roll across the floor, seeing the large cracks going up the ceiling, and the ground keeps shaking. I call my power, using the crown’s power to make it stronger and stand up on the shaky ground. The demon king is just standing up, an annoyed look on his face.

      “Stupid wolf,” he says with anger, walking away from me and towards the door to my mates. I won’t let that happen.

      “Then, fight me and see who wins. See who deserves to rule and who truly has the blood of a Goddess,” I shout, knowing from my dreams that he believes he is truly one when he is not. He turns to face me with a slow smirk.

      “Don’t cry when I kill you, at least die like a real demon princess,” he says, and I don’t waste time listening to him as I shoot a wave of my blue power at him as the ground shakes harder, and the room seems to almost tilt to the side. I look up to see him walking over to me as he avoids pieces of stone that fall from the cracked ceiling He sends his own wave of red power towards my wave as he walks, and when the waves meet, it sends a shock wave that sends me flying across the room. I manage to land on my side and quickly get up, calling my power again, and he does the same, shooting a long stream of power at me. I copy what he does, trying to hold my power against his, but it doesn’t work for long. Another shockwave fills the room, and I scream as pieces of stone fall from the ceiling and one hits my shoulder. This time, I fly into the wall and my head bangs against it. I pick the fray-touched dagger out of my belt, but the demon king leans down, taking it out of my hand before I can throw it. He looks at the dagger and laughs, before sliding it into his pocket as I try to get up, and everything goes blurry.

      “Silly princess to think you could kill me. You know, I never wanted to kill you, I wanted you to rule at my side. My only family left, and you betray me. I’m four times more powerful than you are, and all I have to do is get that silly crown off you and then order you to go and kill your mates,” he says and leans down to touch the crown.

      “Winter!” I hear Wyatt shout.
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      “Watch out!” I shout as three demons run at an angel who is picking a woman up off the floor. I call my fire, but I’m too late to stop one ofthe demons running a silver sword through the back of the angel. He screams out in pain, the scream mixing with everyone else’s on the battlefield outside the castle, and I kill the demons with my fire. The angel I recognise as Chesca flies down from the sky and stands in front of the woman on the floor, and nods at me. She is going to protect the Angel I turn and look around the battlefield outside the castle, which is littered with supernaturals bodies, demons running around with silver weapons, and angels are flying in the skies overhead.

      “No!” I scream as a demon rips the head off a wolf with his bare hands, and another, smaller, female wolf runs towards the demon. I pull my air power and hold the demon in place as the female wolf jumps and rips the head off the demon and lands on the ground. I don’t have long to see if she is okay as a ball of fire flies past me, and I jump out of the way.

      “Atti!” I hear shouted behind me, but when I turn around in a circle, I can’t see who shouted at me. I turn just in time to see a fray lift his hands in the air, and, to my shock, a tornado appears in his hand. The fray, with green hair, throws the tornado towards the demons running towards us, and it gets bigger as they run straight into it. Another fray woman runs up next to me and puts her hands into the air. Rain pours down on us as dark clouds fill the skies.  I watch as she redirects some of the rain, turning it into sharp icicles and shoots them into five demons necks in one go.

      “Weather magic, that’s what you can do?” I ask her, and she nods. A loud roar fills the night as I feel a big intrusion to the ward. The demons can just walk straight through it. It must be something to do with the Winter solstice. But, I doubt we will ever know. A loud roar fills the night, and a lot of people stop, but not for long as the demons don’t seem to notice. The tornado is pulling the air from the ground, and it feels like I’m being suffocated as I look up into the dark skies.

      “Demon,” the woman screams next to me and points up to the sky. The dragon that Winter set free flies across the woods and shoots blue fire into the tornados. It suddenly comes back to me what Milo said about dragons. He must have called the Dragon here.

      “Dragons, Milo, seriously?” I mutter, knowing tornadoes mixed with dragons is just as dangerous to us, as well as the demons. I glance over to see Dabriel fighting with four demons, and I know I need to help, now. I run over and use my air to send two of the demons flying away into the tornado. By the time I get to Dabriel, he has killed the other two, and all that is left is dust.

      “That is not helping us,” Dabriel points at the dragon, which is setting half the woods on fire and randomly flying down and picking demons up, throwing them into the fire.

      “Freddy!” Dabriel shouts, and I turn to see where he is looking. Freddy and a silver wolf are surrounded by at least ten demons, the wolf is injured, and Freddy is protecting him.

      “No!” I shout when the demons block my view of Freddy, and I run over to them. I burn all the demons in my path, and see Dabriel flying ahead towards Freddy. Winter could never live with herself if she lost Freddy, none of us could. The little shit is family to us, and he needs to live, so I can kill him myself for being out here fighting.

      “Duck,” I shout at Freddy when I get through the demons and see Freddy is fighting with one. Freddy does as I ask, and I lift both my hands, calling air and lifting all the demons around me into the air. Dabriel flies around and kills each one before landing next to Freddy.

      “I’m fine,” Freddy says, holding his arm that is bleeding.

      “What the fuck are you doing out here?” I shout at him, picking up the sword he had dropped and giving it to him.

      “Mich needed me,” he nods towards the injured wolf.

      “Get inside,” I say, and he nods. I go to take him and Mich back when the dragon roars loudly, and I look up just in time to feel two more large things pass through the ward that is connected to my magic. Even now, the crystal is trying to fight for us. I watch the skies and two more dragons appear in the distance. The dragons roar at each other, and the tornadoes are making it difficult to see them, but the fire they shoot is killing everyone on the ground.

      “They will destroy everything in this fight,” I shout at Dabriel and hear a scream behind me. I turn around to see Lucifer holding his chest, a sword in the middle of his chest and he falls the ground. The demon behind him pulls the sword out of Lucifer’s chest, and I shoot my fire at him, burning the demon to pieces as we all run over.

      “Lucifer,” Dabriel says as he pulls Lucifer’s shirt up and tries to heal him.

      “Tell Josh–” Lucifer says but doesn’t finish his sentence as he coughs on blood and his head drops to the side. Dabriel just stares down at him, his hands still on his chest.

      “Dabriel . . . he is gone,” I say, shaking his shoulder and needing him to get out of his shock. Dabriel stands up and nods, lifting his sword and standing in front of Freddy and Mich’s wolf.

      “Get everyone inside the castle, now,” I shout and use my powers to send the message to all the witches.

      I wrap an arm around Freddy and Mich, and Dabriel puts his hand on my shoulder before I move us all inside the castle.  The castle shakes as we get inside, and I run back to the door with Dabriel at my side. The dragons’ roars are loud enough to shake the castle, let alone their fight. I only hope Winter’s dragon is strong enough to kill the others and take the demons with him.

      “We fight together, brother, and save as many as we can,” Dabriel says.

      “Together,” I say, and we run out into the battle as our people run inside.
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      I swing one of my swords down over the head of the final demon in front of me as the castle shakes. I turn to see Jaxson has killed his demons but destroyed the castle as he has been using his power. The castle shakes, and all of us go flying into the side of the corridor, the remaining demons that are running towards us flying through one of the doors in the room. A loud scream makes me stand up as quick as I can.

      “Winter,” I shout when I hear her scream again, and this time it sounds more desperate than before. I run into the throne room with Jaxson following to see Winter on the ground, holding the crown in her hands as the demon king tries to pull it off her. I know if he gets that crown off her, he will control her, but I won’t let that happen again.

      “I will cut your hands off, little princess,” the demon king warns, and I run over to him as he turns to see me.

      “Ah the vampire comes to save little Winter,” he laughs, letting go of the crown, and Winter falls to the ground. I look her over quickly, seeing the blood on her head and the cut that is healing but, otherwise, she looks okay. She is alive, at least.

      “I’ve come for my queen and my crown,” I nod my head towards the crown he is wearing that belongs to me. That crown has always been worn by the king of the vampires and, despite hating my father and the royal family I was born into, the crown is mine.

      “You vampires are always fun to kill.” He laughs. I chuck one of my swords over to him, and he catches it.

      “Fair fight,” I say, and he nods with a smirk. Jaxson runs into the room and over to Winter, and I see him from the corner of my eye, but I don’t take my eyes off the demon king as he looks over at Winter.

      “Wolfy has come to die, too? I have to say; your ancestor was the best one to kill. So easy,” he says, and Jaxson’s growl fills the room as well as another shake of the castle which almost makes me fall over. I hold my ground like the demon king does as he turns his evil, red eyes on me.

      “I’m a demon, I don’t play fair, so don’t expect it, boy,” he shrugs, looking every bit like my father as he does.

      “Good thing I don’t either,” I say and use my vampire speed to rush at him, catching him off guard a little and cutting his side. He swings around, and I block with my own sword as he throws hit after hit, and I block him. He shocks me by using a red wave of his power, but my sword blocks it, cutting through the wave. His eyes widen as he takes in my fray touched sword, one that Freddy had his friend make for me.  I manage to get him back across the room towards the portal with the fifth hit. He knows it by the evil smirk he gives me as our swords clash, and he throws wave after wave of red power between the hits. I look over to see Jaxson holding Winter as she screams for him to let her go and to help me. Her blue eyes meet mine, filled with worry, but I look away before I can feel any guilt for not spending more time with her. For not telling her what I planned today. I focus back on the demon king, his red eyes bright with power as he hits my sword again with a big bang and I twist, so my back is towards the portal. The coldness of the portal hits my back as I’m pushed against it with every hit of our swords. I hit him once more, but this time jump off the ground, catapulting over him and slam my legs into his back He looks on in shock as I send him flying against the ground in front of the portal, and his sword falls into the portal. I run after him and pick him up, pushing him into the blue portal with both my hands. I pull the crown off his head quickly with one hand, as he struggles to hold onto my other hand that is pushing him further into the portal. I edge my feet closer, knowing he could easily pull me in with him at this point.

      “If I’m going, then so are you,” he says as he struggles against me, and I push once more and let go, as I feel a sharp pain through my heart. The demon king laughs as he disappears into the portal, and I look down at the silver dagger in my heart.

      “No, it can’t be that,” Dabriel says, standing up from the chair he is sitting on in the meeting room. Atti and Jaxson look at me in shock, not expecting me to tell them this when I asked to speak to them all before the war tomorrow. I called this meeting because Winter has to survive, nothing else matters to me, and I know they feel the same way. I never expected to fall for her, to love her more than myself.

      “Listen to the prophecy: the words. I know it’s me. I saved her, I brought her back to life. I’m her saviour,” I tell Jaxson. I don’t need to convince them what I already know.

      “It’s bullshit and doesn’t mean anything. I’m not losing you because of some old prophecy, not after everything we have been through,” Atti snaps out.

      
        
        “The blue-sided human will choose a side.

        When four princes are born on the same day, they will rule true.

        Her saviour will die when the choice is made.

        If she chooses wrong, she will fall.

        If she chooses right, then she will rule.

        Only her mates can stop her from the destruction of all.

        If the fates allow, no one need fall.

        For only the true kings hold her fate, and they will be her mates.” I repeat the prophecy to them all, and they silently watch me.

      

      

      “Every part of the prophecy has already come true. We were born on the same day, she chose right and rules all races. We as her mates stopped her from destroying everything with the demon king . . .,” I say and clear my throat. “To close the portal, someone of her blood must die. I can feed on her and have her blood. I’m her saviour, and I will die for her.” I finish my sentence, and Jaxson punches the wall next to him. Atti looks up at the ceiling, and Dabriel looks down at the ground. There aren’t many words that can be said, nothing will change what has to happen. It will be me or her, and I’m going to make sure it’s me. I just hope she knows the strength of my love for her, it’s everything to me.

      “Did you always know?” Atti asks me quietly, a look of shock on his face as he meets my gaze. His voice sounds like he has given up all hope, and he finally understands how I’ve been feeling for a long time.

      “No. Not at first. I realised when she came back to life, and I had saved her,” I tell him. I remember when I walked into the bedroom and saw her awake on my bed. I remember kissing her as I realised that I saved her and what that meant. Every part of me wanted to run away until she woke up, and then I knew, I knew I’d never leave her. If it meant death, then that was the price I’d willingly pay for my time with her. I never had true happiness, not with anyone, until her.

      “That’s a long time to know,” Jaxson practically growls and starts pacing the room.

      “The prophecy still says, ‘If the fates allow, no one need fall,’” Dabriel says. I know that part of the prophecy, but I doubt fate can save me now.

      “Tomorrow, you need to get Winter out of the way,” I tell Jaxson, who stops pacing and rubs his face with his hands.

      “She will hate me for not stopping you. She will hate us all for knowing. We have to tell her,” Jaxson says.

      “If you tell her, she will never let me in the castle. She would die to save us all.”

      “I think that’s been her plan all along,” Atti says quietly.

      “I want her alive, but this is too much, what you’re asking for,” Dabriel says, shaking his head.

      “Let’s put this simply, if any of you could die to save her, would you?” I ask them, and they don’t say anything, which is the answer I needed.

      “She will be alive, that’s all that matters to me. Let me do this,” I say. Jaxson’s simple nod is all I need as an answer from him.

      “Fine,” Atti responds.

      “The fates will stop this, no one is cruel enough to do this,” Dabriel says, but I know from how he looks at me that he won’t say anything. Winter is everything to us all, and we won’t risk her life.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “NO!” Winter screams behind me, but I watch as my blood mixed with Winter’s drops onto the portal, and it cracks. The portal slowly disappears as I fall to my knees, nothing else matters now. I saved her.
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          Winter
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      “Let me go, Jaxson,” I struggle against him as he holds me close, and I watch Wyatt push the demon king into the portal. The demon king says something to him, just as he falls into the portal and is too far inside to get out. He did it. I need to put my blood on the portal now and close it, ending this all. I have to die, or it can be opened again.  All these thoughts rush through my mind as I continue to struggle in Jaxson’s arms, and then I see the dagger. The demon king slides a dagger straight into Wyatt’s chest and then falls into the portal. The portal cracks and closes when it hits me. Wyatt is my saviour and he fed on me, he has my blood. His death will close the portal.

      “NO!” I shout, and Jaxson lets me go as the portal disappears completely, and Wyatt falls to his knees. I run over the broken stone all over the floor and avoid the bits that are still falling as the castle shakes, and I catch him just as he falls back, laying his head on my lap.

      “Don’t do this, please, God, no!” I scream, holding my hand over the dagger and pulling it out. I look at the blood-covered dagger, seeing it’s the one Nathaniel made me. The dagger I tried to use on the demon king and he used to hurt Wyatt instead. I drop the dagger in shock. I place my hand on his chest and look over to Jaxson who kneels on the other side of Wyatt.

      “DO SOMETHING!” I shout at him with tears running down my face, “Please,” I beg, and he shakes his head as he bows his head.

      “Nothing I can do, lass. I would save my brother if I could,” he says, and I shake my head.

      “Winter,” Wyatt groans my name, his word mixed with pain as I look down at him.

      “You cannot die . . . I love you so much. We have years left together, and children. I want my life with you,” I say, my voice catching as I start crying harder.

      “Dad!” I hear Freddy scream behind me, and I turn my head to see him running over with Dabriel and Atti following. They fall to their knees around Wyatt as I gently push a piece of his hair off his forehead with shaky hands.

      “Heal him,” I beg Dabriel, and he puts his hands on Wyatt’s chest. Dabriel glows brightly for a few minutes before he takes his hands away and shakes his head.

      “No, no, no, no,” I mumble and hold Wyatt as close as I can.

      “Thank you for being in my life, for saving Freddy, and for letting me love you. I would die over and over for you, Winter,” he says as black lines crawl up his neck and cover his face. His dark eyes close, and I can’t control the half sob and scream that escapes my lips.

      “DEMTRA! ELISSA! MOTHER!” I scream their names again and again into the silent room as pain fills my body, and I close my eyes, resting my head on Wyatt’s cold one. I can feel the emptiness of his loss, and the pain is overwhelming in my chest as waves of pain crash through me. They can’t let it end like this, not like this. I don’t want to live without him, not when he died for me. My mate. My saviour. My love.

      “Come to me, help me now. I need you, I need my family to help me now and will never call you again,” I whisper, and that’s when I feel it. A coldness and stillness to the room that makes me look up. The castle has stopped shaking, and the room is still as snow falls through the hole in the ceiling onto us. Jaxson’s wide eyes meet mine as I look around, and he nods behind me. I look behind me to see three, white, ghost-like figures, which gradually come into view as Elissa, Demtra, and my mother. All three of them have the white dresses on from my dreams, and it’s Demtra that moves close to me.

      “Do you know another name for a Goddess?” Demtra asks me, her voice is gentle and kind as my heart begins to fill with hope.

      “No,” I whisper as the others move away, so Demtra can kneel where Jaxson once was. They all look at her in shock before bowing their heads, even Freddy does as he shifts into a wolf, losing whatever control he had over his emotions.

      “Fates,” she says.

      “If the fates allow, no one need fall,” Atti whispers the line of the prophecy for all of us to hear and Freddy’s wolf howls into the night. The howl is full of hope, much like what is filling my chest as I watch my family.  I don’t take my eyes off Demtra as my mother and Elissa move to her side. They both place a hand on her shoulders.

      “The vampires have the mark of a phoenix for a reason, sweet Winter. Phoenix’s are reborn,” Demtra says and places both her hands on Wyatt’s stomach. The black lines slowly disappear before he takes a deep breath, and his dark eyes open, locking onto mine.

      “Wyatt . . . Wyatt, oh my God,” I sob out in between tears as he sits up and pulls me into his arms. I look over Wyatt’s shoulder to see all three of them standing close together and watching us.

      “It’s our time to rest and your time to rule, this is your fate, Queen Winter,” Elissa says gently before she and Demtra disappear into the snow that fills the room. I lock eyes with my mother, and I know this is the last time I’m going to see her.

      “Thank you, and I love you, Mum,” I say in a whisper, but her whole face lights up.

      “We are so proud of you, our Winter,” my mother whispers as she disappears too, and my breath catches in my throat. I feel my other mates kneel next to us. None of us move for a long time.

      “We won,” Atti finally says into the silence of the snow-filled destroyed room.

      Yes, we did.

      “Is the castle safe?” I ask as Freddy’s wolf comes and places his head on Wyatt’s lap. Wyatt strokes his head as Freddy whines.

      “Yes, your dragon turned up, and the fray created some tornados . . . .”

      “Tornadoes and dragons . . . is anyone else alive?”

      “Yes, we saved a lot of people, and the demons are dead. Harris is leading some fighters to check the rest, and the angels are now healing everyone. We won,” Dabriel answers for me. I don’t respond as Wyatt gently tilts my face to his, and brushes his lips against mine. I feel nothing but relief and happiness through my bond from all of them.

      “It’s over,” I whisper, and everyone hears my words.
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          Winter
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      “Where was I?” I ask as I finish feeding the baby in my arms her bottle of milk. I place the bottle on the bench next to me and carry on my story.

      “We won the battle against the bad king of demons, and the big dragon that lives in the mountains now, killed the other bad dragons and demons here. There were many brave people lost in the war, but they will never be forgotten. Now, we live in peace, with cute little babies everywhere like you,” I tell Ella, as I rock her in my arms, and she looks up at me. Not that she understands a single word I’m saying, as she is two months old. I glance up at my home, the Goddess’ castle and see how it looks far better since the war. The dragons destroyed a lot of it, so we had to build again, but it didn’t matter to us. The only thing that mattered was the fact that most of the supernaturals got inside the castle and to the underground dungeons before the massive, dragon fight. I wish I could say thank you to my dragon that won. He lives in one of the mountains around the castle, and we see him fly over the castle at times. He is like our protector now. The castle has been made more modern while we did the fixes it needed. There is a lot we had to deal with, like the humans who now hunt our kind or anything that seems supernatural since the war. The governments have an order to kill any supernaturals they find, but our witches send out messages to any stray supernaturals, to come here and we will keep them safe. I hate that our people can’t be safe everywhere anymore, but it’s not something I can change. We have the witches’ city back, after a long time of building new wards around it and safely removing the humans who found the island.

      “I doubt the stories of how the war was won are the best kind of baby story to help my daughter sleep,” Alex says as she walks over to me. I glance up at my best friend as she laughs at me.

      “I didn’t know what to say to a baby. Everyone keeps handing me babies and expecting me to know what to do.” I laugh as I hand over her daughter to her.

      “Well, auntie Winter, maybe try fairy tales next time,” she says. I guess that makes sense.

      “Like the big bad wolf?” I joke, and she laughs.

      “Speaking of wolves, your mates want you. They’re waiting outside the castle,” she says, and I stand up from the bench I was sitting on.

      “Alright.” I say and kiss her cheek before walking back through the newly planted trees that lead to the castle. My mates are sitting on the bottom steps, Wyatt is laughing with Jaxson over something, and Dabriel is looking at something on Atti’s phone. For the first few months after nearly losing Wyatt, I never let him out my sight. I kept all my mates close as we rebuilt everything we lost in the war. I wasn’t happy that Wyatt died for me and that my other mates knew, but then, I was prepared to do the same sacrifice for him. In the end, we all love each other that much that we want to make sure we all live. I don’t see how that can be considered a bad thing. I look over to see Dabriel straighten up, his eyes going white like he does when he has a vision. I run over and stop in front of him, all of us silent as we wait for him to come back from the vision. When his purple eyes come into focus, he looks down at me and I take his hand in mine.

      “Adelaide,” he whispers, and I frown at him.

      “Who is that?” I ask, considering it’s an unusual name, and I think I would remember it.

      “The fray you will meet. I saw you shaking hands with her and someone else saying ‘this is Adelaide,’ and then what looked like a portal opened,” he tells me.

      “How did you know she is the fray child?” I ask him, hoping for any way to get out of this vision being right.

      “I could see her aura, it was so red and bright. It looked just like a fray’s, and I doubt a portal would open for anyone other than the royal,” he tells me, and I nod, letting him pull me into his arms. I feel sick at the idea of Lily being anywhere near Adelaide, even if I don’t know her. I have spoken to many of the fray that survived the wars, and they all speak only of her cruelness. They say she is an insane queen that is touched by the God of Death, but I don’t understand their Gods enough to make sense of that. All the fray are slowly losing their powers, now, and they say it is what they want, but I still feel sorry for them.

      “We will worry about the promise another day, we can’t do anything about it now,” I say after a long pause, and he sighs.

      “That is true,” he leans down and gently kisses me.

      “I heard you all wanted me?” I ask, and he smiles.

      “We found something and want to show you,” Atti says and links my other hand in his. We walk around the castle, where we pass the outside training area. Freddy and Nathaniel are training, both of them circling each other with swords. Mich and Josh are watching from the sides and drinking water. It’s good to see them all together, all friends. It’s like what my mates had with each other growing up.

      “They have gotten close since the war. Freddy told me that Mich, Josh, and Nath saved him, and that’s how Mich ended up getting hurt in the war,” Wyatt tells us. Wyatt and Freddy have gotten closer, too, and I couldn’t be happier to see that change come about. Freddy actually calls him Dad since the war. I think losing Wyatt for that brief time made Freddy realise how much he actually loves Wyatt, but he wouldn’t admit that out loud to us. Stroppy, teenage hormones and all that. Josh waves as we walk past, and I wave back. I was sad to learn of Lucifer’s death in the war, and I’m keeping my promise to bring Josh up. I moved him into Freddy’s room, and now he is part of my family, despite the fact Josh doesn’t speak to us much, and I have no idea what he is.

      “So, why are we going into the woods?” I ask, trying to distract myself as we take a path into the woods to the left of the castle, where I have never been before.

      “It’s a surprise,” Atti laughs.

      “You know I don’t like surprises, unless they are chocolate-covered,” I say, making them all laugh, but I’m being deadly serious. A chocolate surprise is always a good one. We walk around the woods for a little while before we get to a lake that is hidden within the trees. You couldn’t see it from the castle before, but now that some of the trees were burnt down, the sun is shining down on the lake, and it’s really beautiful here. I think it’s the calmness of the water and the way it feels like you’re away from the world here.

      “It’s beautiful here,” I comment, looking up as Dabriel pulls me to his chest.

      “You remember that vision I had of us all by a lake, and Freddy was much older? The one I told you about once,” Dabriel asks me.

      “I remember. Was it here?” I ask, knowing that Dabriel said he felt complete in the vision. Much like I do now with all my mates when war isn’t chasing us, and we have our lives to enjoy.

      “Yes, and I didn’t tell you something about that vision,” he says, and I pull away a little to look up at him.

      “What was it?”

      “You. You were pregnant in that vision, Winter,” he tells me, and I lean up and kiss him, knowing we will have our future we fought for. It was worth all this. I lean back and catch a glance of three figures in white dresses floating in the middle of the lake, feeling their love from here.

      This was my fate and my future, with all my mates.

      

      
        
        The End.

        Read the spin-off, Adelaide’s Fate here…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Authors Note

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Hello and thank you for buying my book! You’re amazing, and I can’t tell you how much I appreciate your support. Winter’s and her mates’ story is over for now, but Adelaide’s Fate (Her Fate series and Her Guardians spin off) is coming soon and is based ten years after the end of Winter’s War.

        A big thank you to Michelle, Taylor, Anna, and Meagan. Come and say hello on my Facebook page, Twitter, or my website listed below. I post teasers, new covers and giveaways on my Facebook group.

        Bailey’s Pack.

        A review would be amazing, and I would love you for it as every review helps me a little bit, and I love reading them all!

        Thank you to all my family for their support as I wrote this book. Thank you to my husband for feeding me when I forgot to eat and my children for not destroying the house.

      

        

      
        Please keep reading for the prologue of Adelaide’s Fate (Her Fate series on pre-order here) and Dark Moon by Paige Taylor…
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        How far can fate make you fall?

      

        

      
        When Adelaide turned twenty, losing her parents and gaining custody of her fifteen year old sister was not part of her plan. If being a shifter in a world where her kind is hunted wasn't bad enough, she now has to protect her sister too. Adie has no choice but to move into the old house her parents left them, or risk being on the streets in a dangerous world.

        Only she didn't expect to be living next door to a strange, and very attractive, group of men who are far more than human. They offer her protection in exchange for keeping their reason for hiding with the humans a secret, and helping them.

        But protection comes at a cost and the cost is something none of them could have expected.

        A cost that’s been destined. A cost that fate has weaved for Adelaide. A cost that even princes cannot escape.

      

        

      
        (Her Guardians series spin-off)

        Reverse Harem

        17 +

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Adelaide’s Fate

          

          Prologue

        

      

    

    
      18 Years ago…

      “Run faster,” the breathless voice of my mate’s best friend shouts to me as I rush through the cold woods of Scotland. The wind hits my face as snow brushes against my bare legs, but I can’t let it stop me. Not when everything lies on my child escaping Fray today.

      “I can’t,” I say collapsing to the ground as pain rips through my stomach. I look down as blood coats the snow-covered ground by my feet. I’m not healing. I can’t do this anymore, it’s too late and I can feel the poison spreading through my body.

      “Reni,” I whisper my companion’s name as she slides to her feet in front of me, my gaze goes to my new-born daughter that she holds in blankets close to her chest. Two hours, that’s all I had with her before they attacked us. It’s not enough.

      “I will stay and fight to protect you, for him,” Reni says sharply, handing me my daughter, and I push her away gently.

      “No, go. It’s too late, and I can’t out run them. I can distract them enough by closing the last fray-built portal,” I say quietly as Reni’s eyes widen in shock. If I close that portal, then there is no way for her and her army to follow us. They could go through one of the natural portals between our worlds, but she would lose her power slowly if she did. She wouldn’t risk that.

      “Using any power now will kill you. My god died to keep you alive. You can’t do this to me,” she begs me in a whisper. I look around the snow-covered forest, remembering the autumn court and the brief happiness I felt there when I married the man I loved, and had my beautiful daughter.

      “Something is wrong and neither of us are healers. Take her and keep her safe. Please?” I say, reaching to hold a hand against my sleeping child wrapped in her arms. I twirl a finger around the dark-red hair on her head, the same colour as mine and all the royal family before me. Her bright-green eyes open and watch me, but she doesn’t make a sound. She is so innocent for the world she has been born into. Reni looks down at me and then to my little baby she holds in her arms.

      “I will do it for you, my queen. I will bring her up with my mate as our own. No one will know who she is,” Reni says, finally giving in, and I know her well enough to know she means every word. She may not be a full-blooded Fray, but she is family to me.

      “Her name is Adelaide, after my mother,” I tell Reni  gently, who nods.

      “No one will know who she is, as long as you keep her away from anything Fray touched. She must never get her Fray powers,” I tell her, knowing that there is no way she can be taken back to Fray when I close the portal, but there are weapons here that have Fray magic, even some creatures that have passed through portals.

      “You have my word. I’m sorry I can’t save you,” she says with tears running down her face. Everything starts going blurry as she stands, and offers me a hand to help me up. I stand shakily and look down once more at Adelaide before turning away, my heart breaking. I have to do this.

      “They are coming, go,” I say, and she nods holding my daughter closer.

      “I’m sorry,” she bows the best she can when holding a baby. My mind flashes back to the prophecy surrounding my child, and the Fray courts that have fallen to keep her safe. She has to be safe. I watch until I can’t see Reni anymore before walking back off into the woods. When I see the portal, a slightly purplish-clear shimmer that only Fray can see, I lift my hands. It only takes a second for my power to shoot purple bolts of lightning out of my hands. The portal cracks slowly, bit by bit until it explodes, and I go flying into the air. I close my eyes and think only of Adelaide, knowing she will be safe. Fate will not have my child.

      Adelaide’s Fate link (Amazon)
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            Dark Moon Excerpt

          

          Prologue

        

      

    

    
      I run towards my door, almost tripping over the welcome mat that sits outside the carved oak entrance. The sudden jarring of my body tearing open the healing cuts I have all over my body. My ribs burning as I grab the brass front door handle and fling the door open with as much force as I can.

      My mind is scrambled in my panic. What do I do? What do I take? How long do I have left? Obviously not long enough to pack up all my belongings and get the hell out of here. I run through my minimalist living room, heading straight for my bedroom at the back of the house. I can feel my right eye closing over, narrowing my vision, my jaw not yet healed from the break jolting with every impact my feet make with the ground.

      I run towards my bed, collapsing onto it, trying to grab my suitcases and duffle bags with my one good arm. Not that the arm is pain free, no, thanks to the broken ribs it’s almost as painful as the other arm that I’ve yet to reset at the elbow.  Well no time like the present. I grab the wrist of my broken arm and jam it back into place, holding in the scream that is trying to force its way through my gritted teeth.

      I take a second to rest from all the physical exertion, I need all the strength I have to get these fucking bags out from underneath the bed. The dizziness I get lifting the bags is killer, making the room tilt and swirl like I’m on a bad fucking rollercoaster. I try to stuff as many clothes into the two bags and one duffle as possible, I don’t have the space to take everything, I’m only going to be able to take what I can grab in a few armfuls. I stumble over to the bathroom and snatch my jewellery bag and throw it into whatever bag is closest.

      I run around the room as fast as I can go, grabbing my memento’s, the photos of my family, emergency cash, anything that is irreplaceable. When I finally have everything I need, I go to close the lid on the suitcases, when a photo of the pack stops me. It dawns on me that I’m abandoning my family, my pack. A few tears start leaking from my left eye, which burn as they roll down through the cuts on my face. I can’t look at it anymore right now, I close the lid and zip the bag with as much force as I can muster.

      My car is thankfully right outside the door. I drag the bags to the back door and use every working muscle to lift them onto the seat. Silently closing the doors to the car, I walk back to my cabin and close the door without looking back, my heart aching with every step I take away from my home.

      I drive for what feels like an eternity and all I can think about is what lead me to here.

      I wake up gasping for air, why does my neck feel like it’s being crushed and burnt? I lift my heavy arm towards my neck and am met with a metal choker biting into my neck, the silver burning my hand the second I touch it. The silver choker tightening further as my breathing gets faster. Fuck, what the hell is going on.

      I look around the room and realise that my Alpha is sitting calmly on a chair about ten feet away from me, shielded in the darkness of the basement I now realise I am in. I try pulling the chain, yelling for him to let me go.

      He stands and walks towards me, utter terror seeping into my bones.

      “What did you hear Ava” he asks with his controlled voice. When I don’t respond his eyes harden with hatred and before I can even see him move, he is suddenly less than three inches away from me. .

      “WHAT DID YOU HEAR AVA?” he screams at me, spittle landing all over my face making me flinch.

      “I didn’t hear or see anything Alpha, please let me go!” I know I could get caught lying, but I’m hoping that he is that desperate to hear the answer that he can’t tell, that his desperation will save my life.

      “I don’t believe you.” he says back to the calm face façade I know that he wears in public. I’m given no warning as I’m thrown backwards with a punch to the side of my head. Over and over again I’m punched and kicked and beaten. I can feel every crunch of bone; every bruise being formed on my body. I know that I’m wailing at him to stop, he just keeps going, until I’m too broken to move, too broken for my wolf to come forward. The assault on my body stops suddenly but I’m too scared to look up to see if there is another blow coming.  I feel the chain being unlocked and the burn of the silver taken away from my skin.

      He bends down to my eye level, staring into the one eye that is swollen to the size of golf ball. I whimper when he moves in closer touching his lips to mine, I try to back away, but the pain makes my consciousness waiver.

      “You need to run little Ava, run far. If I find out you’ve spoken to anyone of this, I will kill anyone and everyone you’ve ever loved. No-one is safe. Do you understand?” he whispers so softly that I almost miss it. I try to nod my head, and just the slightest movement of my head down is enough for him to recognise my acceptance.

      “You have one hour. I suggest you move, Little Ava”

      Pulling myself out of my memory is hard, the trauma that I can feel all over my body bellowing at me, reminding me. It dawns on me that I’m finally out of pack lands and I pull over to the side of the road, I have to do what I’ve been trying to avoid thinking about since I was told to run. I have to break my pack bonds. I close my one good eye, and find that ball of purple light at the heart of any shifter in a pack, with beautiful tendrils reaching out to every member of the pack. I concentrate on extinguishing each tendril, and with each dimming light, my heart breaks more and more. The final thread is being consumed by my black cloud, and as if a rubber band was breaking, I felt the snap of the last link to my pack break. The emotional and physical injuries too great, I feel my body slump forward, my head knocking into the steering wheel as my consciousness fades to black.
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        10 months later…

      

      

      

      I can feel the screams and the music reverberating through the thin concrete walls, vibrating under my feet and into the metal bench I’m sitting on.  I start wrapping up my hands in the white medical tape they give all competitors, fat lot of good it does me, but it’s my ritual none the less. Releasing the tension as I continue sitting there by rolling all my joints through their range of motion waiting for that very satisfying crack to happen. I reach up and smooth my hands over my hair trying to tame it in my bun, the waves refusing to co-operate. My headphones are playing my pump-up playlist so loud that I can’t hear beyond the lyrics and guitar riff. The song builds until it comes to an almighty crescendo, that launches me out of my seat and has me air punching invisible opponents. I start singing, not caring if anyone is around to hear it, or see it. No-one would make a comment even if they did, I think I frightened the last person who interrupted my ritual a little too much. The thoughts of that scene in the Disney movie with the Llama where he threw the old man off the bridge for interrupting his groove? I may have thrown the person through a window instead. In my defence though, they weren’t a very nice person to begin with, and they only interrupted me to tell me that I am a bad dancer. That is just rude.

      I continue to sync my breathing and punches with the music, slowing down as the song comes to an end. With the end of the song comes the killing calm I’ve learnt over the last few months. After my abrupt exit from the pack I promised myself I would never be a victim again, so I changed martial arts from a hobby to a full-time job, I trained until my skin bled and my bones ached. I trained until even that wasn’t enough. Somewhere along the line, I started enjoying hurting my opponents just as much as I loved the adrenaline of fight. Being a lone female wolf shifter, you catch on quick about who was your friend and who was your enemy. Unfortunately for me I met more of the unfriendly types on my travels. Those unfriendly types however, are how I ended up here in Montana, in a semi-underground shifter fight club called the Pit. As the undefeated female champion.

      My face morphs into a look of disgust as I look around the cold, dirty concrete room, my phone and casual clothing still sitting on the metal bench. The yellow and orange stained showers dripping water from the last batch of fighters, fighting gear and tape strewn all around the room. The scent of sweat, blood and something else causing my nose to scrunch up in revulsion. Picking up my belongings, I throw them into my grey locker that is littered with bumper stickers. I turn my phone off and shove that in too before slamming the locker closed.

      Standing at the entrance of the locker rooms I wait to hear my name called, I have less than a minute left until my fight starts, so I luckily won’t have to stand here looking a little stupid for much longer. I genuinely don’t understand the importance of these entrances, this is underground fighting not the fucking UFC. We get in the cage, we fight till submission or unconsciousness and then we leave. A grand entrance isn’t going to change the outcome of the fight.

      I hear the voice over the speaker hush the crowd down to near silence, I flex my fingers in the tape in anticipation, trying to loosen the tension across the knuckles. I close my eyes when I hear the slimy voice of the announcer start to speak, allowing my anger to rise to the surface.

      “Alright Alright, I know you have been waiting for this fight allll niiiigghht looongg…” he says in a very suggestive tone.

      God I want to punch him in his tiny little head. The resounding male howls and whoops that I hear make me want to roll my eyes. Apparently girl on girl is hot in any form, even when they are beating the shit out of each other.

      “The first of two female shifter fights of the night; we’re in for a treat. The first fight is wolf against wolf. Let’s not waste time with bullshit, Stephanie your opponent for the night is Ava,” At least he cuts straight to the point, and with that introduction my eyes flash open and I walk out of the training room, and straight towards the cage.

      Surrounding the octagon shaped ring is rusted chain link fencing up to the roof, with only one way in or out, a door that is locked until someone submits, is knocked out, or is dead.

      I can feel the eyes of hundreds of supernatural following me. I can see their mouths moving, the tension rising in the air from the aggression pouring off the spectators, but I hear nothing. The killing calm is a nifty little trick I learnt in my first few fights, drown out my sense of hearing before the fight in favour of my other senses, it drowns out all the bullshit.

      The stands around the cage are filled, row upon row, built up four levels in a circular pattern around the cage. It makes the cage feel like a dirtier, smaller scale of the Colosseum; each fighter playing for the favour of the Emperor, or in my case, the large pot of money I win at the end of every match. Every step I take on the blood covered floor just riles me up further, my opponent already in the ring, trying to rally the crowd behind her. Stephanie is quite pretty by anyone’s standard, it’s a shame I may have to bruise her face. Her curly strawberry blonde swishing left and right in her pony tail as she moves about the cage. Her pale skin a stark contract to the black fight gear she has on.  I approach the cage, giving a small head nod in acknowledgment to Allister, the seedy announcer. He really does look like a cockroach, with his small head, small beady eyes, narrow nose and mouse brown hair that looks perpetually greasy. I feel the vibration of the door slamming shut the second my feet press in to the mat of the cage. This is it.

      The second the lights and buzzers signify the start of the match, Stephanie attacks. Luckily for me, I manage to dodge the fist coming straight for my temple. I swiftly spin, and round house kick her in the face before she can turn around. As my foot lowers back on the ground I bring myself into my fighting stance, ignoring the stinging I’m feeling in my toes from the impact of my kick.

      Stephanie advances again, trying to kick my feet out from underneath me. I jump over her long sweeping legs trying to avoid falling to the floor. Before she has an opportunity to move. I crouch down quickly on the floor and drive my fist into her stomach, on my way back up I drive me knee into her nose. Yep, that was going to bruise her face. I should really remember to apologise for that later. That little lapse in concentration costs me a foot to the stomach, I fly back and hit the cage fence which has only the tiniest bit of give in it. I manage to roll to the side just as one of Stephanie’s clenched fists fly forward towards the space my face was just in.

      I lunge towards her, picking her up at the hips and driving her into the ground. I pin her beneath my body and without a moment’s hesitation throw a few quick jabs to her face. She is bucking beneath me like I’m bull rider and manages to flip me off her on the last large thrust. I quickly stand and prepare for an attack I know is stalking me. Stephanie runs towards me as I shift my weight and quickly bring my knee up to make a slamming contact with her left side ribs. The impact of my hit drives her towards the barrier, I rush at her before she can move off the fence and try to land every blow I can into her unprotected left side. While trading punches, my wolf’s concentration waivers, searching for something I cannot see, not the regular behaviour for my wolf. She has two modes; asleep and vicious.

      My gaze momentarily lands on a tall man behind Stephanie’s head who has just entered The Pit. He walks straight to the bar, not even looking over at the cage. The man in question is tall, dressed in a button up top and suit pants and has brown hair from what I can see. I tear my gaze away, having every intension of finding this man after the fight, maybe to burn off some adrenaline. I force my concentration back to the fight, my arms continuing to pound into the soft tissue of my opponent’s stomach.

      Stephanie is growling and snarling at me, she is about to shift, I can feel the change in the air that accompanies a wolf shift and step out of her way. Within seconds, I am looking at a blonde wolf that comes up to my waist.

      “Bad move Stephanie,” I taunt.

      She lunges for me, except instead of getting entirely out of the way this time, I just let her shoulder push against me before I encircle my arms around her torso and squeeze. I wrestle her to the floor and pin her on the ground on her stomach. She can’t bite or scratch, I’m willing to bet she can’t shift with me on top of her either. I have her in a check mate position, all that’s left for her to do is submit. I really wish she would hurry this along, a sense of urgency building through me to find the man who walked past not even two minutes earlier.

      After what seems like hours, Stephanie drops her head in defeat and thumps the mat with a paw, I count the thumps in my head, each one making my smile grow; One, Two, Three. Well, another win for me then! Twenty-two to zero! I stand up from the ground, quickly rocking back onto my heels, I reach a hand down to help a now human Stephanie stand up. As soon as she drops my hand I do a quick turn, bowing to appease the crowd. Stephanie catches my eye as she’s leaving the octagon, she gives me a brief nod of acceptance before pulling her shoulders back and walking out. I’ve got to respect that, at least she didn’t slink off swearing vengeance on me just because she couldn’t take a beating.

      I get the nod from Allister that I’ve done everything I need to and walk out of the cage. As I approach I can see him go to open his mouth, before any squeak can exit his mouth I lift my bloodied, cut palm up and covey my best ‘do not fuck with me right now’ stare. Apparently, the message is well received because he scuttles back like the rat that he is. A gleeful little shiver runs down my spine when I think about my last confrontation with Allister, he had a quick meeting with my fist and my foot after I caught him trying to force himself on one of the medical staff we have here.

      I look around for the tall man of deliciousness that caught my eye during the match, but I can’t see him through the hive of spectators. With one more unsuccessful glance across the room, I walk back through the hallway to the locker room. I have one more fight tonight, so there isn’t much point in me showering off and getting out of my gear. I walk back over to the sticker covered, paint chipped locker and grab my phone and headphones out. Closing the locker again, I turn around and sit on the cold metal bench again while pressing play on the playlist I’ve got saved. My focus on unwrapping my hands from the godawful tape that’s clinging and pulling over the skin on my knuckles, my head slowly nodding to the beat of the drums thrumming through my ears. The broad-shouldered brunette man’s image slingshots back into my mind. God! Why am I so fixated on him?  You know what, fuck this! I’m not going to sit here and hide. I shoot up to my feet and pull open my locker once more, throw my phone and headphones back in, and spray on my deodorant, just in case I do see him. I stalk once again back out to the blood hungry hoard of supernaturals.

      Wading through the crowd is a lot easier when I’m in my fighting gear, it makes people just that little apprehensive so that they physically part around me as I walk. Both my Wolf and I have all our senses attuned to finding this mystery man. I look over every face in the four-tiered spectator stands, and every face in the small vicinity around me, and nothing. Not a single person that even looks like him. I spend the next twenty minutes continuing my search around The Pit which yields nothing.  Dammit! He must have already left! Of course, the one male I’ve been attracted to in over ten months just up and leaves before I can get to him, so typical of my luck. A drink is exactly what I need to take the edge off right now.

      Once again that slight parting begins to happen, only subtle movements like shoulders concaving in, or rotating out of the way. My nick name should be Moses with this shit, I wonder if it would be funnier if I was holding a large stick, just the image in my head is enough to make me giggle under my breath. About fifteen meters away from the bar I see him, the sexy guy, walk out of the male training rooms and stand with a few other shifters I’ve regularly seen around here. He stands with his back to me and I can’t help but notice the black jeans he’s wearing. Man can he fill out a pair of jeans in the best way possible. Ok Ava, eyes off ass now.  I walk closer, each step building the buzz of anticipating in me until I’m practically vibrating with nervous tension. I’m so close I can almost smell him when suddenly my Wolf starts trying to tear through my blocks to get to him. Holy shit, that’s never happened before. I can feel her claws digging into my mind and heart, her tail swishing rapidly in my chest and the yipping is driving me fucking crazy! It’s not until I take three extra steps and realise why she is acting that way. The aroma coming off this man is so knee buckling mouth-watering. As soon as the smell of mint chocolate and an earthy undertone registers in my brain, it hits me like a ton of bricks.

      I take those last few steps towards the six-foot one male shifter standing in front of me, oh yeah, he’s a wolf shifter. I’d know that energy signature anywhere. My quivering hand reaches over towards his shoulder and I lightly tap him with my finger tips to get his attention. The man’s shoulders tense when he feels the feather light touches and he slowly starts to turn around. I try to absorb every detail of his face into my memory with every millimetre revealed; the unblemished olive skin, the angular set of his jaw and his few day-old stubble, the long straight nose and the softest set of russet coloured eyes framed in eyelashes any girl would kill for. I’m finally faced with the full force of his looks, and I watch as his senses and wolf become aware of the situation unfolding in front of him. His beautiful eyes transiting from boredom, to curiosity to stark surprise, his mouth opening and closing like a giant fish.

      I feel a smirk spreading over my face, my eyes locked on his as I open my mouth and say the words that have been dying to burst through since the moment I smelt him.

      “Hello Mate.”

      
        
        Universal Link to Dark Moon
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