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      Izzy

      The warm air of the Witch’s Brew Pub hits me as Helena pushes me through the door. The scent of freshly pulled pints and deep-fried chips fills the small, dark space, making me sigh in frustration. I’d rather be anywhere but here. It’s been months since I found my coven and our power has begun to return, I can’t wait for our magic to be strong enough for us to live as witches without having to hide. My home in Ireland is calling, and once we’re fully restored, maybe I can convince Helena and Gwen to come with me. Hope blooms in my chest, but is quickly replaced by resignation. We’ll be together, but only until our curse takes us—again.

      “Why am I here on my night off? We should be practicing.”

      Helena shoots me a frustrated look. “We’ve been using all our free time since we were reunited working to grow our magic. Once we’re at full strength, we can stop this human facade. But for now, we need a break. Go on, barmaid. Grab us some drinks.”

      “Fine, shall we start the night off with a pint?” I ask, giving in to her because I know I won’t get my way.

      Gwen grins. “Izzy, I see someone tall, dark, and handsome in your immediate future.”

      Cocking an eyebrow, I snort. “Right, is this another vision of yours, or are you having me on?”

      “Not a vision … this time. But isn’t that your type? Dark and brooding.” She juts her chin toward the bar where I see William, my co-worker, the definition of dark and brooding.

      Not always, I think to myself.

      Her words bring a flash of a long buried memory of a man who was the opposite of her description with his bright blue eyes, tawny hair, and a smile that could melt even the coldest of hearts. Tristan. Even the thought of his name makes my chest tighten at the pain of knowing it had all been a lie.

      Shaking my head to clear the memories, I run my fingers through my long blond hair and paste a smile on my lips. “That’s right. The broodier, the better is what I always say. Those damaged ones always fuck like damn champions.”

      “Damn right they do,” Helena interjects. “Go on, we need our drinks. Maybe if we get Gwen drunk enough she’ll do some karaoke with us tonight.”

      Gwen’s rosy cheeks go pale at the mention of public singing. “Helena, you can’t use your song in public. What if you accidentally bewitch someone?”

      Helena chuckles. “Then I’ll give him a wild ride and let him off the hook when I’m done. Or keep him.”

      “Making up for lost time, Hel?” I ask.

      “Absolutely. I had to spend nearly every lifetime alone. No one understood what I was going through. Now that I’ve got you two back with me, we’re sowing our oats, building our power, and making that bitch who cursed us pay. In that order.”

      “I like that plan.”

      “Me too,” she says as she swipes gloss over her deep red lip stain.

      Gwen’s shoulders stiffen, and her eyes cloud over as a vision takes control. Shit. This is not what we need right now. I haven’t seen her in the throes of her gift in a very long time, but it’s still just as unsettling as it was lifetimes ago. It doesn’t last long, and in a few seconds she’s blinking rapidly and taking long breaths.

      “You okay?” I ask.

      She nods, then frowns. “You’re going to meet him tonight.”

      A chill runs down my spine. “Who?”

      “Your beast.”

      Helena lets out a loud bark of laughter. “Oh, Gwen, you’re a riot. Stop stalling, Izzy. I’m parched.”

      The floor is filled with patrons standing at the tall pub tables and laughing as they chatter away. With a slight flare of my power, I compel them to move aside so I can get through and to the bar. It’s not enough to drain me, but it does cause a faint ache behind my eyes. I can’t wait until we’re all strong enough to use our magic without any ill-effects.

      “What are you doing here tonight?” William waves and shouts across the big mahogany bar as soon as he sees me.

      “Hey, William, I’m…here with some friends. Girl’s night.”

      He chuckles. “Is that what we’re calling it now?”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      Gaze sliding over my low-cut top and leather miniskirt, he grins. “You’re looking for more than a girl’s night. You know I’ve offered more than once, love.”

      In another life, I might have taken him up on the offer, but his clean-cut good looks do little for me. “And I’ve told you, don’t shit where you eat.”

      He frowns and shakes his head. “You’re nothing if not direct. What can I get for you and your friends?”

      “A pint of bitter and two of Guinness.”

      With a nod, he grabs three pint glasses and moves to the tap, but the phone rings, distracting him. I could just hop over the bar and do it myself, but then I’d end up working for a good thirty minutes just to help him clear the orders. He continues chattering on with whoever is on the other end of the line, and I give in. I step up on the footrest that spans the length of the bar and lean over the wood until I can reach the tap. After filling two of my three drinks, I place them on the bar and move to return to my position, but the man next to me clears his throat.

      I stop, still bent over, and throw him a glare over my shoulder. But the instant I see him, my mouth runs dry. Dark hair, chiseled jaw, intense, penetrating stare. Unlike William, he’s checking all of my boxes. Then there are the tattoos I can see peeking out of the neckline of his shirt. He’s a bad boy. Oh, he’s going to be a fun one. Maybe he’s the man Gwen had been talking about.

      “Can I help you?” I ask, knowing full well I’m infringing on his space.

      “You can get me a pint while you’re over there, lass.” His Scottish brogue makes my thighs clench. In all my lives, I’ve never had a Scot. Maybe I should change that. But there’s something about him that makes me hesitate. He feels…different—stronger than a typical human.

      “Manners.” My tone is light and teasing, but I want to keep this interaction going. “Don’t you know the magic word?”

      He smirks. “Aye.”

      I can’t stop my smile. He’s a sexy beast. Rolling my eyes, I return to my task but pull him a pint as well. When I’m done, I slide his glass to him and hop down from the bar. “Enjoy,” I say, collecting all three pints between my hands. “It’s on me.”

      He raises his glass and says, “Cheers, Beauty,” before bringing it to his lips. I have to tear my gaze away from that mouth. I’d much rather him be tasting me.

      My skin prickles with awareness as I walk away from him. He’s watching me, that’s the only explanation for what I’m feeling, but I refuse to let myself look back. My sister witches are nestled into a corner booth far from view, and I mourn the loss of his gaze as soon as I sit down.

      “There you are. Drink slowly. It’s not likely I’ll be able to get us a second round without William convincing me to work an extra shift.”

      “You look…bothered,” Helena says, frowning at me. “Hot and bothered. Did you and William have a quick shag in the back room or something?” Her eyes widen. “Is that why it took so long?”

      “Helena, don’t tease her.” Gwen, sweet Gwen. Ever the peacekeeper.

      “Yeah, Helena. Don’t tease.” I can’t keep the grin off my face. Let her think I was up to something if she wants. I bring my Guinness to my lips and take a long drink. “Now, if you don't let me finish this drink and go home so I can watch The Bachelor, I will turn you into a bunny and keep you in a cage.”

      She chuckles, shaking her head as she toys with her beer. “I don't know why you want to watch other people fall in love. You know it’s all a lie.”

      “It’s…a distraction.” My thoughts drift to memories from lifetimes ago, the one moment I thought love was true. I want to believe it’s possible to find a happy ending. Even if I’m not the one who’ll get it. Watching it all play out on telly is the only way I get that.

      Helena takes a deep gulp of the bitter, her bronze gaze nearly withering me on the spot. “Izzy, the three of us haven't been together more than a handful of times since we were cursed. If it weren’t for that archangel summoning us so we could help Sariel, we would still be separated and powerless.” The tumble of chocolate colored tresses I’ve always envied cascades over her shoulder as she leans forward. “Do you really plan to continue life as though nothing has changed? Our magic is finally growing now that we’ve been reunited. Why are we wasting it on distractions?”

      “What's the point? We're each dying within a year, and then we have to start this all over again. Twenty-seven gets closer every day. Why should I let myself get used to having you two back in my life?”

      “Because, this time we are going to break the curse,” Gwen interjects, her soft voice strong and sure.

      My sister witch’s long, nearly black hair is pulled up high on her head, making her look like a beautiful ballerina with her graceful neck and off the shoulder top.

      “And how are we going to do that?” I ask, not able to keep the snark out of my tone.

      “Kill the coven leader, of course.”

      “Are you mad? We can’t kill Calista.” I toss my head back as a full body laugh rolls through me.

      “It's not funny. This is exactly what we need. We're together, Gabriel saw to that when he summoned us in preparation for Sariel’s battle with Lucifer. At least helping that fallen angel gave us something for our trouble. Now, we take down Calista and take back our lives.”

      Just the utterance of our coven leader’s name sends a shiver down my spine. The woman is pure evil dressed in a beautiful package.

      Helena clears her throat as though asking for the floor. “It’s been thousands of years since she cursed us. She can't possibly still be alive.”

      “I’ve seen it. She’s alive.” Gwen juts her chin out in defiance. Her shoulders stiffen as she closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. “Besides, if she were dead, we wouldn't still be cursed.”

      That’s true. Any spell we use loses its power when we die. Maybe that’s why I’ve never set a curse on anyone. I knew it wouldn't hold for long. Tapping my fingertips on the tabletop, I consider Gwen’s statement. “It makes sense that if she had the power to curse us the way she did, she'd also be able to keep herself alive.”

      “She’s a goddamned twat,” Helena grumbles.

      “That’s not news.” I sigh and let my head fall back onto the high cushion of the booth.

      Silence falls between the three of us as life continues around us in the pub.

      Helena stares at me with a cocked eyebrow. “I’m bored. Since we’re not killing Calista tonight, let’s make this into a pub crawl. Maybe I can find something to channel my pent up … energy into.”

      I have to admit, it’s not a bad idea. In the short time we’ve been back together, I’ve learned a lot about my long lost sisters. We’ve each suffered tragic losses, but in very different ways, and it shows in how we deal with our curse. Helena picks a willing victim, bewitches him for a little while, then cuts him loose after she’s done with him. She likes the companionship, but not the idea of commitment. Gwen is still hoping for true love to be delivered to her doorstep. Me? I’m not interested in more than the occasional no-strings fuck. Give me a man who knows what he’s doing and a few hours, that’s all I need. Love isn’t a possibility for me. I’ve been tricked once before into believing its lies. Never again.

      Standing, I rise onto my tiptoes in an attempt to get a better look at the line at the bar. It’s not bad. And that bad boy Scot is still there. “Another round?”

      Helena nods. “I can get it if you want.”

      No way in hell am I passing up another chance to flirt with that man. “I’ve got it.”

      My body tingles the instant I break through the crowd, and that man’s eyes find me. He’s watching me, but I’m not going to favor him with a smile, or even acknowledgment. Not yet. I stand next to him, the heat of his body making me warm in all the right places.

      William comes up to me and leans across the bar. “Three more?”

      I nod, and he offers a wink and a smirk along with a glance down my shirt. Prick. If he thinks I didn’t see that, he’s an idiot. Sexy Scot’s posture goes stiff as well. Looks like he saw William’s leer, too. I let my fingers brush his on the bar and the pure energy rolling off him makes me gasp. He’s a shifter. My nipples tighten at the thought, the danger of him.

      “Here we are, love. On the house.” William grins, his charming smile not affecting me like he wants it to, as three glasses, nearly overflowing, are settled in front of me, pulling my not-so-sly focus from the stranger at my side.

      “Thanks, you’re a star.”

      “You don’t find anyone to meet your needs tonight, just let me know,” he calls.

      All I can do is laugh as I turn my head and glance back at him. Instead of William’s amused gaze, I find my focus on the stranger. He’s staring at me—hard. His eyes are pitch black and blazing with an intensity I’ve not found in a man in centuries. He moves to stand as though he’s coming after me, but stops and takes his seat again. I can’t deny the thrill that runs through me at the thought of this man I don’t know wanting me.

      Shaking my head to clear my focus, I turn back toward our table and head to Helena and Gwen. But I feel his eyes on me the whole time I’m walking.
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      Grant

      Settling back onto my stool, I down the rest of my pint and wave the barkeep over for another round. My gaze keeps flicking across the room at the gorgeous blonde.

      “Fucking sexy isn’t she?” The bartender’s words have me gripping my knees in an effort to keep from punching him as he continues to leer after the beauty who’d been at the counter. I have to admit, I can’t stop looking at her either. And her scent. I’ve never smelled anything like it. She’s roses and fucking cherries. I love cherries. I hadn’t planned on bedding a woman tonight, but if I’m going to take any woman, it’ll have to be the one who smells like that.

      My senses are on high alert as the day gives way into night. I can feel the moon rising, not full yet, but still making my blood sing with the animalistic power running through my veins. This pull toward the gorgeous blonde isn’t helping me rein in my need to change. Dammit, I can’t let my control slip right now. I should still have a few days before I have to shift and let my beast free. I’ve got a job to do, and my pack leader won’t be happy if I lose it.

      I watch her as she stands amidst the crowd, smiling and chatting with a couple she must know. She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. Her gaze locks with mine more than once as I finish off my own pint. Oh, she’s interested, just as I am. When she bites her lower lip and trails her fingers over her exposed collarbone, I’m done. I have to have her.

      Before I can stop myself, I’m halfway across the crowded pub, my need leading me more than my brain. She excuses herself from the person she’s chatting with and meets me in the middle of the room.

      “Can I help you?” The intensity of her bronze gaze makes me wonder if she can see into my soul.

      “I think so.”

      Ruby red lips turn up in a smirk. “How’s that, beast?”

      Startled, I can’t hide my reaction. I step back, brow furrowed. She called me beast. How the bloody hell had she known? More importantly, what is she that she’d know?

      The scent coming from her is like nothing I’ve ever known. I need to have her. “Let me taste your lips.”

      Her lips beckon me like a siren song, and in the span of a few heartbeats, I’m standing closer than decency allows. My heart aches and swells all at the same time.

      “Presumptuous.” Her voice flows over me and sends desire rushing through every cell in my body.

      “Confident.”

      She leans in and presses her palm against my chest before whispering, “I don’t think you can handle me. Even if you are a shifter.”

      “Clearly you’ve never been had by one of my kind, lass. I can assure you, if you had, you’d not be denying me,” I interject.

      Beauty takes her lower lip between her teeth, eyes widening in excitement. She steps a little closer, practically in my arms and a breath away from a kiss. “If you’re trying to sell me on a night out with you, you don’t have to. Those tattoos and the hair took care of that for you.”

      Holding out a hand, I open my mouth to introduce myself, but she puts her slender fingers over my lips.

      “No names.” Her earnest whisper sends a bolt of lust straight to my cock.

      I can’t stop my smirk. Her skin on mine is like flames meeting wood. I might combust from wanting her. Grabbing her hand, I free my mouth and pull her closer.

      “Should I continue to call you Beauty?”

      “That’ll be just fine. Names have power, and I’m not willing to give that to you just yet.”

      Oh, she’s all fire and challenge, waiting to be tamed. My beast wants her just as badly as I do. If the tightness in my jeans is any indication, I’ll need to get inside her soon.

      “Fine, then, Beauty. You think we can take this somewhere more private? I’m not keen on getting arrested for public indecency, but I’ll take whatever you’ll give me—wherever you’ll give it.”

      Lips parting as her gaze turns heated, she gives a little gasp. “How do you know I’ll give you anything?”

      I take a step closer. “Do you really want me to answer that? You want me.”

      “Excuse me?” Beauty’s amusement is obvious from her tone.

      “You asked how I know you’ll give me anything. The answer is, you want me. I can smell it.”

      Instead of blushing, she leans closer, breathing me in. “You’re not wrong.”

      “You want me, and you’ll have me.” I whisper the words in her ear, her scent causing my blood to rush straight to my achingly hard erection.

      “And if I say no?” She’s bluffing. There’s a tremor in her voice as her challenge hits the air between us.

      Grabbing her hand, I pull her to me. Oh hell, her skin is soft and warm and full of promise.

      “What are you doing?” she asks.

      Tugging her toward the exit, I force myself to keep my grip light for fear of hurting her. She stops me with a shake of her head.

      “Not that way. Come on.” A devious smile quirks up those lush lips as she cocks her head in the direction of the toilets.

      “Eager?”

      “You’re a stranger. I’m not leaving with you.”

      “But you’ll let me fuck you in the pub bathroom?”

      Silvery bell-like laughter falls from her. “Are you certain you’ll be the one doing the fucking? I suppose I could find someone else willing to get the job done.”

      Unreasonable jealousy races through me. “No way in hell.”

      “Let’s go, then.” She pulls me along behind her, and I let her take the lead.

      Surprisingly, we pass by the bathroom in favor of a back exit. The cool, night air hits me, but instead of clearing my head, the breeze sends her enticing scent over me. The dimly lit alley is empty, only the sounds of traffic filtering between the brick walls of the two buildings. I can’t keep from touching her any longer. The nearly full moon begs me to change, and my beast begs me to take her.

      “Give me your mouth, Beauty. I want to see if it tastes as good as it looks.”

      For a moment, I think she’s going to argue with me, instead, she thrusts her hands into my hair and pulls my face to hers.

      We’re lips and teeth, harsh breaths and grasping hands as soon as we connect. Lifting her slight form easily, I press her against the brick and ruck up her skirt without ceremony.

      A shudder of unbridled lust rushes over my body at her gasped whisper of, “Now. Take me now.”

      She wraps her legs around my waist, her lips leaving a teasing trail of kisses along my jaw as I use one hand to cup her ass and the other to unbuckle my belt and tear at the zipper of my jeans. Her soft gasps send tingles over my skin and when she takes my earlobe between her teeth and bites just a touch too hard, I know I wouldn’t be able to contain myself even if I was trying. Using my fingers to pull aside her knickers, I’m rewarded with a cry of surprise when I push two of them into her wet heat.

      Her mouth claims mine as I move in and out. I never want to leave this woman. I groan as she slides her hand over my boxers and rubs my cock without warning. I nearly lose all control when she moves in long, slow strokes. Fuck. I need to be inside her. Now.

      Laughter floats through the narrow alley accompanied by the sound of footsteps. We still, both breathing hard. But, with a deep breath and some murmured words I don’t understand, she does…something. I feel it—a shifting in our environment, a veil.

      “It’s fine. I’m ninety percent sure they can’t see us,” she whispers.

      The scent of electricity in the air sets me on edge. She’s a bloody witch.

      As much as I want this, I can’t be with a damn witch. My kind doesn’t stray far from our own. A human can always be bitten and changed, but a witch? They’re just as bad as vampires. I have to bite back my groan of frustration when I remove my fingers from her heat and step back. It physically hurts me to do this, but I have to let her go. She could very well be in league with the witches I’m searching for.

      “Tell me your name,” I say.

      She shakes her head. “I said no names. I don’t want more than a single night with you.”

      “You’re a witch. I’m not interested in tangling with the likes of you. You’d probably curse me and make my cock fall off.”

      Her eyes widen, then narrow. “And you’d probably give me fleas, beast.” She rights her skirt and starts walking away. “Thanks for a lot of nothing.”

      I fight the need to go after her. Regardless of my disgust toward her kind, I can’t deny the pull of her. She’s still the most enticing thing I’ve ever seen as her blond waves blow in the slight breeze before she heads back inside.

      “Beauty,” I call, wishing I’d not let my scruples get in the way of having her just the once.

      She turns blazing eyes on me and lifts her chin in defiance. “No. You had your chance. I’m sure I can find plenty of willing partners tonight. I’d say it’s been a pleasure, but…” she trails off, shrugging.

      Then she’s gone, and I’m alone with a cock as hard as stone and my wolf desperate for control. I need to run and burn off some of this pent-up energy.

      In moments, I’m at my car, starting the engine and heading toward the freedom of the countryside. I’ll forget her lips, the taste of her, the smell of her pussy on my fingers. She’s a witch, and she won’t be mine.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      Days have passed since our night out on the town, and my almost-one-night-stand with that sexy as fuck shifter. I’ve not been able to keep him from my dreams. Rough stubble, heated kisses, and dirty words, all permeate my subconscious night after night. Every day, I’ve gone to work, continued to pretend I’m a normal human woman and tried desperately to force myself not to look for him each time someone comes through the pub’s doors. Tonight is no exception.

      I wipe the damp towel across the glossy bar for the hundredth time tonight. It’s been busy. Friday’s always are, but I’ve been working the lunch shift all week. Tonight I’m closing and it must be a full moon because all the nutters are out. The late hour has finally offered a lull in customers and now I’ve only got a few lone stragglers hanging around before last call.

      “What’re your plans after work tonight, love?” The man sitting at the end of the bar grins and leans forward. We’re definitely not his first stop of the evening because he sways slightly in his seat.

      I look him up and down, taking in his unkempt hair, thinning at the top, and bloodshot eyes. “No,” I say, turning away and tossing the rag in the laundry bin under the bar.

      His hand grips mine, tugging me hard. “You don’t have to be rude, now. I’m just making conversation.”

      Pulling every ounce of my power into my body, I ready a defensive spell but I know it won’t do much. Something is slowing the build of our magic. It has been since my sisters and I helped lock Lucifer in a cage.

      The man lifts my hand to his lips and kisses my knuckles, flicking his tongue between them and sending shivers of disgust through me.

      “I said, no.” My voice is hard, and instead of power, I grip the hilt of the paring knife I’d just used to slice lemon wedges.

      “Don’t be a cunt. What else are you here for? A pretty face, tits like those…you’re begging for it.”

      Before I can say anything, the man is on the floor, and my heart nearly stops at the sight of someone I never thought I’d see again. Someone I’d lost lifetimes ago due to tragic circumstances and the danger of loving me.

      “I believe the lady isn’t interested.” His warm voice breaks my heart and makes my knees weak all at the same time. Then, he turns familiar pale blue eyes on me and offers a soft smile. “Are you all right?”

      I can’t breathe. Clearing my throat, I try to push out an answer but nod instead.

      He smiles again and grabs the prat who’d been messing with me by the back of the neck. “I’ll just take out the trash.”

      My heart is pounding so hard it’s all I can hear. How is this possible? How can he be here? I’ve been to his godforsaken grave. But here he is, clear as day as he escorts the drunk out of the bar. His golden blond hair and broad shoulders are all I can focus on. I remember so clearly the feel of those thick strands of wavy hair tangled in my fingers, his arms around me, holding me close, his lips whispering words of undying love and devotion. My chest hurts. This was not what I expected today.

      He turns and locks eyes with me, sending a wave of longing for the past straight through me. Bugger. I can’t let him distract me again. The last time, I nearly lost everything. I spin on my heel and face the back of the bar, grabbing the bottle of vodka to my right. With practiced ease, I pour myself a shot and down it, relishing the burn. I don’t usually drink on the job, but I think I’ll need a little extra courage to deal with this.

      He’s taken a seat at the bar, but I don’t allow myself to turn. It doesn’t keep me from watching him in the mirrored glass shelves.

      “Excuse me,” he says, and I can’t ignore him. I have a job to do.

      I face him, a bright smile on my lips. “Thank you for your assistance. What can I do for you?”

      “Seeing a beautiful woman safe is thanks enough.”

      I can’t help but offer a genuine smile at that. Always the gallant knight. “I meant, what would you like to drink? It’s on me.”

      “Only if you’ll have one too. What’s good?”

      “You look like a man who likes a whiskey sour.”

      His blond brows rise. “You’re good.”

      I shrug it off. “I’ve a gift for reading people. And…most men either want that or an Old Fashioned if they’re not having a pint.”

      I feel his eyes on me as I work, not glancing up from the drinks I’m preparing. My hand shakes as I hold the glass so I slide the glass across the bar to him. I can’t let him see how much he’s hurting me by just being here. The ringing of the bar’s phone saves me from staring into his eyes. Unfortunately, there’s no one on the other end of the line and I have to face him before long.

      “What’s your name?” he asks.

      So, he must not know our past. He must not know of our love. “Isolt. But everyone calls me Izzy.”

      He holds up his glass and waits for me to do the same. The man doesn’t take his eyes off me as we clink the sides of our cups together and both take small sips. “I’m Tristan.”

      And just like that, the cracks in my armor become fatal breaks. “T…Tristan?” I croak. “Like the knight in the story?”

      He takes another sip of his drink and gives me an embarrassed grin. “Yep. Mom was a bit obsessed with Arthurian legends.”

      “I think it’s a nice name.” I can’t believe he’s in front of me.

      “Do you?”

      God save me, I’m blushing. My cheeks burn with the intensity of it. “What brings you in here tonight?”

      “Not sure. Felt like a night out.”

      “Lucky me.”

      He laughs and brings his drink to his lips. “I’d say it’s me who’s lucky.”

      How is it I still feel so much for him? God gave Sariel back his soul mate. Maybe he’s rewarding me by returning my lost love.

      I handle a few more customers, unreasonable anger building because they’re taking him away from me, but he’s never far. His blue eyes always on me, always guarding me. After I announce last call, I focus on him again.

      “Can I get you anything else, Tristan?”

      “A pen?” he asks, grabbing a coaster from my stash at the end of the bar.

      I pull one from the pocket of the apron around my waist and hand it to him, our fingers brushing as he takes it. His touch makes my heart squeeze. Damn. I’ve been without this for so long, and now I’ve met two men who make me feel more than I want.

      Tristan jots something down on the paper coaster and pushes the square back toward me. “It’s been a pleasure, Izzy. I’d love to see you again.”

      He stands and walks out the door, but the man who’d left a hole in my heart stops to look back. I can’t help but think of our past love and what this could mean for me, and my curse.
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      Grant

      The moon’s pull has me running hot. I need to fuck or shift and let my wolf free, but all I can think of is my little witch from the pub a few nights earlier. I can’t get her scent out of my mind, and I’d be lying if I said I didn't bring myself off more than once a day to thoughts of her. She’s everything I want…except for the witchy bit. I could do without that.

      I’ve been round the pub a time or two, hoping to see her, but never found her. I want more of her, and I don’t fucking know why. Everything in me screams to make her mine and not let her get away, but that’s not going to work. Witches and shifters don’t mix.

      Even still, here I am, standing outside of the pub like a bloody stalker. I wait and watch, hoping to see her coming off shift for the night. It’s just past one in the morning, and I’ve held off my change far too long, but I need a fix. I need to see her. Tonight, I can smell the cherry and rose scent of her stronger than ever. She’s here.

      She steps out from the darkened alley, that wanker co-worker of hers right next to her, too close for my comfort.

      “That was one hell of a night,” the man says, slinging his arm over her shoulder. “Want to come back to mine for a bit? We could—“

      She stops him with an icy glare. “I’ve told you time and again, you’re not my type. Truthfully, you couldn’t handle me, William.”

      To his credit, he backs away and gives her some space. “Sorry, sorry. I was just having a laugh.”

      He’s lucky he stopped there. This close to the change, I’m not responsible for what my beast does when it takes control.

      My beauty stops in her tracks and looks behind her, directly at me. It’s not like I’m hiding, standing on the corner, under the light of a streetlamp. Her eyes widen and that enticing mouth opens in a surprised little O. Fuck, what would those ruby lips of hers feel like wrapped around my cock?

      I smile and shove my hands into my pockets, hoping to somehow hide the erection growing in my jeans. When she murmurs, “I’ll see you later,” to her co-worker, my stomach tightens in anticipation. She’s coming to me.

      I start toward her before she’s even turned around and in the span of a few breaths, we’re standing inches away.

      “We meet again, Beauty.”

      She takes her bottom lip between her teeth and looks me up and down. “Are you stalking me?”

      Busted. Bloody hell. I’m usually much more composed than this, but she brings out the savage side of me. “Maybe.”

      “You don’t want to get on the wrong side of a witch,” she says.

      “The only side of you I want is the one that gets you underneath me.”

      Her small intake of breath makes my swelling cock rock hard in an instant. “That’s…that—”

      “What’s the matter? Now you’re shy? I had my fingers in your cunt before we’d said more than a few sentences to each other. I’m back for more.”

      “I’m not…I don’t think we should…”

      I love that she’s flustered. Her cheeks are a charming pink, and she’s shifting from foot to foot like I’ve caught her in a lie. “I think we should. I was stupid to stop us when I did. One night. That’s what you wanted. I can’t stop bloody thinking about you, and I need to get you out of my system.”

      She cocks an eyebrow. “You’re a regular ladies’ man, aren’t you? You know what…I don't think this is going to work out.”

      My wolf claws at me, begging me to sate my lust and claim her as mine. It’s a strange feeling of desperation, like if I don’t make her mine, I’ll never be the same.

      “What is it you want, then? Do you need me to woo you? Win your heart?”

      A frown creases her brow. “I don’t know.”

      “Do you have a man? It didn’t seem like it a few nights ago.”

      She shakes her head, and I’m relieved, until her eyes meet mine. “I didn’t. I still don’t, but…things have changed since that night.”

      I can’t help but run my fingers over her cheek and down the column of her throat. Her skin is so fucking soft. “Aye. They have. I want you more now than I did before I knew you were a witch. It doesn’t make any sense. I need you.”

      “You don’t even know me.”

      “I want to. I want to know every damn thing about you, starting with your name.”

      She smiles, and my world changes. I want to own every one of her smiles. “I can’t tell you that yet.”

      Cupping the back of her neck, I pull her against me. “Fine, witch. But you’ll give me your mouth if you won’t give me your name.”

      A shuddering breath leaves her before she leans in and takes my mouth with hers. It’s everything right in the world, her lips on mine. Alarm shoots through me at the intensity of our connection. Does she feel it too? There’s more than attraction here. Something old and magical. Powerful and unbreakable.

      Her tongue dances with mine, soft moans and hitched breaths punctuating our kiss. I grip her thick hair and pull her tighter to me, needing the feel of her against me, as close as we can be without fucking. Why do I want this woman so badly?

      My beast roars in my head, causing my skin to itch with the need to shift. Fuck. I have to stop this. If I get her in the alley, I’ll fuck her, but it won’t be me. It’ll be my beast and he’ll ruin her. Just the thought of her seeing me in the throes of my change makes my stomach turn. I grip her shoulders and break the kiss, locking eyes with her as I work to calm my ragged breaths.

      “Soon you’ll be begging me to fuck you, lass. But I can’t tonight. I just had to see you once more, make sure this wasn’t a one-sided thing.” I trail my thumb over her bottom lip. “I’ve got to go.” I glance up at the heavy moon. “I’ll see you again soon.”

      She stares after me, her lips swollen from my kiss, nipples jutting out in hard little points through her shirt. I want to take those lush tits in my mouth, suck and kiss the pert buds and make her squirm under me before I sink my cock into her heat.

      A shudder of longing runs through me. I have to stop thinking about fucking her—of claiming her. But she’s like an intoxicating drug, deadly and delicious. One hit of her to my system might mean the end of life as I know it, but it might also be completely worth it.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      Scots. Fucking Scots. That sexy motherfucker left me hot and bothered after kissing the life out of me on the street. Now what am I supposed to do? I’d thought seeing Tristan had pushed all else to the background of my thoughts, but the burly, tattooed and pierced shifter just threw his hat in the ring in a big fucking way.

      William is gone, in true William fashion. There’s a reason I’ve never taken him up on his offers. He’s a twat. The walk home is short anyway. I don’t have anything to worry about though. I’m sure I’ve got a shifter watching over me as I make my way to my flat.

      Helena and Gwen are sitting at our small dining room table, wineglasses in hand, tarot cards on the worn wood of the secondhand table.

      “She appears,” Helena says, holding up her glass before taking a long drink. “Come on, then. We’ve been waiting for you.”

      “Waiting? For what?”

      Gwen grins. “To read your cards, of course.”

      I roll my eyes. “I don’t want to read my bloody cards. I want to go to bed. I’ve had the most exhausting day.”

      “You’ve become such a bore since we helped Sariel. Are you still angry he found his love?” Helena asks. “You know, he never was going to be yours. Fallen angels are tricky that way. They fixate on one thing only.”

      “No. I’m not upset about him. I’m tired of having to work a job I hate, of having to pretend to be a human because our powers aren’t returning as fast as they should, and I’m tired of the constant search for a way to break this curse when we know it isn’t possible.”

      My ears pop as the air around us changes. Gwen’s eyes go wide and Helena’s hold a level of annoyance that can only mean one thing.

      A smooth masculine voice fills the room. “Witches, how nice to see you again.”

      Gabriel, the archangel, messenger of God, and general pain in the arse stands before us, his handsome face that of a statue carved from stone.

      I sigh. “Gabriel, what are you doing here? It’s nearly two in the bleeding morning.”

      Eyebrows arched, he sighs. “You’d think since I was the one to summon and reunite you three, there’d be more gratitude or adoration when I come to call.”

      “You brought us together to help Sariel, that doesn’t mean we owe you anything now. We did our jobs—all of them. Do you know how hard it was to kidnap Sariel’s woman and not tell him that was your plan all along? He could have killed any of us,” I say, reminding him of the danger we’d put ourselves in to serve the greater good.

      “I understand. But you didn’t die, did you?” He looks me up and down. I swear, he must practice his look of indifference in the mirror. “Now, I’m here for a reason, not just to grace you with my presence.”

      I fight the urge to roll my eyes. “And what, pray-tell is that?”

      “Calista. She’s up to something, but we can’t get eyes on her. She’s cloaked herself from all who seek her, not just angels.”

      Helena stiffens across from me. “All? How has she amassed so much power over the centuries?”

      “We fear she’s working with the remaining fallen and demons. If that’s the case, she’s lost. But we still have to stop her.”

      “And if you can’t find her, how are we supposed to?” Helena crosses her arms over her chest. “We can’t just magic ourselves to her or summon her if she’s blocking her location.”

      “There will be opportunities presented in the next week. I’ve got Devin and some others working on diminishing the demon population. In the meantime, build your power and do what you must to stay safe. We’ll need you for much more than your pretty faces when the time comes.”

      Helena snickers. “Still working with that vampire? I thought you hated him.”

      “I don’t hate anyone. Besides, he’s got years of misdeeds to atone for. What better way to use him?”

      I can’t contain my eye roll. “You know, if you were nicer, maybe you wouldn’t need to hold people’s souls hostage to get them to help you.”

      The archangel cocks a blond eyebrow and stares me down. “A strange suggestion coming from the witch who kidnapped a pregnant woman and tried to kill her. Jealousy doesn’t look good on you, Isolt.”

      My gut clenches at the memory of that time. I can’t deny I’d been cold, uncaring, but I’d spent so much time cursed because of that fallen angel, Sariel. It seemed so unfair for him to have found his love and be on the brink of happiness while we still suffered for helping him. Closing my eyes, I push back those dark thoughts. Gabriel is right, envy is a sin I’m not willing to let control me.

      “Thank you for the reminder, Gabriel. Tell me, did Sariel ever find out it was you who summoned us before he called on us for help with Lucifer?”

      His mouth presses into a tight line. But he doesn’t answer.

      “Ah, so that’s a no, then. I’d say we all have plenty to be sorry for.” I pour myself a glass of wine and raise it to my lips. “So, how are we supposed to build our power? It’s growing at an unusually slow pace. Almost as though it’s been blocked.”

      “Calista must be onto you. Prophecies and such can be so inconvenient when the wrong parties are privy to them.”

      God save me, dealing with angels is the most frustrating thing I’ve ever experienced. “And you’ve no way of stopping her? Nothing to help us?”

      He shrugs and sighs. “Sorry. That’s not really my area.”

      “And what is your area, Gabriel? It seems to me all you do is pop in and deliver bad news.”

      Pushing off the wall, he stands to his full height and looms over me. “I am the messenger of God. Unfortunately for you, your destiny breeds bad news. Perhaps one day, I’ll return to deliver you some good fortune. Until then, be thankful I’m bothering to be here at all.”

      Before I can respond, he vanishes, leaving me and my sisters staring at an empty wall.

      “I hate it when he shows up like that,” Gwen says.

      “I suppose we’d better work on getting back our powers so the next time he shows his pretty face, he offers good news.” Helena’s voice is curiously optimistic.

      Lifting my glass, I clink the rim with hers and Gwen’s. “Slainte.”
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      Izzy

      I turn the cardboard coaster over in my hands, staring at the phone number scrawled across the top. It’s been days since I saw Tristan, and this thing calls to me like a bloody talisman. Just a few digits, no name, nothing more than numbers in ink. But these hold the key to a box I’m not certain I want to open. Tristan is being given a chance at a new life. And it’s quite possible that life should be without me. After all, I was the cause of his suffering hundreds of years ago. The stories say we’d been the victims of a love potion and tragic circumstances. They were partially right. But just because the love was a lie, that doesn’t mean we didn’t feel every ounce.

      “What’s that?” Helena asks, her proximity making me jump.

      “Nothing. A customer gave me his number.”

      She laughs. “That’s not new. Although, they usually end up chucked in the bin rather than in your hands.”

      I don’t want to tell her about Tristan yet. I can’t face what I know she’ll tell me. That he’s dangerous. There’s a possibility he’s been brought back by God, but there’s also Calista to consider. “I liked this one. But, it doesn’t matter. You know as well as I, falling in love isn’t something any of us can risk.”

      “Which is why I wish you’d use your siren song. You and Gwen are missing out on some excellent sex without the entanglements of feelings.”

      I shake my head. “I’ve had a man love me because of magic once before. I’m not using my song to ensnare another.”

      Her eyes go gentle. “I know. I’m sorry.” She snatches the coaster from my hands. “Call him. Take a chance and have some fun with him.”

      Oh, if she only knew. My thoughts flit to the sexy Scottish shifter when I think of fun. He would be fun with no strings. That man stirs up plenty of feelings in me, none of them permanent. Tristan, though? I’d wanted forever with him.

      “Come on,” she says, gathering her long, dark hair up into a high ponytail. “I want to try something, but I need you to help.”

      I follow her into the living room where she’s set up a circle of salt poured on the table and a chalice in the center. “What’s this?”

      “I’m trying to set a protection spell for each of us beyond these four walls.”

      Gwen joins us, her expression dubious. “The last time you tried, you were in bed for three days.”

      “I know. But this time, I’ll have both of you to help me.”

      Taking a steadying breath, I position myself to her left and Gwen takes her seat on the right. We each take turns piercing our fingers and offering a single drop of blood in the wine filled glass. Then we link hands. Helena murmurs an unfamiliar incantation, and the two of us join in until we’re chanting in unison, soft whispers of ancient words. I can feel it building, the power, the magic. It’s working.

      My hair whips around in the wind we’ve created with the force of our spell. A hum of energy sings through my limbs, the vibration growing to a nearly impossible intensity. My teeth rattle, and the pressure in my head is stronger than I can handle. Something is wrong. This isn’t protection.

      “Helena,” I manage to whisper through the pain. “Stop.”

      Opening my eyes, I see a trail of blood coming from her nose and a look of intense pain on her face. But she’s not stopping. Her eyes are open, unseeing, power flowing through her, but it’s a forced power we’re drawing from somewhere we shouldn’t be accessing. It doesn’t belong to us.

      “Stop!” Gwen screams, breaking our connection and sending the three of us to the floor.

      My head is pounding, and when I wipe at the wetness on my upper lip, my hand comes away stained with blood.

      “Helena, what did you do?”

      She looks at me with desperate anger. “I’m trying anything I can. We can’t continue using up our power when the angels need us. How are we supposed to break the curse if we don’t have enough magic to find Calista?”

      “I don’t know, but stealing power from other covens isn’t the way to do this. Bloody hell, I could feel their anger.” I stand, pulling my sweater around me tighter. “And now, I have to go to work with a fucking migraine and bloody nose. Thanks a lot.”

      I can’t believe she lied to us, that she’d try something like this. She stands and tries to come to me, but I hold her off with an angry glare. I keep my limbs from trembling all the way to my room until I close the door and let the adrenaline take control. But only for a moment. Allowing myself to fall apart won’t do any good. I have to get to work, and I can’t do it with blood staining my clothes.

      My head still aches by the time I walk through the door to the pub. William isn’t here today, thank God for small favors. But my sexy Scot is. He’s parked on the same stool he’d been at when I first met him. I give him a flirty smile.

      “Hello there, beast. Can’t get enough of me, I see?”

      He smirks and tips back the last of his pint. “I suppose.”

      “Listen. I’ve had a really crap day. What do you think about taking me in the back and shagging me senseless to help me forget?”

      “Oh, aye, little witch. I can do that and more for you.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Grant

      My phone rings, vibrating across the glossy bar and tearing my gaze from the beautiful blonde in front of me. Letting out an annoyed breath, I leave my empty beer on the counter and make my way outside into the cool night air.

      “Lachlan, do you have any idea what you just pulled me away from?” I ask, disdain clear in my tone.

      My pack leader sighs and I can hear the distinct sound of him taking a deep drag on a cigarette. “The rest of the pack will be here soon, but I wanted to talk to you first since you’re out on watch.”

      Leaning against the brick facade of the pub, I work to fight the need to return to my blonde. She was interested, and I don’t plan to let this night end without her in my arms. “What’s going on?”

      “There’s been a development with the fallen angels.”

      We’ve been following the potential war between Heaven and Hell for years, staying in the shadows, ready to interfere if the vampires and the fallen angel Sariel, who’d aligned with the archangel Gabriel, failed. “Are we needed?”

      “Lucifer has been caged. It’s over…for now.”

      “Well, that’s a good thing. Why do you sound so grave?”

      “The Three have been reunited.”

      “The Three?”

      “Witches. Witches with more than enough power to end the world if they get the chance.”

      My skin crawls at the thought. “How did they get reunited?”

      “They provided the spell to imprison Lucifer. The archangel Gabriel brought them together so when Sariel needed them they’d have the power to help. He’s lucky they didn’t turn on him.”

      Annoyance races through me, making me ball my hands into fists. “And what do we have to do with it?”

      “We’ve been hired to take them out.”

      “But—“

      He doesn’t let me finish, instead his voice holds a sharp, scolding edge. “They helped—this time. They are notoriously self-serving and can’t be allowed to remain together. They've been reunited months now. Their power grows every day and soon, they’ll be unstoppable. We have to separate them, and kill them.”

      “And I suppose you want me to do this?”

      “Aye. You’re our best tracker and you’ve protected this pack better than most.”

      Nodding even though he can’t see me, I shove off the wall. “What do these Three look like?”

      “I’ve no clue. I’m sure you’ll find them together. Just be wary. They’re seductive and heartless.”

      “And the paycheck that goes along with this job?”

      “Substantial.”

      “Fine. I’ll get started right away.”

      “Good man.”

      I hang up and head back inside, already formulating my plan for these witches and I wonder if my beauty can help me find them.

      She’s waiting, seated at my stool, legs crossed at the knee, skirt high enough to showcase a generous view of toned thigh. I’ve been dreaming of this moment for close to a week now. Her scent draws me to her, begging me to drive myself inside her.

      “Come on, lass. Let’s get you feeling better.”

      I thread my fingers through hers and tug her against me. She doesn’t resist, her free hand sliding around my waist and under my shirt as we walk. God, I want her. I don’t care if she’s a witch. This woman is mine.

      Pressing her against the wall, I take her face between my hands and kiss her long and deep. Tasting her. I break the kiss and stare into her bronze eyes. “I’m going to fuck you, hard and fast.”

      She nods and groans when I run my palms down her neck and shoulders until I grip her hips and lift her. I ruck up her skirt, tear her knickers off her body and sink two fingers into her wet heat.

      “Holy fuck,” she cries.

      Holy fuck, indeed. She’s as perfect as I remember. My thumb caresses the swollen nub of her clit and she bucks against me. “Come on, lass. Give me your screams.”

      I’m hard as steel when she grips my cock through my jeans. She unfastens my belt and makes quick work of my zipper. But then she stops and her sex clenches around my fingers as she begins to orgasm. “Please, I need you. I want to come with you inside me.”

      Removing my fingers from her body, I free myself fully and drive inside her. It’s perfection. A feeling of rightness settles over me and in that instant, I know.

      Holding her face in my hands as I slide deep and pull back over and over, I stare into her startling bronze irises. I know what I’m going to find there and I’m not ready for it.

      “What are you doing?” she asks, her brow furrowing.

      “I’m claiming what’s bloody well mine.” My words come out a harsh growl, but I realized as soon as I sank inside her why I’m drawn to her, why she smells so fucking amazing. She’s meant for me. This beauty is my mate, and there’s nothing that will keep me from her now.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      Claiming what’s his? Bloody hell, shifters are crazy. Crazy hot. The intensity radiating from him heats my skin and sends arousal coursing through me as he thrusts deep and brings me close to orgasm.

      “Yours?” I manage to ask through a throat tight with need.

      Eyes so dark they look like obsidian burn me as he stares at me. “Aye, lass. I don’t care if you’re a damned witch. You’re mine.”

      He takes my breath away as he picks up speed and crushes his lips to mine. I’m falling over the cliff and headfirst into pleasure and from his groans, he’s right there with me. The feel of him growing harder inside me, filling me, makes my climax stretch for longer than seems possible. And then I realize we’re missing the safe part of safe sex. “Pull out. You’re not wearing a condom!”

      He groans, but removes himself from my body, spilling himself onto the ground beneath us. “Fuck,” he sighs.

      Still coming down from my high, I let out a shuddering breath as he sets me on my feet. His passionate gaze doesn’t leave me, not even for a second. I right my skirt and try to step aside in an attempt to put some room between us. He only holds me tighter. My nipples are hard little bullets betraying my desire as his fingers dig into my waist. “You mean for the night, right? Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, big guy.”

      I’m not lying when I call him big. He’s easily got a hundred pounds on me, maybe more. I can feel the ridges of his muscled chest through his shirt, my fingers seem to have a mind of their own as they trail across the broad expanse of his pectorals. Oh, he’s hot all right. Sure, I’ll be his. I’ll be his and he can be mine until the sun comes up. Then I’ll sneak off and move on with my life.

      His large palm slides up my side and under my shirt, the pad of his thumb grazing the soft and sensitive skin on my ribs. Goose bumps break out across my entire body, forcing me to fight a moan. I’d just let him take me in a fucking alley, but I want him again.

      He whispers, “A night? One night won’t be enough for us. I doubt an eternity would quench my thirst for you.” His swoon inducing words don’t help my resolve to walk away. Then he nips my ear and murmurs, “I can’t promise I’ll let you go after you’ve let me taste you.”

      The thought of his tongue between my legs makes me shiver. “That’s not what this is.”

      Cupping the side of my neck, he lowers his lips to mine, just a breath away from kissing me. “Come home with me.”

      God, I want him to kiss me again. I need it. What the hell is happening right now?

      Freeing myself from his grasp, I put some distance between us. This is too much too soon. “I’m not so sure that’s a good idea.”

      “Are you fucking kidding? I think it’s a bloody brilliant idea. You felt it, the same as me. We’re made for each other. You, me, nothing between us but skin and sweat. That’s the best idea I’ve ever heard.”

      My heart flips when he grins as he shoves his hands in his pockets. “You’re not seriously expecting me to leave with you right now?”

      “I’m hoping.”

      “I’m not looking for anything else from you. No names, no strings.”

      Eyes wide, he breaks out in a broad smirk, eyebrow cocked. “Oh, you’re a feisty lass, aren’t you? You can’t fight it. It’s already done. Let’s just cut through the pretense and get to it.”

      Shaking my head, I step back and cross my arms over my chest, desperate to hide my traitorous nipples. “Right, I think I’ve had about enough from you. Delectable as you appear, I’ve had enough crazy to last a lifetime. It’s been…interesting.”

      He frowns but doesn’t reach for me when I turn. As I walk away, I hear him mutter, “It’s been enlightening, mo leannan.”

      A shiver runs down my spine at the endearment. He basically called me his sweetheart. His. Fucking. Sweetheart. I don’t know the man. Spinning where I stand, I face him. “I’m not your lover. Not your sweetheart.”

      That roguish smile turns up his lips again, and he leans against the wall, casual and collected. “You will be. Just wait. I’ll be in your fantasies tonight, mo leannan. And you can be certain you’ll be in mine.”

      He pushes off the brick and takes two steps toward me, the pull between us magnetic as my body moves without my mind’s permission.

      “I think she’s trying to leave, beast.” Helena’s voice rings out behind us as she bursts through the door and into the alley. Gwen isn’t far behind. What the fuck are they doing here? Needing to escape these unsettling feelings I have toward him, I use my power and try to bind him where he stands, but I have none. His eyes widen as soon as he realizes what I attempted. Helena and Gwen add their power to the mix, and he stops moving, but only for a few seconds.

      “Witches,” he growls, fighting the spell as despair flashes over his features. “Three of you?”

      Helena and Gwen approach, each radiating fury. “That’s right, shifter.” Helena’s voice is measured and low.

      “Release me.” His rage permeates everything around him.

      “No, I think not,” I say. “Not until we’re well clear of you.”

      My friends grip my hands and tug me toward the door. My heart curiously lurching as he fades from view. Bloody hell, why would the blasted thing want him? He’s a Neanderthal. A sexy as fuck, Neanderthal, but still. I’m not about to be clubbed on the head and dragged back to his cave.

      “What in the name of God was that, Izzy?” Gwen asks as we rush through the bar and out the front door. The cool night air hits our skin, and the fog of pheromones clears as distance settles between the nameless man who’d been the fuck of my life.

      “I…I’ve no clue. He said I was his…”

      “Oh, fuck.” Helena’s whispered curse sends a wash of anticipation over me and I turn my head, following her gaze. But I know what I’ll see. I felt the moment he broke through the spell.

      He’s mere feet away, stalking across the path between the pub and my apartment.

      “Stop right there, Beast.” Helena’s hair whips around her face as the force of her power swirls around her and she hurls spell after spell at him. He doesn’t stop. Her magic—our magic isn’t working. Why isn’t it working? In fact, he snarls, his eyes glowing a feral gold as he catches up to us, tosses me over his shoulder and turns.

      “Hey! What the hell do you think you’re doing, you bastard?” I protest.

      “Let go of her!” Gwen shouts. “You can’t have her.”

      “You’re not going anywhere with her,” he growls, his voice nearly inhuman. “She’s my fucking mate. No one will keep me from her.”

      His mate? No. No way. I’m no one’s mate.

      Large hands gripping me, he holds me tight. I should be afraid of him. He’s acting insane, but I’m really just angry. Sliding me down so I’m cradled against his chest, he moves at an unnatural speed with me in his arms. He called me his mate. That’s bad. Shifters imprint almost instantly on their mates at first sight. But I’m not a shifter. He shouldn’t be able to imprint on me.

      Oh, bloody fucking hell.
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      Grant

      She’s in my arms and my panic is eased. I couldn’t stand for those witches to take my beauty from me. Not after I recognized who she is. Almost as though her soul were tattooed on my heart, pain had lanced the center of my chest and I knew. She’s my mate, but she’s also one of The Three. The three witches I’d been sent here to find.

      “Put me down,” she grumbles. Beauty is livid, that much is certain, but I can’t let her go. The beast in me won’t let that happen.

      “I’ll put you down when we’re somewhere safe.”

      “What are you talking about, you idiot? You’re the only thing making me feel unsafe.”

      As soon as I reach my car, I unlock the door and toss her into the passenger side. “Stay,” I order. Surprisingly, she does. Sliding into the driver’s seat, I lock the doors and start the engine, forcing myself to keep my eyes trained on the path ahead and not the fuming witch next to me.

      “Kidnapping is illegal.”

      “Aye.”

      “And you’re kidnapping me.”

      “Aye.”

      If she’s trying to convince me I’m doing something wrong, she’ll fail. I know I’m fucked. God almighty, the scent of her is driving me mad. My denim jeans are uncomfortably tight as my shaft hardens with every movement she makes. Rolling down the windows, I take a deep breath of the clear air and try to force her out of my system. It does little to ease my need for her.

      After over an hour of tense silence as I navigated the roads, she shifts in her seat and sighs.

      “They’ll find me, you know. And when they do…”

      “If they think to take you from me, they’ll fail. I’ll see you safe, mo leannan.”

      Sighing, she grumbles, “I was safe until some beast kidnapped me.”

      “No, you weren’t.”

      “How the fuck do you know, you daft arse?”

      Pulling my car into the driveway of my country home in Danbury, I frown. “Because I was sent to kill you.” Her eyes darken and that long blond hair swirls around her face. When the air pressure in the car changes, making my ears pop and my hairs stand on end, I hold up my hands, knowing she’s about to unleash a spell on me. “Wait. I can’t hurt you. Not now. Can’t you feel it? You’re meant for me.”

      “H—how? How is this happening? I can’t be mated to a bloody shifter. I’m a witch. Dammit, I can’t be mated to anyone.”

      Stepping out of the car, I walk around to her side and open the door. I hold out a hand, waiting patiently for her to take it. Her brow furrows and she refuses me, insisting on rising with no help. Stubborn lass.

      “Don’t make me throw you over my damned shoulder again.”

      “I’m not letting you drag me to your cave.”

      “I won’t drag you if you just use your fucking feet, woman.”

      Letting out a soft huff, she crosses her arms over her pert breasts and nods. “Fine then, lead the way, Beast.”

      I can’t help but smirk at the nickname. Soon she’ll understand, and then…she’ll be mine. But until that happens, I have to keep her hidden from my pack. They’re searching for three. If she’s with me, that protects the other two as well, and until I find out who hired us to kill these witches, I won’t be too eager to share their whereabouts with anyone.

      Unlocking the front door, I take her by the elbow and lead her inside. The contact makes desire race through me, but, contrary to her belief, I do have some self-control. I push aside the need to claim her fully as mine, and gently pull her into the living room.

      “This is my cave, as you so call it.”

      She cocks an eyebrow as she wrenches her arm from my grasp. “It’s surprisingly tidy.”

      “I’m not a complete animal.”

      “Ha-ha. I’ll believe it when I see it. Where are we? You drove so bloody fast I didn’t get a look at any signs.”

      Shaking my head, I tsk. “Now, now. What kind of kidnapper would I be if I told you that?”

      “I was hoping a stupid one.”

      “No luck. Come with me, I’ll show you to your room.”

      Hands on her hips, she laughs. “You mean, you’re not going to claim what’s bloody well yours?” She puts a thick Scottish brogue on the last as she repeats the words I’d said only hours earlier.

      The cheeky lass. “Oh, aye. I’ll claim you, again and again. But not until you’re begging me to have you, calling my name. And believe me, you will be.”

      “I don’t beg.”

      “You did in the alley. Now come on. Since you shot my plans to complete shite, I’ve got business to attend to.”

      Her eyes blaze with the need to argue, but she follows me up the stairs to one of the first of three guest rooms. “I won’t be calling out a name I don’t know,” she mutters.

      “Grant McTavish. Would you like to practice calling it out? I’ll wait.”

      A light laugh escapes her before she can stop herself. Then, she shakes her head and crosses her arms over her chest. “You live here alone?”

      Nodding, I open the door and watch as she walks inside, her full hips swaying with an allure that would kill a weaker man. “I used to live in Glasgow, but my…work brought me here.”

      Those copper irises lock onto mine. “Your work? You mean your pack?”

      “Aye.” The mention of my pack sends guilt through me. I’m betraying them, my family, with every moment I spend in her company.

      She settles on the bed, her fingers trailing over the dove gray coverlet. “And what is your pack going to think about your mate being a witch?”

      The thought of telling my pack alpha, Lachlan, about my beauty makes my skin crawl. “I’ve no clue.”

      “Liar. I can sense the fear in you.”

      “I don’t plan to tell them.”

      She laughs, her voice mesmerizing. “So, you’re just going to hold me captive, make me yours, and hide me away? Do I look like the kind of girl who’ll handle being sequestered?”

      No. She’s all fire and fury. A wicked little minx who’ll give me nothing but trouble. And I can’t wait to give it right back.

      “I can’t keep you here. I know that. But I’m hoping you’ll make the choice to stay after I show you what I’m offering. And, Beauty, I’m offering more than I’ve ever given anyone.” I hate the way my voice shakes at the admission, but I need her to know. It’s too late for me. I’m gone now that I’ve found her. Even if she never lets me inside her again, I’ll never want another.

      She holds my chains and it’s up to her to free me and let me have her completely, or to keep me a prisoner of her heart.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      Grant stands in the doorway to the room he’s said is mine, his whole body exuding a kind of raw, untamed desire. I have to admit, I feel it too. I felt it in the bar, in the alley, on the drive here, in every fluid movement of his large body. I’ve never been one to shy away from a good roll in the damned hay. But that’s just the lust talking. Because I can’t fall in love. The last thing I want is some supernatural imprint on my heart. I can’t be responsible for him, for his life, and for the heartbreak he’ll endure if he claims me only to lose me to my curse in less than a year. That's the very reason I didn't call Tristan.

      “Stop it, you great beast.”

      “Stop what?”

      “Staring at me like I’m your whole bloody world.”

      He blinks and shakes his head as if to clear his thoughts. “It’s the pheromones.”

      “What?”

      “A mated pair give off pheromones to encourage frequent…coupling.”

      Rolling my eyes, I sigh and walk as far away from him as I can. “There, should I open a window too? Would that help?”

      My gaze travels from his ruggedly handsome features, the chiseled jawline darkened by day old stubble, down to his muscular chest, until I find his belt. I don’t dare let myself linger between his legs because I’m sure, if I see a bulge, and I know I will, I may give in and let him take me. Just so I can say I made an informed decision either way.

      His posture stiffens as he watches me assess him. “I think that’d be best.”

      If I don’t move, I won’t be able to keep myself from touching him. His beautiful pouty lips beckon me to taste and tease. My phone rings as I lock eyes with him once more.

      “Hello?” I bite the word out like it’s something distasteful.

      “Are you okay? I can’t believe that wanker was able to break through my spell. Where are you?”

      My spine stiffens. “I’m fine, Hel. He—he’s taken me to his home.”

      “Well, get your tiny little arse out of there and come home. Do you need me to summon you?”

      I can tell he’s listening to every word of this conversation by the tense posture he maintains. His chiseled jaw tightens and a muscle pulses as he clenches his teeth. “No. It won’t work anyway. You don’t have that kind of power. Besides, he’s…not bad.”

      “What?” Helena’s incredulous tone isn’t surprising.

      “There’s more going on than him being a crazy fucker.”

      At that, he chuckles.

      “Like what? Is he holding you against your will? I swear I’ll have his balls for hood ornaments if he is.”

      “No, he’s not. Truly, Hel. He’s…protecting me.”

      Her scoff makes me fight a wince. “No. Fuck, you’re already brainwashed. He can’t keep you.”

      He steps a little closer, his warm, spicy scent making my head spin as he mutters, “The hell I can’t.”

      “Don’t worry about me. I’ll be home soon. But you need to know something.” I can’t tell her the damage has already been done, but I can’t let her walk around ignorant of the danger to her and Gwen.

      “What is it? Dammit, I don’t like this.”

      “Someone is after us.”

      His warm palm slide over my shoulders, and though I should be annoyed by his gesture of familiarity, I lean back into his touch. “Hang up the phone, mo leannan,” he whispers, his lips brushing my cheek.

      “What do you mean?” Helena asks.

      “He’s keeping me safe. But he was sent after us. Someone wants us dead.”

      “Calista.” The name hits me from Helena’s end of the line and sends a shiver over my entire body.

      “Possibly. You and Gwen need to lie low.”

      Grant pulls me against his hard body, his chest and hips pressing against my back. “I said, hang up the damned phone.”

      “Hel, I’ve got to go. Can you promise me you’ll stay hidden until we figure this out?”

      She grumbles an affirmative response and before I can say another word, Grant has the slim silver phone in his hand and ends the call. He turns me in his arms, tossing my cell phone onto the bed before his lips connect with mine.

      “I can’t go any longer without tasting your lips, Beauty,” he murmurs against my mouth.

      God, I don’t want him to stop. Why did I think we shouldn’t touch in the first place? As his big body engulfs mine, I just want more. I don’t need to worry about anything else with his arms around me. His skin on mine, his scent flooding my senses, his rock hard length pressing against my belly. Those are the only things I need.

      Pulling back, I shake my head to clear my mind. “No, this is the pheromone induced haze. It’s basically a godforsaken love potion. This. Isn’t. Real.”

      With a flare of my power, I push him away. Chest heaving as I pull open the window, I suck in as much clear air as I can, trying to reset my senses. So far, I’m no less keyed up. I’m a ball of need, ready to screw.

      “Why couldn’t you have been a simple one-night-stand, Grant?”

      He chuckles. “There’s nothing simple about me. I thought I made that perfectly clear.”

      Hands on my hips, I sigh. “That you did. Damn. I suppose I’ll be needing you to leave me be if I’m going to hold on to my dignity tonight.”

      “The only shame would be in us not sleeping together again, mo leannan. We should spend every night wrapped up in each other. Growing closer, letting our hearts guide us.”

      “Stop with the damn endearments. I’m not your sweetheart, your beauty, or your mate. The only part of my anatomy that will guide me to you is between my legs,” I say, a full body shiver rocking me at the thought. Jesus and all the saints, this man might ruin me.

      “You need to stop fighting the inevitable. You’re made for me. I’ll have you as my mate eventually.”

      “I’m a witch, you’re a shifter. It doesn’t work like that for me.”

      His dark eyebrows pull together. “You want me. I can feel it in your kiss. If I were to slide my hand between your legs, I’d find you as hot and needful as I am.”

      “Fuck,” I sigh.

      “That’s right, Beauty. I know you can feel what you do to me. And it’s only going to get worse. Put us both out of our misery and let me fuck you—again.”

      I take an involuntary step toward him but think better of my actions and summon every ounce of power I have. “Get out of my room, Grant. Or I’ll move you myself.”

      If I read him right, a hurt look crosses his face as he backs away and grips the doorknob. “Fine, witch. If you have need of me, I’m only down the hall. But fair warning, if you slide into bed with me because you find yourself scared in the night, I sleep naked.”

      He closes the door and I heave a sigh, willing myself to stop thinking about exactly what he looks like between the sheets.
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      Grant

      The damned witch has me wrapped around her delicate fingers, and there’s not a thing I can do about it. It took everything in me to stop kissing her in her bedroom. Honestly, if she’d let me, I would have laid her back on the bed, ripped her skirt from her body and torn her knickers to shreds in mere moments. Then…I’d have had her writhing in pleasure, screaming my name, and tangling her fingers in my hair as I made her come over and over.

      Biting back a groan as I try to think of anything but the little vixen in my guest room, I move slowly down the hall. But all I can taste is her lips, and the bonding scent between us grows stronger at the memory. My body just wants to finish what we started. Damn, I need to get off if I’m going to make it through the night with her just down the hall. My cock aches with the need for release. Fuck making it through the night. How am I going to handle the next few hours? The pull of her soul to mine is stronger than anything I’ve ever experienced. Over the years I’ve seen mated pairs go through this, but I never thought it was as intense as what my beauty and I are fighting.

      Fisting my length, I let out a soft puff of air at the thought of having her under me. I’ll have to take care of this problem if I’m going to be able to get any sleep. I glance around at the empty hallway and immediate shame rushes over me. I can’t stand out here holding my fucking cock. What if she comes out for a glass of water? As soon as I’m safely hidden behind the heavy wood door to my bedroom I tug my shirt over my head and stalk toward the attached bath. A shower. I need a fucking shower and some quality time with my hand. God knows I’ve got enough of my beauty stored in my memory to help me find my release.

      The hot water runs over my skin with a relentless pressure but instead of easing my tense muscles, it makes my body tingle as arousal courses through me. The recollection of her against me, pliant and wanting, has my cock straining and begging for attention. She didn’t deny what was between us. She wanted it as much as I until she let her head rule over her heart and slammed down a wall, trying to stop the inevitable.

      It’s then I realize I don’t even know her name. She’s my mate, set to be my heart and soul, and I’ve no clue who she really is. Maybe she’s right, and this is the equivalent of a love potion. All I know is the mated pairs in my pack spend the rest of their preternaturally long lives together. I don’t bloody love her, but the fact that we’re connected means I will in time.

      Unable to keep thoughts of her at bay, I slide my fingers over my thick length, the friction already building to a nearly unstoppable euphoria. I groan, louder than I should allow myself because she’ll hear me, but damn it if I don’t want her to. I want her to know what she can do to me with just a kiss.

      “Oh, fuck,” I moan when my soapy hand slides over my sensitive pierced crown. Bursts of pleasure shoot through me as I picture her hand on my shaft, fingers circling the ball of the barbell, her lips on mine, lush, firm breasts pressing against my naked chest.

      Without warning the bathroom door opens then slams shut, nearly sending me leaping out of my skin.

      “What the fuck?” I shout, cock still standing at attention.

      Beauty stands in the corner, blazing eyes locked on mine through the glass shower door, but her focus drifts down until she focuses on the head of my swollen length. She gasps.

      “What is it?” I smirk, knowing she likes what she sees.

      “You’re…pierced.”

      “Aye.”

      “I didn’t notice…before…” Then as though trying to erase the memory of being with me in the alley, she shakes her head and forces her eyes back to mine, anger burning in them. “There’s someone here. Another bloody shifter is in the house and you’re in here having a wank?”

      I’d blush if I were a weaker man, but I’ve got nothing to be ashamed of. And she knows it.

      “I wouldn’t need to be having a wank if you’d let me inside you again, Beauty.”

      She sighs and rolls her eyes, then grabs a towel and stalks across the bathroom. Her eyes glow, they fucking glow, as the glass door slides open without even a brush of her fingers. Before I can say a damn word, she chucks the towel at me and crosses her arms over her chest.

      “Cover your cock and get out. There’s another beast here and I need you to take care of him. One of you is plenty.”

      She does me the favor of turning around as I step free of the shower and wrap the white cotton around my waist. The towel does nothing to hide my hard-on. The only thing that’ll take care of this problem is her. I’ll take her cunt or her mouth, hell, even her hand will do.

      “Are you covered?” she asks, her breathy voice betraying her own arousal.

      “Aye. Are you sure you want me to be?”

      A tight laugh escapes her. I want to make her laugh again, to hear that sound fill my home. My hand reaches out without permission of my brain and in a second, I’ve slid my arm around her waist and pulled her backward until her rear is pressed against me.

      “Grant,” she sighs, leaning her head back until those blond curls of hers brush my skin. Silky tendrils tickle my taut belly and make my hardness swell even farther beneath the towel.

      “Let me have this,” I whisper, my hand sliding under her shirt and up, up, up, until I’m cupping one full, lace covered breast. My lips caress her neck, moving over her velvet-soft skin.

      “Oh God, yes.”

      Those words, uttered like a prayer, send me into a tailspin of desire. My mating instinct takes complete control and I bite down on her neck, marking her as mine. She cries out but doesn’t remove herself from my grasp, instead, her luscious arse rolls and presses against my shaft.

      “Grant? You up here, mate?” We still, both of us breathing hard as Lachlan’s deep voice floats under the crack between the door and the tile floor.

      I clear my throat, not letting go of my beauty. “Aye, just showering. I’ll be down in a minute.”

      He grunts and his heavy footfalls keep me on edge until I can hear him descending the stairs. Fuck. That was close.

      “I told you there was someone here,” Beauty hisses.

      “That you did, lass. You’d better stay put until the coast is clear. He likely won’t stay long, but if he finds you … he can’t find you. End of story.”

      She nods, settling on the closed toilet. A soft hum fills the room. It takes a moment before I realize it’s coming from her, until she vanishes.

      “Oh, bleeding hell.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      “Holy fuck, Izzy.” Helena’s surprised cry has me near tears as I materialize in the bathroom at my flat. She’s squeezed the toothpaste all over her hand and her eyes are wide with shock.

      “Sorry. It was kind of an emergency.” I’m woozy from using too much of my power. My head aches and limbs feel shaky, as though I’ve gone days without food.

      She narrows her gaze and assesses me as she wipes her hand clean. “I thought he wasn’t dangerous.”

      “I needed to hide. There’s another shifter at his place.”

      “You needed to get the fuck out of there anyway. Why would you stay?”

      “I’ve already told you, he’s keeping us all safe. It makes sense. Someone hired his pack to find us and kill us. They’re looking for The Three. Apparently, we’ve got a fancy name for ourselves. I’m sure it has something to do with our antics a few months ago in Seattle. Damn fallen angel dragging us in, making us choose sides.”

      She cocks an eyebrow. “Helping Sariel was the only choice, Izzy. We never truly side with Lucifer. Never.”

      Waving my hand in a dismissive gesture, I huff. “Well, I’m pretty sure that the angel left us with a price on our heads.”

      “Damn.” The curse is uttered under her breath, but I still hear it.

      “Grant can keep us out of sight for now. Until we figure this out.”

      Her eyes widen. “Oh, so we’re calling him Grant now?”

      I can’t fight my sigh. “That is his name.”

      Stepping toward me, she frowns as she reaches out for my neck, fingers brushing aside my hair. “Did he…he fucking marked you. Izzy, you let that beast mark you.”

      I flinch and bring my fingers up to the tender spot on my neck where he’d bitten me. The welts are there, distinct and disconcerting. But he hadn’t broken the skin. It hadn’t hurt. Not in the least. In fact, just the thought of it makes my nipples stand at attention. He’s done a lot more than mark me, but I don’t want to argue with her. “He thinks I’m his mate.”

      She laughs, harsh and bitter. “Pity for him. Does he know about the curse?”

      “I haven’t explained that part to him yet.”

      “Good. You won’t need to. We’ll pack up and get out of here. Somewhere he can’t find you. We’ll call up our magic and transport ourselves to Ireland. Ward a house, find Calista.”

      Frustration floods me. “We don’t have that kind of power right now. You know that. Besides, he’s not the one I need rescuing from.”

      “You’re doing him no good to string him along.”

      I shake my head. “I’ve told him I’m not his. I don’t see the harm in a little fun between the sheets though.”

      “As long as he understands you’re not devoting yourself to him forever.”

      “I don’t do forever. Never again will I hand my heart over to a man.” My thoughts drift to Tristan, to the love I thought I’d had.

      “You should still tell him.”

      She’s right. This isn’t fair to him. My stupid heart gives a curious pang at the thought of never seeing him again. My shoulders slump as I nod and fight the splitting headache between my eyes. “Fine. I’m going to bed, but tomorrow, we make a plan to get away. He’ll find me if we don’t.”

      My room seems cold and uninviting. Everything in me begs to be with Grant. I need to sleep it off. Shimmying out of my jeans, I climb into bed and pull back the thick quilt. When my head hits the pillow, I moan in a mixture of desire and frustration. The darkness soothes my aches, but my hair smells like Grant. All spicy man and insanely delicious. The mark he left on my neck throbs, sending waves of pleasure through me. Shit. As I burrow under the covers, I let out a soft sigh and inhale deeply.

      “Mmm, Grant,” I whisper as my hands trail down my belly and over my hips. I need some kind of relief after everything he’s put me through tonight.

      My fingers slip under my knickers, delving between my legs as I let myself imagine him bursting through the door. Rolling the hard marble of my clit with my middle finger, I gasp at the sparks of pleasure already collecting in my center. This won’t take long. Not with Grant in my head. I visualize him tearing the blanket from my body, crawling across the mattress, and gripping my ankles with strong hands. He pulls my clothing from me and before I can prepare myself his fingers are pumping inside me and his tongue laves my tender flesh.

      This fantasy might be the best one I’ve ever had. I whimper into the pillow next to me as my orgasm washes over me, curling my toes. Yes. Oh, yes. After all this is over, I know a certain beast who will be a frequent star of my naughty dreams.

      If I can’t keep him, I can at least fantasize about him.
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      Grant

      I can’t believe my beauty left me. She was there one second and gone the next. But she wears my mark now. Everyone who knows about shifters will understand and steer clear. She’s mine.

      “What’s wrong with you?” Lachlan asks as he fills his glass with yet another dram of my Glenfiddich 30. The bastard.

      “That’s not a scotch you should be drinking like water, Lachlan. If you’re looking to get pissed, I’ve some Irish whiskey in the cabinet.”

      He stares me down and tosses the drink back in one gulp. “This’ll do as well as any.” After he sets his glass down, he goes deadly silent. “What’s that delectable smell?”

      I stiffen. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “Sweet perfume. Much nicer than your scent.” A wide smile crosses his lips. “You’ve got a lass up there? I thought it smelled of something pretty when I came in. Bloody hell, why didn’t you tell me?”

      “I didn’t want you to think I’d been neglecting my duties.”

      Standing, he pulls on his leather jacket and zips it up. “One night between the sheets with a lass won’t be the difference between finding these damn witches and not. They’re out there, and we’ll take their heads before long.”

      A chill runs up my spine followed immediately by protective rage. No, we will do no such thing. But I can’t tell him that. Not yet.

      “Did you know they’re sirens? The stories say if you hear their song they can possess your heart, make you think you belong together.”

      “I didn’t know that.” The words come out a disbelieving murmur because now I feel sick. Played. Had she sung to me in the bar? I can’t bloody remember.

      Lachlan claps a hand on my shoulder. “I’ll leave you to your woman. Tomorrow we’ll meet with the pack. Rushton has a lead on them. He thinks they’re not far from here.”

      “Why kill them?”

      A bark of disbelieving laughter fills the air. “What?”

      “Why were we hired to kill them?”

      “How should I know? Your only question should be, how much do I get paid?”

      “And the client? Who are they?”

      He frowns. “Why are you so curious all of a sudden? You’ve never given two shits before. Do the bloody job and move on.”

      “There’s more here, I think. It’s never been three, and it’s never been witches.”

      “It’s a job. That’s all. Don’t start developing a conscience now.”

      Pulling his keys from his pocket, he heads for the front door and looks back at me with a lascivious grin. “Enjoy your lass, Grant. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      At the click of the door shutting, I listen intently to the quiet house. Is she here? Waiting? Throwing the deadbolt, I work to control my need before bolting up the stairs in search of her. But then I catch her scent and I know she didn’t leave me. I rush to her, bypassing her room completely. My heart lurches when I push open the door and find the room empty.

      My mate is gone and I’ve no way of finding her.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      The next morning I still feel the loss of Grant, which is bloody stupid. He’s someone I met only the night before. I don’t need him. I can’t need him. I pull on my robe and head out of my room in search of Gwen and Helena.

      “It’s not working. We need more power. Goddammit, we spent too much of our magic helping Sariel.” Helena’s voice carries through the small flat even though she’s whispering.

      “We put Lucifer in a prison. That’s more than helping Sariel. That was for the greater good.”

      I stride into the living room and stare at the two of them, a map spread out between them on the floor. Helena holds a dirk which is tipped in blood. “What the hell are you trying to do?”

      She shrugs. “Find a safe place to live.”

      “With blood magic? Forgive me for not trusting you. The last time you tried a spell, it was to steal the power of others.”

      “It’s more powerful than a spell.” She won’t look at me, her chin held high and defiant.

      Gwen clears her throat. “The spell didn’t work because you’re too weak.”

      I sigh and take my place on the floor beside her. Linking hands with both of them, I look at Helena. “Go on, then.”

      She closes her eyes and puts the tip of the blade in the center of the map, depositing a single drop of blood on the page before setting the knife aside. Then, after threading her fingers with Gwen’s, she murmurs an incantation and we all watch the crimson trail move across the page. It lands in the last place I ever expected.

      “Cornwall,” I whisper, and both of my sisters’ eyes dart to mine.

      “Izzy—” Gwen starts, but I hold up my hand, not wanting to rehash the details of my greatest loss.

      “Stop. It’s fine. That was lifetimes ago.”

      “What if it’s too much? I know if I had to return to…” Her face goes pale.

      “I said, it’s fine. Tristan is long dead and we need to get away from this place.” I don’t want to tell them Tristan is alive and well and right here in London. If anything, it would be better for me to get away from here and the temptation of both him…and Grant.

      “And we need to do it before that shifter comes sniffing around for you.” Helena’s voice is tight with worry. “If he thinks you’re his mate, he won’t stop until he gets you back.”

      I don’t want to be reminded of how I must’ve hurt him by leaving. I shouldn’t give a toss. Waving my hand, I rise and shake my head. “He’ll forget about me before long. I’m going to pack my things. We should leave as soon as possible. It’s a long way to Cornwall without magic.”

      Gwen shakes her head. “We have magic. We’re together. It won’t be hard.”

      Helena offers a derisive snort. “Are you kidding? We could barely do the simple incantation to find a safe place. How can you say we’ll be strong enough to transport ourselves to bloody Cornwall?”

      “We will. Give it time. Our strength grows by the minute. Can’t you feel it? Everything is better when we’re together.”

      She’s right. I can feel the power building. I don’t understand what it was that flipped the switch, but something happened from the time I met Grant to this moment to unlock our magic. “Something is changing.”

      Gwen nods. “It is.” Her normally soft and gentle face turns hard. “Gather your things. We have to be on our way. They’re coming for us.”

      A chill runs down my spine and I don’t question her. In minutes, I’ve a bag packed and the three of us stand in a circle together, hands joined as we whisper the spell which will take us to the place that holds memories of the tragic end of my first love.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Grant

      She’s not coming back. Goddamn bloody witches. My mate shouldn’t want to be separated from me. I should have changed her into a shifter right then and there. Ensured she’d stay and be mine. But no, I’d wanted to leave it to her. Give her time to come to trust me first, let her realize we’re destined. Even if I never see her again, I’ll never want another woman the way I want her.

      Running a hand through my hair, I let out a harsh growl and stare out the window into the night before me. I need to change, to shift and run, to see Lachlan and my pack, find out how much they know about her. If she doesn’t want me, I can at least keep her protected.

      In minutes, I’ve let my beast take over, my wolf-like form reveling in the freedom of running unbound. It won’t be a short journey, but I’ve got no one waiting for me at home. I find the peace of my wolf rather than the roiling anger and grief of losing my little witch.

      By the time I arrive at the pack compound, I’m more at ease but also questioning everything I know about my connection to her. Lachlan was probably right. She bewitched me with her song. Unfortunately, I don’t think it can be undone and I don’t even know her fucking name. But there are a few unmated females in my pack. Maybe I can work her out of my system before this night is over. Shifting to my human form, I stride, barefoot and naked to the door that leads to the shared home of the pack leader and his enforcers.

      This is a place I know well. The place I grew up. Lachlan has been like a father to me since he found me bitten and dying in the woods at six-years-old. But now, my loyalty has shifted to the one woman I shouldn’t want. I don’t know if I can look him in the eyes again and lie.

      The scent of tobacco and scotch hits my nose before I even take a step through the door. I know what I’ll find. The alpha surrounded by his most trusted pack members. Sure enough, Lachlan sits at the head of his dining table, a cigar in his hand and three of my pack mates with him. He’s all business, brow furrowed in concentration as Deacon gives him a briefing on what looks like a new client package.

      Rushton looks up from the set of knives he’s cleaning and smirks. “Ah, look who came home after a few nights of debauchery.” He waggles his eyebrows. “You finally tire of putting your cock to use?”

      I shrug. “Something like that.”

      Lachlan juts his chin toward the stairs. “Go get dressed and join us.”

      My ire grows with each chuckle from the dining room. He dismissed me like a fucking child. He returns his focus to the men at the table and as I ascend the stairs, I hear Rushton tell the group, “Grant found himself a willing woman.” It’s followed by cheers and laughter. These men have been like my brothers for longer than I can remember. Some of them in my life from the moment I’d been bitten. But we couldn’t be more different.

      I haven’t been here in months. In truth, I hated living in the same house as these men. I was never the pack kind. I like to check in once in a while, but Lachlan wants me to choose a woman, turn her, and add more wolves to our growing pack. I’ve never been interested in settling down until my witch found me. I don’t care if she bewitched me. The truth is, this witch is the first woman to make me feel anything beyond simple lust.

      Once I’m dressed in a pair of jeans and a plain T-shirt, I head back down. I need more information about these witches and I have to figure out how close Lachlan is to finding them. Something tells me he’s got more on them than what he’s shared with me.

      “There he is. You don’t look sated. What did you do with her? Tell me she’s not still in your bed.”

      I shake my head. “I’ve other things to tend to. Such as the witches. Do you have any information on their whereabouts?” My skin itches with the discomfort of lying to my alpha. But I know what he’ll do to her if he finds her.

      Lachlan lets out a bark of laughter. “What, since last night? No. Nothing’s changed. Those bitches must have some sort of protection spell going.”

      Something in my chest relaxes at that knowledge, even if she’s bewitched me, I can’t bear to think of him getting his hands on her.

      “That’s not entirely true,” Rushton says. My stomach churns at his words. “I tracked them to a flat in London, but when we got there, they’d cleared off. It doesn’t matter though, we’ll find them. They can’t hide forever.”

      I hope to God he’s wrong.
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      Izzy

      We’ve been in Cornwall three days and I still haven’t gotten Grant out of my system. I dream of his kisses and the roughness of his stubble on my skin every damn night. This morning I woke before the sun, my breasts aching for his touch and my hand between my legs in search of some relief. Instead of making myself a sleeping draught as I have the last few nights, I slip on some shoes and head out into the gray light of pre-dawn.

      The beach is empty as stars wink out of existence and the sky turns the warm colors of sunrise. It’s been so long since my feet touched these shores. Since the fateful moment I landed in this place with a love potion in my system, a besotted knight at my side, and a doomed marriage looming. The weight of my long buried memories nearly sends me to my knees. I thought I could handle being here, but now, I wonder if I’d been wrong. I need some clarity, some closure. But I’ve no clue how to get either. Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath, inhaling the salt of the sea air. I open my eyes and start forward, heading inland. I can’t be on this sand with the waves so close and not think of the painful circumstances a simple drink had sent me hurtling toward. I climb up an embankment, my feet finding purchase in the rough beach grass, and don’t stop until I’m at the top, standing over the expanse of shore with my gaze trained down the beach. Shops and homes dot the area, farms and roads, a modern township. If I think of this place as something different from the prison it had been in my past life, maybe I’ll be able to make a go of this. We don’t have to hide who we are this far from the pack’s reach. I can be free of Grant’s ridiculous notion that I’m his mate.

      The peaceful beach slowly becomes less of a harsh reminder of love gone wrong, and more a beacon of possibility. Here is where we can get the work done to find Calista and break the curse. This is the right thing to do. But Grant flashes in my mind, an unwelcome tugging at my heart.

      “Stop thinking about that damned beast,” I chastise myself.

      Shaking my head, I focus on a lone man jogging in the sand, his feet bare as he runs along the water’s edge. My heart stops at the sight of his familiar features. Tawny hair, chiseled features…it can’t be him.

      “Tristan?” I breathe his name and step forward just a fraction to get a better look at him. The earth under my feet gives way and I fall, sliding down the short cliff with a scream of surprise. My head connects with the sharp edge of a rock and blinding pain shoots through me. So, this is it. Taken down by him. I have a moment to think about his heated kisses and the whispered words of love I’d been stupid enough to believe. Then the world goes dark.

      My vision fades in and out as I slowly claw my way back to consciousness. Blinking hard a few times, I try to make sense of the dark shape blocking out the sun behind it. The blurry form of a man comes into focus and I groan. I’ve either got a serious head injury, I’m dead—again, or things just got a lot more complicated. Tristan hovers over me, his hand gentle as he brushes the hair away from my face.

      “It’s all right, darling. I’ve got you.”

      Darling? “What…what the bloody hell are you doing here?”

      He scoops me into his arms and before I can protest, I’m being carried down the beach. He feels the same. How is this happening? “You took quite a fall.”

      My gut clenches. This has to be a trick. Calista has found us, laid a trap. “Put me down. I’m not an invalid.”

      “Isolt, don’t—”

      “Put me down.” I give a flare of my power, power I shouldn’t be using if we’re going to be able to fight Calista, but it makes him set me on my feet. I hold out my hands, warning him off. “Get away from me.”

      His eyes go wide, and I see real fear in them. “Why are you doing this?”

      “How are you here?” I need to know. To hear it from his lips.

      He runs a hand through his hair and takes his lower lip between his teeth. God, he used to do that same thing any time we’d have a disagreement during our turbulent love affair, and I’d melt every time. Not this time. “I’m visiting my family. My mother lives here and I don’t get many chances to spend time with her. What are you doing here?”

      “I’m…on vacation.” My lie is thin and I’m sure he’ll see right through it, but it’s not like I can tell him I’m on the run from a pack of shifters and an evil witch who wants to see me dead.

      “Well, I’m glad you chose this place. I didn’t think I’d get to see you again after you didn’t phone me.”

      Shoving my hands into my hair, I let out a sigh. “I’m…it’s complicated.”

      He cocks his head. “Boyfriend?”

      How do I answer that? Grant isn’t my boyfriend. He’s…something though. “Not technically.”

      “So, you’re available?”

      My heart lurches. This was what I’d wanted to avoid. But those old feelings come rushing to the surface, clouded by thoughts of Grant. “I don’t…I don’t really know how to answer that.”

      I start walking away, but I hear him call out for me to wait. I won’t. He’s not something I can relive. But his hand wraps around my arm, stopping me. “Please, give me a chance. There’s something special between us. I can feel it.”

      I want to give in, to let him take me back to the brief time we were happy, but then all the hurt and loss comes rushing back to me. “I don’t think we should.”

      The breath leaves my body when he drops his lips to mine. The kiss is soft, tender, and everything I remember. When he pulls away and I stare into those blue eyes, I know I want him. But I want Grant too. “I think we should,” he says.

      I want to, but I flash back to our first life together. He’d said the same thing. My memories hadn’t returned by the time I’d met him, when I saved his life. I had a gift for healing, for knowing instinctively what ingredients to blend to offer comfort. It all made sense once my power was restored and my past lives unlocked. Unfortunately, by that point, Tristan and I had been under the potion’s spell far too long. The damage had been done, and when my identity returned and I learned the truth of my curse, I realized the depth of Calista’s hatred for me. Shaking my head to clear the fog of memories, I take a steadying breath. “I can’t do this.”

      “Why not? It would be so good between us. Even after one kiss, I can tell.”

      “Are you serious?” The incredulity in my tone is impossible to disguise. “We’re destined for tragedy.”

      “How?”

      I want to scream. “Tristan, I’m not the woman for you.”

      “I think you’re wrong.”

      He steps forward and cups my face in his large palm, but I flinch at his touch. “No. I’m not. This thing between us is headed toward heartbreak.”

      “I’d never hurt you.”

      “Pretty words and promises are the path to ruin.”

      The look in his eyes is genuine, but I know better than most that you can’t tell a person’s truth from their expression. He tries to pull me close again, but I shove him away and take off down the beach. I have to get away from this man. I need to tell my sisters, to figure out where we go from here. Obviously, Cornwall isn’t safe for us any longer.

      He doesn’t follow, thank God, but I’m shaken and I can’t fight the sting of tears in my eyes. By the time I’m safely behind the white fence of our seaside house, my heart hurts and the memories of my misplaced love come rushing back to knock me down.

      “We have to leave, right now,” I say as soon as I see Gwen.

      “He’s back.” She’s sitting on the garden bench, watching the waves. Her voice has that eerie tone that only comes from one of her visions.

      I swallow past the lump in my throat. “Who?” She could mean Tristan, but she could also be talking about Grant. A big part of me wants to see that tattooed beast of mine waiting in the house.

      “Tristan. Your lost knight.”

      “He’s not my knight.”

      “He was.”

      This isn’t helping a damn thing. “I met him weeks ago at the pub. And he’s here now. How is this possible? He was just a human man who got caught up in my web.”

      She stands and walks to the flowerbed before bending and pressing her palm to the earth. “This land is heavy with magic.” A sigh leaves her as she pulls what knowledge she can from the ground. “He was trapped here, waiting. His soul was tied to the Tristan stone.”

      What? The Tristan stone is something I’ve known about but never had the strength to visit. “His grave marker? Why?”

      With a slight shrug, she shakes her head. “It could be something Calista did, or…we know God gives second chances at true love.”

      “He’s not my true love,” I snap. “He was under a spell and I was fool enough not to see it until it was too late.”

      “Are you so sure? It seems to me you’re still suffering the effects of your love for him.”

      I blow out a disbelieving breath. “I don’t love him.” Do I?

      Her cheeks turn a soft shade of pink before she stands. “I know he was your greatest loss, but maybe this is your chance to reclaim him, heal your broken heart.”

      “Or, Calista is trying to find us by using my greatest heartbreak to throw us off guard.”

      Gwen threads her arm through the crook of my elbow and tugs me toward the front door. “We can’t leave until Helena returns.”

      “Where is she?”

      She rolls her eyes. “Making a deal with the devil.”

      “What?”

      “She’s found a small coven willing to help us break whatever it is that’s weakening our power. But, from what I know of them, they’ve been dark longer than they’ve been light.”

      Unease prickles along my spine. “I don’t like that.”

      “Neither do I. But, Helena does what she wants. Always has.” Releasing her hold on my arm, she wanders into the kitchen. “Come on. Let’s have a cup of tea and I’ll read your leaves. That will help you feel better about this new development.”

      “You know what the leaves will say. Death is on the horizon, blah, blah, blah.”

      She fights a smile before offering a chastening glance. “You don’t know that. Come on.”

      After the tea is brewed, we sit at the small circular table and Gwen ensures my teacup is situated with the handle pointing in my direction. I drink it down as we chat about nothing important. This works best when the person receiving the reading, in this case, me, is at ease. I’ve got a lot on my mind lately though. When there’s only a small amount of liquid left, I swirl the cup three times and turn it upside down onto the saucer.

      I flip the cup over and we stare into the bowl of the delicate porcelain.

      The center is empty, of course. That’s the space that indicates the future. I have no future beyond this year. But she points to the heart which sits on the side, close to the handle.

      “Love will find you soon.” Her voice is soft and soothing, but I don’t want to believe her. It’ll find me, and then I’ll lose it. Then she gasps and her eyes find mine. “Full moon,” she whispers.

      “What? I don’t see that.” I look into the cup and see nothing until she points to the obvious circle of white porcelain surrounded by the last remnants of liquid.

      “A romantic attachment. An elopement. This reading says nothing of death and everything about your love life.”

      My heart gives a squeeze and Grant flashes in my mind. I need him. I need this beast of a man to take away the confusion and stress of Tristan’s return.

      “Go on. Go visit him. I won’t tell Helena.”

      “Are you a mind reader now too?” I ask.

      She shakes her head. “No. But I know that look. I’ll call you when we need you.”

      Nodding, I smile and rush up the stairs. After taking a deep breath, I pull all my power to my chest and focus on Grant. His scent. His dark eyes. His warm lips. This time, when I use my magic, it doesn’t hurt. Maybe Helena had been successful. If so, we truly stand a chance at taking down Calista.

      If the tea leaves are right and love will find me soon, I need to be alive to keep it.
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      Izzy

      Wandering through the house, it becomes clear Grant is away. This was a mistake. I shouldn’t be here, leading him on, letting him think I’m his. I consider leaving, moving on and trying to rid myself of this attachment to him. But the front door opens and the heavy sound of boots hitting hardwood reaches my ears from my place in the kitchen, making my heart leap in excitement.

      A deep sigh followed by the clink of keys has me gripping the countertop. Maybe he won’t want to see me. I did leave him with nothing more than a case of blue balls three days ago.

      “I can smell you, little witch.” His voice caresses my skin and sends pleasure washing over me. But when he rounds the corner, I lose the ability to speak for a moment. He’s dressed in dark jeans and a tight gray Henley that does nothing to hide his toned chest.

      Clearing my throat, I hop onto the counter, trying for casual. “I thought I’d check in. See how things are going.”

      He drags his hand through his hair and groans. “How things are going? Are you having me on?”

      The stress in his voice gets to me more than it should. I don’t like knowing I’ve upset him. “What?”

      “It’s not safe out there for you.”

      “Oh, come off it. The pack won’t find me. I wear a glamor anytime I’m out and you are the one they sent to kill us. Here I am. Have you killed me yet?”

      He clenches his jaw and takes a long breath. “They found your flat. It’s only a matter of time before they find you wherever you went.”

      Stomach churning, I let that sink in. They’d been closer than I realized. We’re not strong enough yet to fend them off. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes, I’m bloody sure. But it’s not just that. You left with no trace. You’re my mate and you left me without giving me any indication you’d return. What if something had happened to you?”

      “I’m fine.” My words sound petulant even to my own ears. “And I’m not your mate. But I’d definitely like to fuck again.”

      Stalking across the room, he cups my face between his hands and claims my mouth in a searing kiss. The breath leaves my lungs and any thought of staying coolly neutral evaporates. He scoops me into his arms and carries me up the stairs.

      “I’ve no clue if you’re planning to leave me again, but I’m not going to let you leave without showing you how much I can give you.” The tension in his voice sends shivers across my skin. “Siren song or not. You’re mine.”

      Siren song? What is he on about? I want to ask, but he silences me with another kiss and I forget everything I was planning to say.

      He lays me out across his big bed and stands over me, his large frame and dark stare sending shivers of want through me.

      “Don't just stand there. You said you were going to show me how much you can give. Right now, you're giving me a whole load of nothing.” I try to keep the desperate need from my voice, but the slight twitch of his lips makes my thighs clench and I know it's obvious what he does to me.

      “Anticipation makes it all the more intense. Each time I touch you, I want you to beg me to keep going.”

      I scissor my legs and fight a groan of annoyance. This is so unnecessary. “I'll beg you right bloody now.”

      When I reach for him, he backs away. “You left me,” he says again. “Without a way to find or contact you. Without care for everything I've told you about our connection.”

      “The only connection we have is between the sheets. Stop it with all this mate nonsense. You can fuck me all you want, but I'm not yours.”

      His eyes flare an inhuman amber color. “You are.”

      Sitting up, I move to leave the bed and get out of his home. I am not going to let him sway me on this. “If you can't accept what I need, I'll be leaving.”

      “And what about me? I need to protect you. I need to provide for you. This isn’t something I can just… turn off.”

      I shake my head and stand. “This was a mistake. I need to go.”

      His big palm slides over my shoulder until it rests on the center of my chest. Warmth radiates through me at the contact. “I can't stop you, but I need to hear it from your lips. Tell me you don't want me, that you don't feel the need to be with me. Tell me that, and I'll let you be.”

      I open my mouth to say just that, but I can't. Nothing comes out other than a frustrated sigh.

      He grins. “Right, then.” That hand on my chest moves up until he cups my nape and pulls me close.

      Our lips crash together and now, instead of slow and teasing, we're on fire. His hardness presses against my belly and an ache takes hold between my legs. Why do I need this man so much? Because I’m his mate. The thought flies through my mind before I can stop it. No. I’m a witch, not a fucking shifter who can be controlled by some predestined bond. This isn’t true love and devotion. It’s the equivalent of a shifter love spell and I know it. But I’ll take all the orgasms he can give me until my time is up.

      Rough hands tangle in my hair as he devours my mouth and I just want more. More of this. More us. More Grant. My fingers play over his belt buckle, slipping the worn leather free of it’s binding until his fly is ready and available. Sliding the zipper down, I find what I want. Him, hard and ready for me. Heated skin meets my fingertips, a welcome distraction from thoughts of destiny and forever.

      “You can’t deny what we have, Beauty,” Grant says through a groan as I stroke him.

      I need him to stop talking. Sinking to my knees, I tug down his jeans and grip his shaft, pumping slowly. The muscles in his thighs tense and a bead of clear liquid shines at his tip. I can’t help myself. I lean in and run my tongue over the salty drop, making him release a guttural moan as he fists his hand in my hair. When I close my lips around him, he hisses and his hips buck. The ache between my legs intensifies and I can’t help but groan around his length at the thought of him being inside me.

      “Fuck,” he mutters, hips pumping in shallow thrusts as I suck him off. “I don’t want to finish inside your mouth. I need your cunt.” He pulls out of my mouth and grips my arms, tugging me until I’m standing before him. Dark gaze traveling over my form, he shakes his head. “You’re wearing far too much clothing.”

      I can’t help but laugh. “So are you.”

      Cocking an eyebrow, he grabs his shirt at the collar with both hands and tears the thin cotton down the middle. He’s all tattoos, piercings, and toned muscles. Arousal courses through me. I’ve never seen a man as handsome and dangerous as Grant. “Your turn, little witch.”

      I slip out of the top I’m wearing, quickly pulling the fabric over my head. My nipples tighten, either from the cool air or Grant’s heated gaze, I really don’t know. His large hands cup my breasts, causing sparks to race along my body. I shiver and lean into his touch, needing us to be closer still.

      “Please, Grant. I need you. God, I need you all the time.”

      A look of pure satisfaction crosses his face and I fight the urge to slap him. He did it. He got me to beg and to tell him how I crave him. But he doesn’t tease or taunt. Instead, my beast yanks my skirt over my hips, pushes me back onto the bed and tugs my knickers to the side.

      “You can have me.” His words are a harsh rasp pushed through desire as he fills me in one long thrust.

      If I thought I could avoid this man, I was wrong. With every stroke of his cock inside me, I climb toward something more powerful than I’ve ever thought I’d be ready for. Grant’s right. We could have something special. I just hope I don’t ruin him in the process.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Grant

      Beauty hums in her sleep, just soft melodies of comfort, but they speak to my need for her. I’m far too wrapped up in her and my thoughts feel clouded with desire and a deep aching longing. It’s not normal. Cold realization settles in my gut. They’re sirens. Lachlan’s words echo in my mind. The stories say if you hear their song they can possess your heart, make you think you belong together. Here I am, in my goddamned bed with a siren and she’s humming in her sleep. I’m a fool. Led around by my dick, I’ve walked right into her trap.

      But, God help me, it feels real.

      Sliding out of the bed, I pull on some clothes and head downstairs. There’s too much in my head and I need to be away from her if I’m going to get my thoughts straight. In the silent stillness of the wee hours, my thoughts are heavy with the weight of what she may have done. If she really caught me in her siren spell, am I missing out on my true mate? Perhaps she knew all along that my pack was coming after her and she sought me out in that blasted pub.

      I grab my phone off the charger and pull up my text messages. Scrolling through, I find Lachlan’s name and begin to type.

      I’ve got one. She’s here with me but I think she’s got me spellbound.

      My thumb hovers over the send key. I could tell him now, and this will be over. I’ll be free of her. But instinct screams at me that I’m wrong, that this is our destined path. What if I send this message and hand my mate over to be murdered? Just the thought of her suffering, dying, makes my chest tight with a sense of wrongness. I can’t do it. But I need to find out the truth. If I’m under her spell, I’ll make her release me.

      Even the thought of her in my bed makes me ache to go to her. I’ll savor these last few moments with her, and in the morning, reality will take over. Tossing my phone on the kitchen counter, I make my way upstairs, to the woman between my sheets, the one who holds my heart and soul in her hands, either by fate or by magic.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      I’m warm, downright cozy, and smiling when I wake. For a few beats, I forget where I am. My bed isn’t this soft, my sheets aren’t this nice, and I certainly shouldn’t have a broad shouldered, hulk of a Scot in here with me. But I do. Grant’s big hand cups my breast as he breathes deeply and holds me close. We’re bloody spooning. I don’t spoon. I don’t let men stay the night. But here we are, two spoons in the damned drawer. What’s more important about this scenario is, I fucking like it.

      “Don’t move a muscle, mo leannan.” His words are a rumble over my shoulder before I even attempt to slip out of his hold.

      “I just need the loo.”

      He sighs. “And just like that, the spell is broken.”

      My heart gives a lurch. Spell. That one word reminds me of so much more than my magic. It makes me think of the lies magic tells—of Tristan.

      “Let me free, you great beast.”

      Grant chuckles but releases me. “As you wish, Beauty.”

      I can feel his gaze on me as I walk around the bed and to the open bathroom door. My little knickers don’t do much to hide my ass, but surprisingly, he doesn’t utter a single comment. There’s a condom wrapper in the rubbish bin and I can’t stop my smile at the memory of him frowning at my insistence on protection. He has to finish inside me to seal our mate bond, so we’ll prevent that from happening. By the time I emerge, he’s gone, but the scent of freshly brewed tea floats through the house, beckoning me.

      He’s laid my jeans on the now neatly made bed. So, the shifter is a neat freak. That’s interesting. I dress quickly, eager to get some caffeine in my system. As I descend the stairs, I hear the morning news anchors chittering away and the scrape of dishes.

      “I can hear you over there, Witch.” God, the sound of him sends shivers through me. The good kind.

      “I can hear you too. You’re not exactly a ninja.”

      He laughs, making me rush around the corner in hopes of catching that smile. It’s there, reaching all the way up to his eyes and making my chest tighten in a way I haven’t experienced in a very long time. Handing me a plate, he gestures to the egg in a frame alongside beans and sausage.

      “Hungry?”

      I grin, I can’t help it. “Famished.”

      Without asking, he pours a mug of tea and sets it down on his rustic dining table across from his place setting. He doesn’t say anything else, just sits at the table and eats as I fill my own plate. His gaze follows me though. As if he’s suddenly unsure of me. When I settle across from him, he takes a slow sip from his cup.

      “Thank you for breakfast,” I offer, feeling more than a little awkward.

      “How’d you sleep?”

      “Like the dead.”

      I take a bite of my sausage, loving the flavor.

      “You’re too bloody trusting,” he grumbles.

      “What?”

      “I told you I was hired to kill you, and here you are, happily eating the food I might have poisoned.”

      My stomach feels a little ill at the prospect. But I see his truth. He wasn’t lying about not wanting to hurt me. “I’m your mate.”

      “Are you now?”

      “That’s what you said. What you kept saying over and over.”

      “And I want it to be true, but part of me wonders if you’re keeping me under some kind of spell. You are a witch, after all.”

      A spark of anger ignites in my chest. He thinks I’ve bewitched him? “I’m not that desperate for a shag.”

      “How do I know that?”

      I let out a slight huff. “You didn’t seem to be worried about it last night. Or at the pub.”

      His eyes flare with lust at the reminder of what we’d done in his bed.

      “The pub was before I knew you were a fucking siren. You’ve probably spellbound me. You’re leading me to my death.”

      My gut clenches but the cold lump in my chest turns to fiery anger at the implication. It’s not me who uses her siren ability. But if he thinks I’d try something like that on him, he’s wrong. “I wouldn’t waste my song on you.”

      Eyes blazing with fury, he pushes back his chair and stands to his full height. Dear God but the man is big. “You wouldn’t, would you? So tell me, witch, what kind of man would you rather have?”

      I stand as well, my small stature even more obvious against his large one. “Any other.”

      Should I goad a shifter who is clearly a little unhinged when it comes to me? Probably not. But, I’m dying in a year anyway. What have I got to lose?

      “And while we’re at it, I prefer blonds,” I toss at him.

      He runs a hand through his mussed dark hair and growls, a full blown, animal growl. “You didn’t when we first met.”

      “You were the first bloke I saw that night. I hadn’t even started searching for the right man to warm my bed and make me come.”

      Those big hands of his press on the top of the table. “You found me, lass.”

      “And yet, you had to kidnap me.” I back away slowly, ready to throw a protection spell. “And you left me highly unsatisfied.”

      His jaw clenches and his knuckles turn white. The wood tabletop creaking under the strain. “That’s not how I remember it.”

      The man has some serious balls. He knows what I am, which means he has some idea of what I can do to him.

      “I think we’re done here,” I say, tossing my hair over one shoulder as I turn away from his burning stare. “It was a mistake to come back.” Catching sight of my handbag on the kitchen counter, I snatch it with one hand and head for the front door, but my purse knocks his phone to the floor in the process. I pick up the device on reflex and hit the home button. An unsent text message is the first thing I see. A message to Lachlan. Giving me up—to him.

      I can feel stress rolling off Grant in waves. “Give me that,” he says, his voice low and deadly.

      “You…lied to me. I knew I shouldn’t believe you. I knew it.”

      “What? No. I never lied. You’re the one who lied. Using your witchy wiles on me. Bewitching me.”

      I toss his phone at his face and turn on my heel, bolting for the door. I don’t have enough power to send myself home, but I can get as far away as my feet will take me.

      My hand is on the doorknob, pulling the heavy wood open as his footsteps grow closer. Slow, measured, easy. He’s not in a rush, and that infuriates me. Does he think I won’t be able to leave? Does the bloody bastard think I’m that easy?

      The fresh air hits me, smelling of grass, and vaguely, cow shit. We’re in the countryside. I suspected as much, but now that I see the open space around us, I’m sure of it.

      “You can’t be out here alone, Beauty.”

      I continue walking, not looking back at him. “Why does it matter? You’re giving me over to your pack. Why not just kill me while I slept?”

      “No. I wouldn’t do that. I can’t.”

      Anger has me clenching my jaw. “You nearly did. What was that text all about?”

      “You have to admit this is suspicious. You’re right, witches and shifters don’t mate. And last night…you were singing in your sleep. Winding your spell around my heart. I could feel my need for you growing with every note.”

      “That’s bloody ridiculous.” I sigh, wanting to tell him why it’s ridiculous but knowing he won’t listen or believe me. “Now leave me be, or kill me, Beast.”

      He shakes his head. “No. I’m not going to kill an innocent woman. But if you leave here, you’ll be found.”

      Summoning my power, I close my eyes and murmur a soft incantation under my breath as I invoke a glamor spell to change my appearance. Now I look like a ninety-year-old woman, wispy white hair, wrinkles, and all. I even throw in a hunched back and cataracts to make it look really spot on.

      Turning to face him, I smile. “No one will know me here. Especially not like this.”

      A confused expression furrows his brow as he stares at me. A grin turns up the corner of his mouth and the man shoves his hands in his pockets. “Like what? You’re fucking fit, lass.”

      “Fit?” Laughter colors the word. “Maybe that doesn’t mean what you think it means. Old ladies are typically not described as fit.”

      “What are you on about? You’re as gorgeous as ever.” I swear, he lets his hips lead him across the grass.

      “No. What do I look like to you?”

      He takes his lower lip between his teeth and steps a little closer. “Long blond waves I’d like to wrap my hands in, perfect full tits, an arse I’d love to spank as I bent you over my bed.”

      Everything below my waist tightens in anticipation of what he just said. Yes, I’d love that too. But, then the realization that my magic isn’t working makes worry take hold. “I don’t understand.”  Glancing down at my hands, I see what I’m supposed to. Paper thin skin, wrinkles, arthritis. It should be working.

      “I’ve made no secret of my desire for you. Why are you surprised now?”

      “I shouldn’t look like that. Not now. I’m wearing a glamor.”

      He cocks his pierced eyebrow, the silver barbell glinting in the sunlight. “Seems to me, your spells are useless. You’re as gorgeous as ever.”

      Bugger.
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      Grant

      My little witch stands in front of me, her jaw set, breaths coming in slight pants, and desire filling her eyes. She wants me, but she’s not going to admit it without a fight. There’s a fire in her and it only serves to amplify my need.

      “So,” she begins, holding up a finger. “So, that means if I can’t use even a simple glamor to fool you, I couldn’t possibly have you under the thrall of my siren song.” A grin twists her lips. She looks smug. Like she’s just won a long game of chess. “Besides, it’s Helena who is the siren. I don’t use my song--ever.”

      That kills my smirk. “What?”

      “Sorry to disappoint. I’m not a siren, at least not a practicing one. So, you can just turn that accusing finger right back around. I did nothing. This is all your crazy shifter magic. If anyone did a love spell, it was you.”

      She’s right. “So we’re back to you being mine because of fate.”

      She frowns. “It’s not real.”

      Reaching out to her, I run my fingertips up her arm. “Is it really such a terrible thing? Most people never find a partner they can trust will never betray them.”

      To my surprise, tears swim in her eyes when she looks up at me. “Knowing you’ll be devoted to me until death is the worst thing I could have gotten from you.”

      Hurt settles in my chest, a cold burn that spreads through me. “It will be the best thing. You and me, the bond between us, will be more than you could ever imagine.”

      I can’t let her see beyond my statement. She’ll come to me or she won’t. Either way, I’ll protect her until my last breath. Turning, I move to walk toward the house.

      “It would be terrible…” Her soft voice stops me, but I refuse to look at her again.

      “I’m not a dolt, lass. I understand.”

      Her small hand rests on my shoulder, turning me to her once more. “It would be terrible because I’ll be dead in less than a year.”

      My gut clenches at the thought. “No, that’s not true. How can you know that?”

      “Trust me. I know.”

      Hands sliding over her shoulders until I cup her face, I search her expression for some reason this would be possible. “How? You aren’t ill, are you?”

      “In a manner of speaking.”

      “Dammit, witch. Tell me now, and tell me true.”

      Taking my hands from her face, she tugs gently as she walks toward the bench near the rose garden. “Sit. This might take a while.”

      Nodding, I settle down beside her and wait.

      “How should I begin this?” she asks herself. “I’ve never told my story to anyone.”

      “Tell me. I need to understand.”

      “It begins thousands of years ago. What do you know of the fallen?”

      My back stiffens. “The angels? They’re all demons now. Servants of Lucifer.”

      With a shake of her head, she sighs. “Not all. Before the fall, my sister witches and I helped an archangel. We gave him a spell. A way to hide from his brothers. Sariel fell from heaven because he found his love. She was a human woman. Forbidden.”

      “Before the fall? That was…”

      “As I said, thousands of years ago.”

      “How are you still alive? Witches aren’t immortals.”

      “I’m getting to that,” she says. A winsome smile turns up her lips. “We did our part, he gave us a gift, but we ended up cursed. Our coven leader was angry that we interfered in the forces of Heaven.” Heaving a shuddering breath, she tangles her fingers together tight enough to make the knuckles white. “She cursed us to be reborn, over and over with the inability to live beyond the age we were when we died for the first time.”

      “And how old were you—“

      “The Great Flood came when we were each twenty-seven. I’m twenty-six.”

      My chest is so tight I worry I might be having a heart attack. This is much more information than I anticipated.

      “I’ve lived many lives. And unless we kill our coven leader, I’ll be forced to live many more. It’s a guarantee I’ll be dead sooner rather than later.”

      The hell it is. She’s not dying on my watch. We’ll kill her coven leader together as soon as possible. “It’s not a guarantee. You’re mine and I’ll not have some craggy old witch take you from me.”

      There’s worry in her eyes, but I see a spark of hope in their depths as well. “You are a stubborn beast.”

      “Aye. Stubborn and determined. A deadly combination.”

      She sighs again, but this time she takes my hand and rises. “Come on, then. Let’s get inside.”

      I think she expects me to offer her some sort of innuendo, or even try to get into her knickers, but now’s not the time. All I can do is nod and follow, knowing this ethereal beauty has my heart in her very powerful hands whether she wants it or not.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      Grant’s large palm is warm in mine. His thumb runs a trail over my wrist as we walk through the door and into the living room. Each pass of his skin over mine makes tingles spread along my arm. I couldn’t ignore the man, not after the pain that flashed across his features at my rejection. Especially since my heart wants nothing more than to let him in. My head is another matter.

      “So, mo leannan, are you going to tell me your name?” His voice is a caress against the nape of my neck.

      I stiffen. Names are hard. They’re special and sacred. It’s why I’ve always changed mine back after my memories returned. Isolt is the name my mother gave me. It’s the name I should always bear.

      “Come on. I can’t keep calling you Beauty forever,” he presses.

      Settling on the couch, I wait for him to join me, but he just stands over me, his long, broad body looming.

      “You can call me Izzy.”

      He cocks that pierced eyebrow and gives me a dubious look. “Short for?”

      Sighing, I toy with my hair as I convince myself to tell him. “Isolt.”

      Both brows raise in surprise. “That’s not one I’ve heard often used. Is it like from the story?”

      Anxiety fills my chest, singing through my body. “Which story?” I don’t want to talk about this.

      “Tristan and Isolt. The legend. The Irish princess, the knight, you know.”

      Flicking my gaze at the empty fireplace, I bite my lower lip, considering my options. Truth, or lie? My heart chooses truth. “It’s not a story.”

      “You? No. You’re Isolt?”

      “The true story is…different from the versions made popular in books and movies.”

      The couch dips as he sits next to me. “I’m listening.”

      “Tristan was…handsome.” His shoulders tense, jealousy rearing its head already. “This isn’t going to work if you are already angry.”

      Bowing his head, he takes a deep breath. “Sorry. Instinct. You’re mine, Izzy. Any mention of you being with another man is going to get to me.”

      “Okay, so I’ll give the abbreviated version. We aren’t born with memories of our past lives. Those come rushing back around age eighteen or so. I hadn’t seen my coven sisters in hundreds of years, despite searching. I found Tristan in much the same way as the legend tells it. I’d been betrothed at a young age and was sent off to be wed. I didn’t want to marry my future husband, after all, I’d never met the man. On the ship, I was accompanied by Tristan. He had been sent to escort me from my home as my protector. Seeing my nerves had gotten the better of me, he poured us each a goblet of wine. What we didn’t know was my maid had betrayed me. I’m sure now she was Calista in disguise. She filled the wine with a powerful love potion.”

      “And you drank?”

      Nodding, I twine my fingers together before continuing. “It was instant and devastating. He became obsessed, and I was a fool who fancied herself in love with the beautiful knight.”

      “And were you?” The break in his voice makes my chest ache. “In love with him?”

      Shaking my head, I heave a sigh and turn to face him. “I was. And that’s why I can’t trust this thing between us. Your mating bond is the same as a love potion. It’s not real. But can still break our hearts.”

      His gaze softens as he stares into my eyes. “I need you to understand, being mated to me doesn’t mean you have to love me. But now that we’re connected, I’ll never leave, I’ll die with you, I’ll fight for you, and I’ll do everything in my power to keep you alive, curse or no curse.”

      I shoot to my feet, unable to stand his pity, his misplaced devotion. “No. I don’t want that. I don’t want anyone to die because of me. I should go. Helena and Gwen can help me figure out a spell to break our bond.”

      Strong hands wrap around my wrists, pulling gently until I sit next to him again. “It is done, Isolt. You and I are joined and there is nothing that will break that. No magic can interfere with a mate bond. It’s time to accept it and the truth of our situation. You can’t rid yourself of me.”

      Deep in my mind I know he’s right. Mated shifter pairs are never separated, not even by death. They go together. But I’m no shifter—and we’ll never be fully bonded.

      “I’m not one of your pack, Grant. I’m a witch. We’re practically a different species.”

      His gaze turns heated as he leans in and runs his hand over my chest until his palm rests over my heart. Then he takes mine and places it over his. “Our hearts are beating together. Our bodies beg to be joined. Our souls are only at ease when we’re near each other.”

      Homing in on the thrum of my pulse and the feel of his heartbeat, I feel it too. Twined souls. “I can’t give you even a fraction of the time you deserve,” I say.

      “You can give me everything you have. That’s all I ask. We can have a life, a family.”

      “We can’t have children. Even if we break the curse. We’re not compatible that way.”

      His brow furrows. “How do you know that? You could already be carrying my bairn.”

      That makes me laugh a little nervously. “No. Not possible. Witch—shifter. We don’t blend,” I say pointing to myself and then him.

      “Just because it’s never happened, that doesn’t mean it won’t.”

      The thought of having a baby with this man makes me equal parts terrified and aroused. It must be the wretched pheromones at work again. He slides a little closer to me, his lips descending to mine before I can stop him. The moment our bodies connect, I forget about the reasons we can’t be together and focus on the reasons we should.

      “I don’t want that. I don’t want you for more than sex. We can have a good time, screw our brains out, and when this is over, we’ll both move on.”

      “It’ll be damn fun trying to prove you wrong, lovely Isolt.” His husky voice sends need racing through my body. “I’m going to spend every night of our time together trying to do just that.”

      He’s right. It’ll be fun. Impossible, but fun.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Grant

      Isolt offers the barest hint of a smile at my words, but it fills me with immense pride. I don’t care if we can’t have a family. All I need is her. Her scent, her body, her presence. I may never earn her heart, but it doesn’t matter as long as she’s here. As I lie her back on the couch, her beautiful eyes never leave mine. They sparkle with unshed tears. For all her sass and defiance, she’s vulnerable. Dropping my head, I trail soft kisses from the valley between her breasts up to her neck, stopping to nip and suck as her breathing changes from sighs to pants. Her hands slide over my back and up until her fingers tangle in my hair. Fuck, she’s everything I didn’t know I’d been missing.

      I fit my hips between her legs, praying for some friction against my straining erection. Even a little movement might offer some relief. Her little moans tell me she wants this just as much as I do.

      “Isolt, my beauty, let me take you again. It’s doing us no good to deny ourselves.”

      “Call me Izzy, please? The last man who called me Isolt died of a broken heart.”

      “You’re mine, Izzy, no matter your name.”

      Her lips connect with mine again and she breathes my name on a sigh as she kisses me. That’s a yes, even without the word. Grinding my length against her center, I groan at the sensation. My hand snakes under her top, finding a bare breast under the thin fabric, her nipple a hard little bullet.

      The air around us changes, the pressure making my ears pop. Is she doing a spell? Why now?

      A masculine cough sounds from behind us, making me jerk to a defensive position. A tall man with blond hair and a face which could be chiseled from stone is standing not five feet from us, an open paperback novel in his hand.

      “Who the fuck are you and what are you doing in my house?”

      He raises his eyebrows but doesn’t look at me. “I’ll let you finish. Just let me know when you’re done.”

      “Gabriel,” Izzy cries.

      My focus snaps back to her as she scoots out from under me and rights her clothes. “You know this guy?” I can’t keep the anger out of my voice.

      “We’ve…spoken a few times.”

      “And why the fuck is he here?”

      Gabriel chuckles and tucks the novel into his back pocket. “Allow me to introduce myself. I am Gabriel, messenger of God.”

      My jaw drops as I take in his words. “You’re mad. The messenger of God wouldn’t bother coming to me.”

      He rolls his eyes and sighs. “Ye of little faith,” he mutters. But then the lights dim and bright white wings tipped in gold extend behind him, their light nearly blinding me.

      “Holy mother of God.”

      “Yes, yes, can we move on now?” His tone betrays his annoyance.

      “Why are you here, Gabriel?” Izzy asks.

      “I’m here because of you two.”

      She stands and cocks one hand on her hip. “Like to watch?”

      A look of distaste flashes over the angel. “No, thank you. It’s all well and good you’ve found each other, but you need to be with Helena and Gwen in order for your strength to fully return.”

      The thought of her leaving me makes my stomach turn. “She’s not going anywhere without me, Feathers.”

      Gabriel clenches his jaw. “The last being to call me that ended up as Lucifer’s plaything until his woman intervened.”

      “Don’t flatter yourself, Gabriel. You had nothing to do with that.” Izzy’s amused tone is curious and I wonder how much they’ve been through together.

      Standing a little taller, he raises his chin in a defiant gesture. “She can stay with you, but the others must be with her. There is much more coming before the end of this life, witch. You and your sisters are going to be needed.”

      She shakes her head. “What? Gwen hasn’t seen any of this.”

      “The seer’s powers are limited to what will be in all certainty. The outcome of this fight isn’t predestined. All I can safely say is that you’ll be part of it.” He trains his piercing gaze on me. “You and your mate.”

      “Can’t you just…angel magic them here?” she asks, waving her hands erratically.

      “And expend some of my valuable energy for something that you can take care of just as easily?”

      “Fine, I’ll bring them here. Is there anything else you need, Gabriel? We were in the middle of something.” Izzy slides her hand across my ass and into my back pocket. Holy fuck, this woman.

      Shaking his head, he mutters, “Lust. I’ll never understand it.”

      “Goodbye, Gabriel. “ Izzy’s hand grips my arse hard as the angel disappears before my eyes.

      “Did that just fucking happen?” I ask, staring at the empty space where he’d just been standing.

      “It did. There’s a big part of me that hates that angel.”

      “Why? I thought the angels were the good guys.”

      “They’re good. That doesn’t mean they’re not arseholes.”

      At the moment, my cock rapidly rising and my need for her building from a flickering flame to a blaze, I’m desperate to change the subject. I don’t want to call her sisters. I don’t want anyone else in my house. All I want is to strip her bare and have her on every surface of my home.

      “Where were we?” I murmur against her hair.

      That wicked hand of hers slides out of my pocket and down the front of my jeans. In the space between my breaths, she has my length encircled by her fingers and is sliding up and down. “We weren’t nearly close enough to the orgasm I wanted you to give me.”

      Laughing, I cradle the back of her head and pull her closer. “I’m going to make you come all fucking day.”

      “Promise?” she whispers.

      “Aye.”

      Scooping her into my arms, I kiss her hard as I hold onto her for dear life. As I walk us toward the stairs, she breaks the connection between our lips.

      “Grant?”

      “Yes, Beauty.”

      “Don’t fall in love with me.”

      “That’s not a promise I can make.”

      Sadness radiates from her. “Try your hardest.”

      Nodding, I press a kiss to her forehead. “Aye.”
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      Izzy

      The weight of Grant’s eyes on me sends shivers along my spine as I ascend the stairs. I shouldn’t allow myself to be so bloody distracted by the man, but God almighty, he’s the best lover I’ve ever had. And, with as many lives as I’ve lived, that’s saying something. His rough hands encircle my waist the moment we reach the top of the stairs and he spins me around to face him.

      “Give me your mouth, lass,” he mutters, closing the distance between our lips and lifting me up until I wrap my legs around him.

      He’s all tongue and teeth, moans and ragged breaths against my lips. I need him like I need air and food and sunshine. I want nothing more than for him to sink deep inside me and bring me pleasure right the fuck now. With a swift kick, the bedroom door is open and he’s walking us toward his large bed. Breaking the kiss, I grind myself against his hardness and take his ear between my teeth, murmuring, “Now, Grant. I need you right now.”

      He lays me out across the quilt and steps back to admire what he’s done to me. “You’re so beautiful like that. At my mercy, all worked up.”

      I squirm under his gaze, but he doesn’t make me wait long. His long fingers find the waistband of my jeans and with a few practiced movements, he’s unfastened them and is tugging them down my hips, taking my knickers with them. His hands slide back up my legs, spreading my thighs as he kneels on the floor. “Such a pretty pussy,” he says before running a finger over my lips and sinking it deep inside my heat. “Is all this wetness for me?”

      All I can do is nod. I want him to keep touching me.

      His lips trail hot kisses up my inner thigh as his finger keeps sliding in and out of me. Oh, God, I’m going to combust. “Grant, please,” I beg.

      When he closes his mouth around my aching clit, I nearly buck off the bed. Pleasure bursts behind my closed eyelids and my hands dive into his hair, gripping hard enough to make him grunt in pain. I don’t care, though. He adds a second finger and begins curling them, massaging the hidden spot inside me that sends me careening over the edge from ecstasy to blinding euphoria. I scream his name, coming over and over because he doesn’t stop. He eats me like I’m his last meal and I’m helpless to get away. My legs tremble uncontrollably as the orgasms continue and then finally he relents, his fingers leaving my body at the same time he releases my clit from between his lips.

      “So, this is how you’re going to kill me?” I ask.

      He smirks and shakes his head. “I said I was going to make you come all day. I’m no liar.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Standing outside the door to our small house in Cornwall, I fight the desire to drop my glamor before I enter. I can’t risk being seen by anyone, but my sisters won’t know I’m using magic to disguise myself. They’ll see a stranger, a threat, and they might fight me off before I can dissolve the damn spell. I reach for the doorknob, about to produce my key, but I rethink my strategy. Raising my fist, I deliver three sharp raps to the heavy door.

      I sense it the moment the wards are strengthened. One or both of them stand on the other side, ready for a confrontation. I’ve taken on the guise of Galen Turner, a tall handsome man we’d been introduced to when we were summoned together. This was solely in hopes of them recognizing me. Now, as I stand here, uncomfortable in the form of the Irishman, I shift from foot to foot and sigh.

      “What in the bloody hell is this?” Helena asks through the door. She must be peering through the peephole.

      “Let me in, woman. I’ve got business with you.” My voice is unfamiliarly masculine as I’ve taken on his timbre.

      “You’ve no business with me, Galen. I think you should go home—to your wife.”

      Oh, the stupid witch. “Just open the damn door. I need to talk to you. Besides, The Bachelor is on in fifteen minutes.” It sounds daft coming from him, but I know the statement will change her understanding of the situation.

      The door swings open and I’m pulled over the threshold without a second’s hesitation. No sooner than my feet are inside the entryway does the sound of the slamming wood reverberates through the flat.

      Shaking off the spell, I roll my neck and sigh as my own body greets me like an old friend. That’s better. I’ve never taken the form of a man before and I won’t do it again.

      “That was mean,” Helena scolds. “He was beautiful. Did you have to remind us of the one who got away?”

      Laughing lightly, I run my fingers through my hair. “He was the only one I could think of besides Sariel. Would you have opened the door to him?”

      “No. He can’t be trusted. Besides, he’s useless to us now that he’s human.”

      I brush past her and survey my cozy flat. It’s a disaster with candles, salt, a scrying mirror, and countless dried herbs scattered about. “Where’s Gwen? What the hell have you been doing in here?”

      She shrugs. “Trying to free you of that beast’s clutches.”

      “I’m not in h—”

      “You are. If he’s mated you, you’re in his grasp.”

      Rolling my eyes, I shake my head and make my way to my bedroom. I shove everything I’d unpacked back into my bag.

      “What are you doing?” Helena stands in the doorway, a disapproving look marring her beauty.

      “I need clothes.” It’s true. While I can conjure anything I want, doing so every day will diminish my power. If we’re going up against Calista, I need to be at full strength. I can’t use my magic on paltry little things.

      “You’re going back?”

      I nod.

      “Why?”

      “We’re mated,” I state.

      A harsh laugh falls from her. “No, you’re not. Not really.”

      Pulling open my drawers, I grab as many pairs of knickers and bras as I can, and shove them to the bottom of my bag. I do the same with the rest of my clothes until I’m worried the zipper won’t close. “Really, Hel. It’s true.”

      “No. You’re a witch, he’s a shifter. You can’t be a mated pair.”

      “Gabriel said it himself.”

      Her eyes widen and her perfect red lips form a surprised O. “Gabriel? As in—” she swirls one finger over her head in imitation of a halo.

      “He called me Grant’s mate.”

      “I don’t understand. How can you be? God wouldn’t be so cruel to give you to him as a mate and doom you to die all at the same time.”

      My heart gives a pained squeeze at the thought. “It’s true. Grant is determined to help us break the curse.”

      “Us?”

      “You’re coming with me. You and Gwen.”

      She shakes her head and puts both hands on her hips. “No way. I’m not sleeping under the same roof as a mangy dog.”

      I stare daggers at her. How dare she speak that way about Grant? He’s not a dog, he’s my ma—oh, bloody hell. I am completely under the influence of this damn love spell. Gritting my teeth against the irrational need I have to throttle her, I take a long breath and close my eyes. “Just gather your stuff. Unless you want to be assassinated by a pack of shifters who aren’t mated to me and therefore won’t do a thing to protect us.”

      Her mouth opens and closes as though she’s trying to come up with some sort of retort, but I zip my bag, heft it onto my arm, and stride past her. “Now, Hel.”

      She obliges, which is a little surprising, but I won’t complain. Looking around the living room, I come up short when I don’t see Gwen anywhere.

      “Helena? Where’s Gwen?” I call over my shoulder.

      “Here.” A feeble voice floats through the door to the second bedroom.

      Dropping my bag, I rush toward her and find Gwen lying across the bed, her arm draped dramatically over her eyes.

      “What’s happened?”

      “You. You’re going to leave us.”

      I shake my head and sit next to her. “No, love. I’m not. You’re coming with me.”

      She grips my arm so tightly it hurts. “You are. We’ll lose you before this is over.”

      It’s then I realize she’s had a vision. My blood turns to ice in my veins and I have to suppress a shudder at the possible meaning in her words. “So…we don’t break the curse?”

      A tear slips down her cheek. “We can’t. If we do, you’re lost forever.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      We can’t travel until Gwen recovers from this terrible vision. Typically they don’t affect her so badly, but this one seems to have taken everything from her.

      “Go to the market and bring me back everything on this list. It’ll take time for her to recover, but this will at least ease her migraine and help her sleep.” Helena presses a piece of paper into my hand and ushers me toward the door.

      I don’t argue. Seeing Gwen in pain makes my stomach twist. She doesn’t deserve to suffer because of the gift she was given thousands of years ago.

      The market is quiet this time of day. Most people are home with their families. As I gather my items, I let my thoughts drift to Grant while I go through the motions of paying and bagging my groceries. We’re not in love, and if I have it my way, we won’t be, but the sex is an intense, nearly religious experience every time. I may not be able to let him claim me fully as his mate, but I intend to enjoy him until the curse takes me. I won’t be responsible for taking him with me when I die.

      “Well, hello again.” In the parking lot, a warm voice that can only belong to Tristan pulls me from my thoughts of Grant.

      My gaze snaps to his and I can’t fight my smile, until I realize he shouldn’t be able to see through my glamor. “Tristan. How are you?”

      “Better now that I’ve seen you.” He’s got a bottle of wine in one hand and a loaf of French bread in the other. Such an oddly normal thing.

      “Dinner date?” I ask.

      He looks as if I’ve caught him doing something bad. “No. God no. Dinner with my family. I’m just picking up the last few essentials.”

      “I see.” Dammit. I don’t want him to care what I think.

      I turn away, needing to get out of this conversation, but he calls out. “Wait. I don’t have to be there for another few hours. Shall we pop round to the pub and have a drink?”

      “I don’t want to get in the way of your plans.”

      “My plans are better if you’re part of them.”

      He reaches out and tucks my hair behind my ear. “I can’t tonight. My sister is sick. I just came to get her an herbal remedy.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that.” He looks back toward the car behind him, then at me. “Perhaps I could come round and get you after you deliver your purchases? Or, I could give you a lift home.”

      I wonder about what Gwen said, that this is my second chance. Am I throwing it away because of this twisted magical need to be with Grant? What would happen if I gave Tristan one night?

      “A lift would be nice.”

      After dropping the items off with my sisters, I check in on Gwen. She’s sleeping, but looking pale and unwell still. No harm will come from me having a drink with Tristan. We won’t be able to leave until morning at this point.

      “All set?” he asks, and it’s so wonderfully normal, I let myself relax a little. There’s no crazy shifter mating bond, no force of nature calling for us to be together.

      “Yeah, let’s go.”

      It’s a short drive to the pub, and by the time we get there, I’m already more comfortable in his presence. I’ve set aside our past and am trying to think of him as a new person, because that’s what he is. He has no memory of our past life together and I’m thankful for it. We settle into a cozy booth and he orders us each a glass of wine before turning his gaze on me.

      “So tell me more about you, Izzy.”

      I shrug, not wanting to get into details. “There’s not a lot to tell,” I lie, taking a deep drink of my wine to give me more time. “I work at a pub, live with my sisters…”

      “And? Is that what you always wanted to do with your life?”

      His question brings a painful twisting to my chest. How do I answer that? I don’t have a life. I’m not destined to have a future with a family and normal things. No matter how much I might want them. “I guess. I haven’t really planned anything…long-term. I’m still trying to get on my feet after starting over.”

      He turns those blue eyes on me and asks, “Why did you have to start over?”

      God, but he’s making me nervous. Grant knows all about my life and who I am. I don’t have to lie and tell him tales. “You know, I just need the loo. Hold that thought.”

      His answer is a nod and smile. “Shall I order us another round?”

      Smiling brightly, I take a breath to calm myself. “Sure.”

      He takes my hand and squeezes before I leave. “Don't worry. I’m not going anywhere. Just relax and have fun.”

      When I get to the bathroom, I’m nearing a panic attack. This was a terrible idea. He wants a normal woman with typical human problems. Not a cursed witch with a shifter for a mate and a looming expiration date. I splash some cool water on my face and stare at myself in the mirror. Running my hands through my long hair, I braid the strands to one side, exposing my neck. My fingers trail over the slight bruise still present from Grant’s teeth and a shiver of longing races through me. He’d been so raw and rough, demanding and dark. Dammit if my nipples don’t get hard at the thought. That’s it. After this night out with Tristan, I’m going to tell him I’m spoken for and get back to Grant. I need my shifter, whether I want to admit it or not.

      There’s a fresh glass of wine waiting for me when I return. Tristan beams at me, his posture relaxed and confident.

      “All right?” he asks.

      “Fine. Listen, Tristan—”

      He interrupts me, holding up his glass and waiting for me to do the same. When I raise mine, he says, “To new possibilities and destined encounters.”

      A chill rushes down my spine, but I follow his lead and drink. As the rich flavor of the wine hits my tongue, I watch Tristan, how his throat moves when he swallows, how every strand of his beautiful hair catches the light around us. He’s the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen.

      “How are you feeling, Izzy? You look a little dazed.”

      I feel dazed. Foggy and unfocused. My vision is only clear when I’m looking at him. “What…what did you do?”

      “What are you talking about?” His voice holds genuine concern as he moves from his seat to slide into the bench next to me.

      My rising panic is eased when he pulls me into his arms and the delicious scent of him overtakes my senses. “I don’t feel right. Does the wine taste different to you?”

      He looks at the two identical glasses standing next to each other. “I didn’t drink mine yet.”

      Suspicion flows through me but is rapidly beaten back by desire for him. “Go on, then. You’re ruining your toast.”

      He reaches for a glass and takes a small sip, easing my unwarranted fears. After staring at the table for a few breaths, he turns his gaze on me. “I know this is forward, but I want you, Izzy. I want you to be mine, tonight, tomorrow, every day.”

      I should tell him no but I can’t. My body won’t let me. “It’s you, Tristan. I need you.”

      He cups my cheek before pushing his fingers into my hair and gripping the back of my head. “Come here,” he whispers. When he pulls me to him and presses his lips to mine, I lose all hope of rational thought. Fire races through my veins along with a tinge of despair and sense of wrongness. “Don’t think of anything else,” he murmurs against my lips. “Only me. You only want me. Just as I’ve always only wanted you.”

      He presses his tongue into my mouth and moans, a desperate man. I give in. Not letting thoughts of Grant break through the haze of want and attraction. He devours me, long drugging kisses and caresses over my body. I don’t care that we’re in public, that my sister is sick in bed, that I have a handsome shifter waiting for me back in London. All I see, think, and feel is Tristan.

      A loud ringing sounds from my pocket, startling us apart and bringing some much needed clarity to my head. Offering Tristan an apologetic glance, I answer the call.

      “Hello?”

      “Izzy, you need to come home.” Helena’s voice holds the same calm used on a person who is at risk for hurting themselves. “Gwen had another vision. They’re coming for us.”

      My stomach turns to stone. No. They can’t get between me and Tristan. But when I look at him, at his crystal blue eyes, I know I have to leave to keep him safe. I hang up the phone and clear my throat. “I…I have to go.”

      “What? But we’ve just gotten started.”

      I shake my head. “I know, but there’s a lot happening at home. I have to get back there.”

      “Please, at least tell me how to find you.”

      Blinking hard, I fight the guilt taking hold in my heart. I wish I was able to give him something. If only to wipe that look of hurt from his face. “You don’t need to find me.”

      “Isolt,” he says, breathing my name like a holy word.

      “The other man, the one I’m seeing?”

      He clenches his jaw and stares at me…hard. “The one you’re going to stop seeing?”

      “He’s keeping me at his house.”

      “Keeping you? As in, you’re not allowed to leave?”

      I let out a soft laugh. “Obviously I’m allowed to leave. I’m here, aren’t I?”

      “So, where is this house? London?”

      “In the country. But you can’t come for me. It’s not safe. There’s so much going on you don’t understand and I can’t tell you.”

      “I am not going to let you go.” He’s all fierce determination when he grabs my phone from the table and programs his number in my contacts. Then, he calls himself and, just like that, he’s got a way to find me.

      I rise, taking back my cell and shoving it into my pocket. “Thank you for tonight. If I could stay, I would.”

      He stands as well and grabs my hand, pulling me against his chest. “I know this is sudden, but I can’t let you leave without saying it. I think I’m in love with you.”

      Everything stops. I’ve heard those words from him before. Those exact words. And my heart squeezes as the feeling echoes in my mind. I can’t be in love with him. Not now. Not after a scant three conversations. But I don’t want to leave. Everything in me screams at me to forget the rest of my obligations and be his forever. Until Grant’s face flashes in my mind.

      “I’m sorry. I have to go.” I dart for the door, not stopping until I’m hidden around the corner.

      Summoning my power, I send myself home to my sisters. Something isn’t right, but I can’t tell what it is. Breathing hard, I work to will away the foggy feeling in my brain and slowly my senses return. That gnawing ache, the unreasonable need for Tristan fades, replaced by guilt that I’d let him touch me. “What’s happened?”

      Helena grips the counter and narrows her eyes at me. “What’s happened? Are you serious? You mean to tell me, you don’t think that Tristan—your Tristan—being returned from the dead is a topic worth discussing?”

      “Gwen told you?”

      She cocks an eyebrow. “Yes. But only after she had a vision of Tristan and Grant fighting to the death.”

      That thought makes my stomach churn. “I think he’s still under the love spell.”

      A high laugh falls from her. “What? No. That can’t be. You’ve died many times over. It shouldn’t still be effective.”

      “Well, it bloody well is. He just told me he thinks he’s in love with me.” I run my hand over my lips still swollen with his kisses. “I worry Calista has a hand in this. She used him to ruin me once before. Why not now?”

      Gwen’s slight form appears in the doorway, her face still pale, but she looks better than she did. “She’s right. We need to be on our way.”

      “But you—” Helena starts, but Gwen holds up a hand.

      “I’ll be fine. If Gabriel said we’re safer with Grant, we need to listen to him.”

      Helena rolls her eyes. “Angels. I swear, if they weren’t so gorgeous, they’d be more trouble than they’re worth.”
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      Grant

      The itch under my skin as the moon rises makes me antsy as I wait for my beauty to return to me. She’s been gone far too long. I wanted to have her settled, let her know I’d have to leave for the night. I still have at most, a few hours until the need to change will be unbearable. After that, I won’t have much control over my instincts, and I don’t want to frighten her.

      Shifting my shoulders in an attempt to alleviate my discomfort, I let out a groan of frustration as the silence in the house overwhelms me. I unbutton my shirt and pull it from my body, needing nothing but the air brushing my skin. Where the fuck is she? I’d know if something had happened. I’d feel her pain…her death. Wouldn’t I? The thought sends anguish through my chest. No. She’s with her sisters—her coven. She’s fine.

      My body is too hot, a light sheen of sweat only adding to my need to run and feel the wind. I should have more control than this. I’ve been able to hold out until midnight in the past, but here it is, not even full moonrise and I’m falling apart. I run my fingers through my thick hair and growl as they get tangled in the strands. Everything is too intense, too sensitive. I’m a bloody danger to anyone around me. But, then again, I’m alone.

      The sound of soft voices hits my ears much earlier than it should, but I know it’s her. My beauty is here and I’ll have her in my arms soon. Shoving my hands in my pockets, I force myself to stay calm. I can wait until she walks through the door. I can keep my beast from making an animal of me.

      But then she’s there, standing in my doorway, her face pale, eyes haunted, and her blond hair cascading over her shoulders.

      “Grant,” she starts, but I stop her by crossing the room in three long strides. My hands cup the back of her head and her waist as I pull her against my body. But then the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. She smells…different.

      “Why do you smell like another man?” Now is not the time for something like this. I’m already barely hanging on. Jealousy won’t help my cause.

      “I…I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me. We had drinks and he kissed me—”

      Rage boils my blood. “Kissed you? Some guy kissed you?”

      “It’s not just some guy. It’s Tristan. Her lost knight.” The fierce wench who’d tried to stop me at the pub pushes past us with the third witch holding tight to her. The name Tristan sends a curl of fear through me, settling in my chest.

      “What is she on about?” I ask, focusing on Izzy.

      “He’s been brought back. And I can’t deny…I’m feeling things.”

      “He can’t have you,” I growl, my heart breaking to pieces at the same time. She’s feeling things. What kind of things?

      She stares into my soul, her fingers running across my brow. “It’s so strange. I don’t even think about him when I’m with you. I don’t want him. I only want you.”

      The words ease my jealousy, but only by a small amount. I don’t want another man to think he can ever touch her, but to know it was Tristan…that makes it even worse. This man had her, he took her heart before I had a chance. And now he was back and trying to stake his claim. What’s worse is that she’s unsure. Tugging her tight to me, I drop my forehead until it presses against hers and I just breathe her in.

      “Oh, get a bloody room,” one of the witches says.

      I truly don’t give a damn who it was. I pay her no mind. Instead, I choose to gaze into my mate’s eyes and drink in the connection between us as though it gives me life.

      Izzy’s hand slides across my abdomen, sending a rush of need straight between my legs. If she’s not careful, I’ll have her against the wall regardless of who else is here.

      “Grant, you’re burning up.”

      Letting out a shuddering breath, I nod. “Aye. It’s the full moon.”

      Her eyes widen. “You’re going to change?”

      “I am. Soon. But not before I take you to bed, little witch. You’ve been gone too long.”

      “I’ve only been gone a day.”

      My hand tightens around her waist. “Exactly. Far too long. Long enough for you to be kissing another fucking man.”

      Izzy takes her bottom lip between her teeth as indecision flits across her face. “I don’t understand what’s making me feel like this.” She sighs and her brow furrows. “I shouldn’t want you both. Not with this level of intensity. But I do. When I’m with him, I want him.” That makes my chest burn with betrayal and anger. “But as soon as he’s gone, my heart calls out for you.”

      “Is it a love spell?” I ask, desperate for something to save me from this pain.

      She shakes her head. “That’s not how they work. They’re absolute. It’s unwavering.”

      “So…you really have feelings for him.” I close my eyes against the hurt. “And you want me for what? To help you get off?”

      “Grant, no. I mean, at first I tried to keep it that way, but now, being away from you is torture. I want you near me. I just…I can’t cut him out of my heart. He’s had a place there for lifetimes.”

      She drops her forehead to my chest and heaves a shuddering breath. My beauty is crying. It breaks something inside me to see her in pain, no matter the reason. Gently, I turn up her face and stare down into those big eyes of hers. All I see is grief and guilt. I want to wash it away. If I’ve got competition, I’ll be doing my best to win her heart. “No, lass. Don’t think of anything but us. I need you, and you need me. It’s simple.”

      Her brow furrows and before she can stop me, I crush my lips to hers and all is right in my world. My tongue presses inside as she lets out a moan. I’m vaguely aware of the annoyed huff from behind me, but I scoop my mate into my arms and carry her up the stairs. My beast is closer to the surface than I’d like as I take everything she has to offer, but I can’t deny myself her body.

      “Grant, are you sure this is okay? Are you in control?”

      “Aye. It’s exactly what I need right now.”

      Her soft sighs and gasps as my lips trail along her neck urge me on. Kicking open the door to my room, I don’t bother closing the door, choosing to lay her across the bed instead. With a grin, she waves her finger and the door shuts. “You’re bloody fantastic, you are,” I growl in her ear.

      She slides those perfect hands of hers across my back and down until she’s gripping the waist of my joggers. Yes. I need us both to be naked right now. I need to take her hard and fast and make her mine even more than she already is. Shoving the fabric down, she gives a little groan when my hard-as-stone cock springs free.

      “You…you’re bigger than I remember.”

      I fight my need to stop all conversation and stare into her gorgeous face. “It’s the change. And the fact that I’ve found my mate. I don’t know what I would’ve done if I’d had to leave you without spending myself inside you before I changed. My instinct is to fill you and ensure you’re mine. It’s even stronger tonight.”

      Arching one eyebrow, she reaches down and strokes the length of me. I can’t contain the guttural moan that falls from my lips at the feel of her. My control snaps when she whispers, “Then you’d better do it.”

      Stepping away from her, I pull off her clothes as quickly as I can, not caring about making a mess. Right now, I want her under me, bare and beautiful.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      Grant’s gaze on my nude body does little to ease the need burning through my blood. He looks at me like I’m something delicious and he wants to feast. I wasn’t ready to let him go, I realize that now more than ever. Tristan isn’t present in my heart or mind at the moment. Everything in me calls out for Grant.

      Taking his thick cock in my hand, I fight a moan at the feel of him, hard and heavy against my palm. When he sucks in a sharp breath as I squeeze and stroke, a shiver runs through my whole body. I’m ready for him.

      “On the bed, lass.” His already deep voice takes on a primal level of growl that only amps up my desire.

      Shaking my head, I slide my hands over his hips and drop to my knees, my eyes never leaving his. I’m going to take the lead this time, and I’m going to rock his world. With the tip of my tongue, I tease the head of his erection, the silver ball at the end proving too enticing for me to ignore. He hisses as my mouth closes over the crown and my teeth scrape along his tender skin. In an instant, his hands shove into my hair, gripping my blond tresses tightly as he tenses and groans.

      “Don’t tease, little witch. I can’t bear it.”

      That only urges me on. I grab his ass with both hands and swallow as much of his length as I can. My reward is the loud bark of surprise that escapes him in the form of unintelligible words. I move over him, sucking and rolling my tongue until he’s gasping and shuddering, hovering on the edge of release.

      “Izzy, if you don’t stop, I won’t be able to take you. Oh God, I want to take you.”

      I release him, needing to see his face, to witness the desperate longing I feel echoed in his expression. Standing, I press my palm to his bare chest and shove lightly, hoping he’ll understand my meaning.

      “What are you doing?” he asks.

      “I want to ride you, Beast.”

      His eyes are no longer the dark of the night. Now, they glow amber with the presence of his animal side. Part of me knows if I let him take charge this time I risk him giving in to the beast within and changing. If he does that, he could kill me. Then it occurs to me. I’m not twenty-seven yet, but I’m doomed to die by the time I reach that age. Nothing’s stopping me from dying now. Grant could be the very thing that brings about my end. Our end.

      “I’m not going to deny you that. I can think of nothing better than your body writhing on top of mine.”

      I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding at his statement. Without another word, he wraps his arms around my waist and backs up until we fall onto the mattress. His big body is hard, firm with defined muscles, and that chest of his is the most beautiful thing I’ve seen. Both nipples pierced with steel barbells, swirling tattoos of dark ink lining his ribs, and a spray of dark hair across his pectorals, fading into a trail down to my prize.

      “You’re beautiful,” I say on a sigh.

      “No, you said it yourself. I’m a beast. Now…ride me, Beauty. I don’t have much time before I’ll have to leave you.”

      The desperate longing I’d hoped to see earlier flashes in his eyes now. His large palms trail over my thighs as I straddle him and position myself over his rigid erection. In one smooth movement, I sink down on him, crying out in a delicious mixture of agony and pleasure as he stretches and fills me to my breaking point.

      “Sweet lord,” I whimper as I still myself.

      He shifts his hips, his entire body tensed and vibrating with the effort of holding himself back.

      “Don’t move. Oh, God. I’ve never said this before, but I think you’re too fucking big this way.”

      A smirk turns up his mouth, but then I roll my hips slowly forward and that expression turns to one of intense pleasure.

      “Let me do the work. I need to adjust to you.”

      His fingers dig into my hips as he groans and takes deep breaths. “Aye. But I need you to move more than you are.”

      Slowly circling my hips, I moan as he hits every single spot I didn’t know I had. “Fucking hell, Grant.”

      I rest my palms on his chest and begin sliding up and down, taking his length deep inside me each time and nearly crying from the intense pleasure building in my center. Shit. I’m going to come already. A deep growl fills the room, low and menacing. Turning to look behind me, I expect to see a wolf in our doorway, until I realize it’s coming from the beautiful man under me.

      “Come on, Witch. Let go and take me over the edge with you.” He fights to get the words out. “I need to fill you.”

      His beast is hovering at the gates, ready to take over. I can tell just by the roughness in his voice. When he tenses and begins to roll us over, I tighten my thighs and grab the piercings in his nipples, tugging enough to make him hiss, but it fights the animal back and brings my Grant to the forefront.

      “No, Grant. I’m on top.”

      Clenching his jaw, he nods and something in his gaze breaks my heart a little. There’s loss and trepidation behind the strength and stubbornness. Leaning over him, I cover his lips with mine as I move back and forth. Our tongues play along each other and our breaths mingle. Then, he’s thrusting upward and he hits the spot inside me that sends me hurtling off the cliff. I scream out in pleasure as I clench around him and his own release floods me.

      His agonized cry of my name, makes something inside me ache. The protective wall around my heart cracks, and it’s just enough to let him in. Unfortunately, it’s not necessary to completely break down the barrier to breach the castle.
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      Grant

      Fuck. I’m losing control. I have to get out of here. I can’t be with her when I change because I might hurt her and she knows it. I’ve never been with a woman when my change was so close and for a very good reason. I’ll kill her if my beast takes over. Not out of a need to hurt her, but out of a feral need to breed her like the animal I am. Unfortunately, her small body isn’t built to take me in that way.

      The shifting of my bones as they reposition themselves, opening up space for the change I know is coming, makes me push her off of me.

      “Hey!” Her annoyed shout sends a pang of guilt through me, but I can’t let myself stay.

      Darting to the other side of the room, I fight the wolf clawing at my consciousness. It wants her. I can’t let it have her.

      Izzy sits up, unabashedly naked, her full breasts swaying and tempting me. “Bloody hell, Witch. Put those away.”

      She has the grace to look embarrassed, but when she stands and moves to come to me, I back up so fast my back hits the wall. A loud crack reverberates through the room at the force of my body hitting drywall.

      “What are you doing?”

      My vision tunnels as I hone in on her, on the scent of us, on the heat between her legs. “Don’t,” I say, my voice nearly unrecognizable.

      Crossing her arms over her breasts, she backs away and pulls the sheet over her nakedness. “Go. Be careful, and come back to me.”

      Those words, come back to me, bring me more clarity than anything else she could have said. Taking a deep breath, I push at the need to shift before I cross the room and pull her into my arms. Her scent gives me a steady sense of calm. Staring down in to her bronze irises, I see my whole world. Her soft hair brushes over my bare skin and I can’t help myself. I have to kiss her. My lips feast on hers, tongue delving inside, savoring her taste and stealing her breath. When I reach the point of no return, my cock achingly hard and my heart pounding, I pull away and tug on my discarded pair of joggers.

      “I’ll be back tomorrow, mo leannan. Don’t leave the house. It’s not safe outside.”

      My gums itch and sting as my teeth threaten to shift to the canine-like fangs my beast form possesses. The same burn takes hold in my fingers, the nails already sharpening to claws. I can feel the blood in my veins rushing at an unnatural speed, traveling to supply the transformation of my muscles and organs. Breathing hard, I focus on keeping the change at bay as I leave the room and descend the stairs. Both Helena and Gwen stare at me as I burst into the foyer.

      “Ah, the beast appears,” Helena mutters. The idiot witch is standing in front of the door. She’s the one thing keeping me from the freedom of the open air and the safety of the rolling country hills.

      “Move aside,” I growl.

      She stands a little straighter, her jaw set as though she means to challenge me, but Gwen coughs. “Don’t be stupid, Hel. He’s about to shift. You know as well as I do, he’ll tear you to pieces and it’ll be your own fault.”

      Helena steps aside and I heave a sigh of relief as I pull open the door. The instant the cool air hits me, I let go and change. The pain gives way to euphoria as my wolf takes hold and I leave everything else behind.

      Everything except Izzy.
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* * *

      Izzy

      I wake with Gwen’s sweet face only inches from mine. She’s frowning at me, but before I can ask her what’s wrong, she presses a finger to my lips. “Your beast is naked on the front lawn.”

      “What?”

      “He’s naked. He is passed out on the front lawn, his perfectly round arse on display for God and everyone to see.”

      She’s still hovering over me. Pushing gently at her shoulder, I sit up when she backs away. “Hell, Gwen, what time is it?”

      “It’s just past five. I thought you’d like to know before the sun comes up and Helena catches sight of him. She’s been a horrible pain in my backside since you left.”

      The sky is a soft shade of lavender, brightening with every minute that passes. Grant will be fine. It’s not like he’s going to go up in flames, but the thought of anyone else seeing his naked body makes my blood boil. He’s mine.

      “Thanks for the heads up, Gwen,” I offer as I slide my feet into some slippers and make for the door.

      He’s outside, exactly as she’d said he would be. His perfect ass is on display as he sleeps, face down in the grass. The man appears dead to the world as I stand over him. I wonder how much of a toll his change takes on him.

      “My, my, what do we have here?” Helena’s voice hits me like a bucket of ice water. “Maybe I do understand why you were so eager to spread your legs for him.”

      “Shut your gob, Hel.”

      She bends down and reaches out with one hand as though she means to touch him.

      “Keep your hand away from me, witch,” Grant’s husky growl sends a thrill through me. He stands, unashamed of his body, his irises once again dark and dangerous. “Are you quite finished ogling me?”

      Without thinking twice, I murmur a spell under my breath. Unfortunately, the clothes I’d attempted to conjure don’t appear. “Oh, bloody fucking hell,” I mutter.

      Helena laughs and whispers in my ear, “We’re going to have a conversation about that piercing, Izzy.” Then she turns and saunters back into the house.

      A smirk turns up the corners of Grant’s lips as he approaches me. “Were you trying to protect my virtue, little witch?”

      “I didn’t like the idea of her seeing you.”

      “Jealous?”

      I shrug, trying to play it cool, and failing. The moment he takes me in his arms, his hardness pressing against my belly and his heated stare saying everything words can’t express, I cave. “Yes.”

      He nuzzles my neck and nibbles the sensitive skin under my ear. “Good. I like you jealous.”

      “I like you naked, but not where everyone can see. Come on, Beast. Let’s get you inside.” Glancing down his body, I take in the smears of earth covering his tanned skin. “You’re filthy. I think a shower is in order.”

      “I am. And, you’re right.”

      As we walk inside, I throw up a veil and keep us hidden from my sisters’ curious gazes. My magic works on them. Just not Grant. I should have conjured a veil initially as soon as I realized Helena was outside with us, but honestly, I’d been too preoccupied with Grant’s naked rear-end. His hands slide under my shirt, the insistence of his fingers on my skin making me shiver. A thread of curiosity weaves its way through me at the faint scent of freshly turned earth and the remnants of wild magic still clinging to him.

      “What do you change into?” I ask.

      We’ve reached the top of the stairs, and his hands stop moving over me as the question hangs between us.

      “Does it matter?”

      Shaking my head, I thread my fingers with his and pull him toward the master bedroom. “I just…want to know what you look like.”

      He breaks our connection and steps away from me before running a hand over his jaw. “I don’t ever want you to see me like that.”

      “Why?”

      “Because…” he trails off, his gaze not meeting mine.

      “This isn’t something you can keep from me, Grant. It’s part of you. If we’re truly mates, you should share every part of yourself with me.”

      “Not if it’s a part that’ll send you running for the hills.”

      “Unless we stop Calista, I’ll be gone anyway. I thought you wanted to experience us no matter how long we have?”

      “That’s true.”

      Placing one hand on his chest, I stare at the bruises and scrapes marring his skin. “Then you have to tell me everything.”

      “My beast isn’t who I am. It’s a burden I bear. That’s all.”

      “And my curse isn’t who I am, but I’ve told you about it. I told you about Tristan, about the ugly pieces of my past. Yet, you somehow still want me.”

      “Aye, I do. There’s nothing that could keep me from wanting you, lass.”

      “But you don’t trust me enough to do the same.”

      His hands ball into fists at my accusation. “That’s not—”

      “It is.”

      Anger burns in my chest. I’d been stupid to think this would work. Stupid to let him in and hope we could work together to end the curse. Stupid to start falling for him.

      Turning to leave him, I fight the need to say something cutting. My irrational heart wants to wound him as much as he’s just wounded me. But I know my absence will be enough to get my point across.

      “Where are you going, Izzy?”

      “I said you needed a shower. I didn’t say I was going to join you. Besides, my sisters and I have work to do.”

      “Don’t leave the house. The pack is close by. Lachlan knows I’ve found my mate. He’ll be coming round much more often now that he knows I’m mated.”

      “Why does he care?”

      “He’s like my father, as well as pack leader.”

      Great, his father wants to kill me. Somehow that makes this all even worse. “He can’t come here. One look at the three of us and he’ll know.”

      His jaw clenches as he mulls my statement over. “I’m aware. I’ll do what I can to keep him away, but you three might need to magic up some sort of disguises, or do a protection spell, or something.”

      Crossing my arms over my chest, I sigh. “It’s not that easy. Besides, we can’t hide our eyes. If he knows so much about us, he’ll see right through a glamor.”

      “Well, what bloody good are you witches then?”

      “We should leave.”

      “Not happening.”

      My ire builds from a spark to a flame. “If I want to leave, I’ll damn well do it, Beast.”

      “Don’t you dare.”

      “What are you going to do, tie me up?” The challenge in my voice is unmistakable.

      “If I have to.”

      Pulling every ounce of magic I have into my palms, I stop worrying about whether or not it will work on him. My hair flies around my head, an electrical charge filling the air.

      A laugh falls from his lips. “You can’t do anything to me with your charms and spells, little witch.”

      “You’re right. I can’t. Not to you directly. But I certainly can do plenty of damage to your surroundings.”

      Swinging my hand across my body, I fling open the dresser drawers, tossing his clothes into the air. His eyes go wide as the mess of socks and pants as well as once neatly folded T-shirts and jeans, all fall about the room. Next, I lift the wastepaper basket with a flick of my wrist. It hangs, suspended over his bed.

      “I’ll leave if I want to, Grant. I’m in no mood to argue.”

      “Fine, but if you expect me to let you go without knowing where to find you, you’re dead wrong. Now stop this nonsense.”

      I smirk, seeing the slight hint of panic in his eyes. His inner neat freak is clawing at his self-control. “Glad we could work through this hurdle in our relationship.” Turning, I begin making my way out of the room.

      “Damned witch,” he mutters. “I’ll be teaching you a lesson before the night is out.”

      The waste bin still hovers over his bed, until I release it and the contents. The sound of his frustrated groan makes me grin. He needs to remember I’m more than just his mate. Then, maybe he’ll find it easier to move on when I’m gone, because I’m going to figure out a way to ensure I won’t be taking him with me when the curse kills me.
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      Grant

      It takes me close to an hour to clean the mess Izzy made. She knew exactly what she was doing even though I hadn’t ever shared my issues with untidiness. This is my safety net, my home. It needs to remain in order for it to continue feeling safe. Until her, this was the one place I could let my guard down. The tightness in my chest eases only slightly as I survey the now spotless bedroom. Now there’s so much more than order and neatness in my life. There’s the chaos of my growing feelings for the witch who is sitting downstairs, plotting how to leave me, possibly for another man. It’s driving me mad, knowing she’s right, that they aren’t safe here. But the thought of her anywhere without me makes my chest ache. If she were a shifter, she’d not be willing to leave. If she were like me, she’d also more than likely already be carrying my baby and no one would be after her in the first place.

      I catch a whiff of electricity in the air and the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. Someone is doing a spell.

      “Bloody hell,” I mutter as I rush down the stairs. “Beauty? What’s going on down here?”

      If she’s left me without a word of warning, I’ll lose it. But I still feel her presence. She can’t be gone. I’d know the moment we were separated. Every minute I’d been gone due to the change had been painful, like a spike being slowly driven into my heart.

      The three of them sit on my living room floor, their hands joined and candles burning in the center of their circle. The worry in my chest eases at the sight of her. Her gorgeous wheat-colored hair moves in the non-existent breeze, as though it has a life of its own as she murmurs silently. The flames in each of the three candles rise higher than would seem possible before snuffing themselves out and leaving curls of white smoke behind. Izzy opens her eyes and offers me an apologetic grin.

      “Sorry about my tantrum.”

      I can’t even be angry about it. Not after witnessing whatever they’d just done. Shrugging, I gesture at the candles. “What’s all this, then?”

      Helena stands as Gwen collects the candles. “It’s a protection spell. Sort of like an alarm system. It’ll tell us when anyone other than the four of us enters the property.” Helena’s voice doesn’t hold the disdain I’ve become used to hearing.

      “That should give us time to get to another location,” Gwen says, a soft smile on her pretty face. “Izzy doesn’t want to leave you, Beast.”

      My gaze snaps to my beauty. Izzy’s cheeks are pink with embarrassment, but she doesn’t look away. “I thought you’d leave if you wanted to. That’s what you said earlier.”

      Lifting her chin in defiance, she says, “Obviously I don’t want to.”

      “So, you like to play games with me, then?”

      Eyebrow cocked, she huffs. “I’m very competitive.”

      “I don’t know if that’s the word I’d use.”

      “Isn’t it?”

      “Stubborn. Maddening. Frustrating.”

      “Would you like me to conjure a thesaurus? None of those words mean the same thing.”

      I step closer to her, the heat crackling between us like a live wire. “Beautiful. Enrapturing. Captivating.”

      “Ugh, this is ridiculous. Just throw her over your damned shoulder and shag her senseless, will you?” Helena’s sharp words break through the cloud of desire between Izzy and me.

      Izzy blinks a few times and grins. “Sorry, Hel. You’ll need to get used to this if you’re staying here. Grant is…insatiable.”

      “Don’t let him get you up the duff. I’m not ready for little ones cramping our lifestyle just yet.”

      The thought of Izzy carrying my child makes that primal part of me rush to the surface. If I don’t rein in this need, I’ll have her against the wall with her sister witches looking on. I’m certain she won’t be happy with me if that happens.

      “Don’t be stupid. Shifters and witches can’t breed. We’re totally different.” Izzy’s voice carries a note of panic.

      Running her hand through her long chocolate locks, Gwen laughs. “Have you even asked him how he became what he is?” She turns her gaze on me with a serene smile on her face. “Born, or bitten?”

      I know the instant I share this bit of my history Izzy will pull away. “Bitten.” The simple word brings back thoughts of a childhood spent mourning my human life because of the vicious attack that had taken everyone I loved. At least, that’s the story Lachlan told me. I can’t remember much aside from flashes of a forest, screams of my name, and pain.

      “So. It’s not impossible, then. Unlikely, but not impossible. There’s still a human in there.”

      I am bloody well done with this conversation as soon as I take a moment to glance at Izzy’s expression. The color has drained from her cheeks.

      “Are you having me on?” she asks. “You might have filled me with your spawn and you didn’t think it an important detail to share?”

      “Frankly, no. I didn’t think it possible, same as you. Obviously I haven’t studied the mating habits of witches and shifters, now have I?”

      Helena snorts. “I doubt you’ve studied much other than hairball maintenance and the moon’s cycles.”

      “Hel, that’s not helpful,” Gwen says, and I love her just a bit for that.

      Grabbing Izzy’s hand, I squeeze and murmur, “Come with me. We’re having this conversation alone.”

      The woman tears her fingers from my grasp. “What is there to say? I might be pregnant, my baby daddy is a shifter, oh, and I’ve got an expiration date that’s about eight months away. And let’s not forget my former lover has been brought back from the dead and wants me to go back to him.” She places a hand on her hip and stares daggers at me. Her mention of Tristan sending my jealousy brewing. We haven’t spoken of him again and I’ve been hoping to keep it that way.

      I choose to ignore her little barb about her lost knight and focus on the one thing I can do. “As much as I’d love to see you carrying my child, we’ve nothing to worry about.” I close the distance between us and try to grab her by the waist. I want her to see what the idea of putting a baby inside her does to me.

      She wriggles away, holding her hands up in a defensive gesture. “From now on, Beast, you can keep your dick in your pants and your apparently viable sperm away from my eggs.” I know it’s a terrible decision to smile, but I can’t bloody help it. She’s fucking adorable. “I’ve died more ways than you can imagine, but never in childbirth. I don’t want to experience that.”

      Her words sober my expression immediately. “You remember every time?”

      Nodding, she casts a glance at each of the two women in my living room. “We do. It’s not something one easily forgets.”

      “You’re not pregnant, Izzy,” I say.

      “How do you know? Are you a seer now too?”

      Taking both of her hands, I pull her close and run my nose along her neck. “I’d be able to scent it. I’d know your belly was full of my bairn within a day of me putting it there.”

      A full body shiver rocks her and I know I’ve gotten through the panic. “That’s good to know.”

      “Is it?”

      She nods and takes a deep breath before pushing away and putting distance between us again. “Yes. Thanks for letting me in on the state of my womb.”

      “My pleasure.”
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* * *

      Izzy

      I’m going stir-crazy stuck inside this house. As much as I love the scent and feel of Grant being so close, I can’t stand another minute trapped indoors. Catching Gwen’s eye, I jut my chin toward the door and cock an eyebrow. She grins and nods, rising almost immediately. She understands me. I’ve got my hand on the doorknob before I’ve even cast the spell to disguise myself.

      “Where are you going?” Grant’s deep rumble makes my knees weak with desire, but damn it all, I’d hoped to avoid a confrontation.

      “For a walk. I need to get out of here.”

      He shakes his head. “You’re not going alone.”

      “I know. I’m taking Gwen. We’ll be stronger together.”

      The heavy sigh that falls from him makes me roll my eyes. “No, I’ll go with you.”

      “You don’t need to babysit me. I’ll use a glamor. I won’t go far.”

      “You’re damn right you’ll use a glamor. But I’m still going with you and Gwen. I’ll not take the chance of any of my pack finding you.”

      Gwen clears her throat, calling my gaze from my angry beast to her. “He’s right. We need him. I don’t want to risk it either.”

      Bloody hell, Gwen’s up to something. “Gwen…” I start but don’t know how to finish that without it ending with us trapped inside.

      “Come along, Izzy.” She closes her eyes and her body changes from the lithe brunette I know to a curvaceous redhead with freckles dotting creamy skin. “Your turn.”

      Following her lead, I conjure my own disguise. The only thing that would give me away is my irises, but a pair of dark sunglasses hides those just fine. My gaze finds Grant and I can’t help but laugh at the shock on his face.

      “She just…morphed into that.” He gestures at Gwen and his brow furrows.

      “You change into a beast but watching Gwen put on a glamor has your delicate sensibilities tied in knots?”

      Clearing his throat, he links hands with me and tugs until I’m close. “No. It’s just a strange thing to see.”

      “Let’s go,” I say, removing my fingers from his grasp. “I need some fresh air.”

      I leave him behind, still needing space and desperate to keep from giving in to his seductive ways. To his credit, he stays a few paces behind Gwen and I as we walk down the long gravel driveway. I can hear each crunch of his footsteps but he doesn’t close the distance.

      “I had a vision this morning,” Gwen says, making my heart lurch.

      “What was it?”

      “There are too many threads between us all to make sense of anything right now.”

      I don’t know how to respond. She’s sometimes cryptic and others clear as a bell. “Did it feel ominous?”

      She shakes her head and toys with the hem of her sleeve. “It felt like the past.”

      “Tell me.”

      Copper irises identical to my own meet me and she flicks her gaze back toward Grant. “It was about him. His change, his pack.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “There was so much blood and death. More than a child should ever have had to see. He doesn’t remember it all, but it’s there in his memory. Everything he knew was taken from him.”

      “I can hear you. Don’t talk about me as though I’m not here.” Grant’s deep voice coats me in a layer of arousal, but I push it aside.

      “And what did the vision have to do with us now?” I ask.

      “I’m not sure. But if I saw it, there’s a reason.”

      “Might have something to do with the fact that my pack has been hired to kill you, lass. I don’t think there’s anything more obvious.”

      She hums softly, threading her fingers together as she continues walking. “Perhaps.”

      I refuse to let myself look back at Grant. I know any minute he’s going to insist we return to the safety of his home. We walk in silence, Gwen’s words weighing on me. More than any child should ever have had to see. What happened to him?

      The rumble of a motorcycle breaks the quiet of the country road, causing us to step to the side as it passes, but instead of driving on, the rider slows until he pulls off the road and comes to a stop.

      A low growl leaves Grant and he’s at my side in an instant, his arm wrapping protectively around my waist. Dread sits heavy in my stomach as the rider pulls off his helmet and Tristan’s handsome face appears. Instantly I’m flooded with need. I want him. I want his touch, his love, everything we’d missed out on. But Grant’s scent surrounds me, pulling my heart in another direction. I don’t know what I want.

      Tristan smiles and a mixture of love and obsession shines in his eyes. “Isolt. I knew I’d find you.”

      “Who the fuck is this wanker?” Grant asks, his fingers tightening on my hip.

      “He shouldn’t be able to see through my glamor.” I barely whisper the words, but Grant hears them.

      “It sure as fuck seems like he can.”

      Tristan gets off his steel horse like a damn gallant knight in leather and sets his gaze on Grant. “She told me she had a boyfriend to get back to. I had to see for myself.”

      “Tristan, I don’t understand how you found me.” Grant stiffens as soon as I say Tristan’s name. Something is wrong here. But, then again, he was brought back from the dead, it’s not a stretch that he’d be able to find me.

      “I followed the pull I feel. There’s a thread connecting us.” When he takes my hand, I panic for a moment, worried Grant might kill him here and now.

      “I can’t...”

      “No. I love you. You’re my soul mate.”

      Jesus and all the saints. This is the worst thing that could happen while Grant is standing with his arm around me. I try to step forward, but Grant tightens his hold.

      “She’s not yours. You’d do well to step away and take your hands off what’s mine.” My beast isn’t fucking around. He’s seething, the rage palpable in the tension of his muscles.

      “I will not. If I have to fight you, I will. Isolt is mine. I know it better than anything else in my heart.”

      Before Grant can get around me, Gwen rushes up to Tristan and places her fingertips on his forehead. The man crumples to the ground, unconscious, but still alive. If it were up to Grant, I know that wouldn’t be the case.

      “Grant,” she says. “Pick him up. We need to get him somewhere safe until he wakes.”

      Shaking his head, he hefts Tristan over his shoulder and deposits him next to a worn fence. “He’ll be safe there. But I can’t promise I’ll leave him unharmed if he comes around again.”

      I stand over the handsome knight and feel a pang of loss. Murmuring an incantation of protection, I drop a veil over him to cloak him from all eyes.

      “Gra—” I start, but he shoots me a scathing look and turns away.

      We walk in silence back to the house, and before we’ve even reached the driveway, Gwen scurries off. This is ridiculous.

      “Grant. Stop this. What are you so upset over?” I’m sure the frustration in my voice is obvious.

      “You gave him your name.” His words are acid-laced. “How long have you known him? It can’t be much more than a few days.”

      My mouth opens, but I don’t know how to answer him.

      “You wouldn’t let me have your name until we’d slept together more than once. Until you trusted me.”

      “I…” My throat is tight with guilt. He’s right. Because we’ve already shared a life and lost each other once. “It’s complicated.”

      “You protected him.”

      “I would have done the same for anyone.”

      “He could see you. He saw through your magic. How did he do that?”

      I have no clue. Perhaps it has something to do with the love potion. But it all clicks into place when Grant asks that question. He’s not hurt because of one simple thing. He’s threatened because Tristan has all the things I gave Grant—as his mate. “I can’t explain it.” I step forward and place my palm on his chest. “But he doesn’t have me in his bed.”

      “But he did. He had your heart. He had your love. That’s the one difference. He’s had the one thing I’ll never get from you. And now I see why. You can’t give what’s already gone.”

      The pain in his voice scares me, but the resignation grips my heart. “I’m sorry. I don’t know how to change what I feel. I’m confused and torn. It’s like you’re all I see until he appears.”

      He rakes a hand through his hair, pacing in front of the house, his expression dark and dangerous. “I’m not sure I can talk something like this through. The look in his eyes…I recognized it.”

      “What?”

      “It’s the same look I’m sure I wear anytime I think of you. You pulling away these last few days has been torture, and that’s because this…thing between us is uneven. I thought eventually you’d realize the depth of what we have. Instead, it’s been more painful.”

      “What are you saying?” I’m not sure I want to hear this.

      “I’m saying you’re right. We need space. I can’t continue to let myself fall in love with you when I know you won’t return my feelings. You’re my mate and I’ll never stop wanting you, but I can’t keep you chained to me either. After we break your curse, I’ll leave you be.” He doesn’t give me a chance to say anything, and I’m too shocked to respond anyway.

      He just gave me everything I’ve been saying I want. The problem is, I don’t think I want it anymore.
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      Izzy

      Grant is here but not here. I can feel his presence in the house, a beacon calling to my heart, but I won’t go to him. He’s not ready to talk and I’m not sure what I want to say. Besides, we have a spellbound, resurrected knight to find and help. I can’t be worried about my overbearing shifter.

      “So, Tristan again?” Helena asks, glancing up from the mug of tea between her hands.

      I nod. Of course Gwen would have shared the events of this afternoon with her. “I don’t know why I feel this way. It doesn’t feel the same as the love potion that wound around us before. That was such a singular, all consuming love. When I’m around them both, I want them both. But when Tristan is gone, I only want Grant.” I chew on my thumbnail for a moment before turning my gaze back to her. “I need you to go collect him. He’s not safe out there.”

      She lets out a sharp bark of laughter. “You can’t be serious. That beast of yours is likely to rip Tristan to shreds. I know the man used to be a knight, but he’s no match for a shifter.”

      “He won’t. That’s not the kind of man Grant is. We won’t be able to do a damn thing to help solve this if we don’t have Tristan here. Besides, Grant doesn’t want anything to do with me at the moment.”

      “That’s a load of shite. I can practically feel the love radiating off him. He’s besotted.”

      “Tristan could see through my glamor.”

      Her eyes widen. “Oh, well that is an issue. Are you certain you hadn’t lifted it when you saw him?”

      I nod. “Gwen had to remind me to lift it when I came back inside. How can he be immune to my magic but still under the effects of this potion? You use your song all the time as a sort of elixir of love and are able to release them. Why can’t I figure out how to break this?”

      “Practice. I left many a man bewitched until he lost his mind. Where do you think the stories of sirens came from? I sing, they fall, I tell them what to do, and they don’t stop until it’s done or they die. There was a time when my heart was nothing but a piece of ice in my chest. I did a lot of things I’m not proud of after what happened in Troy. I don’t deserve forgiveness or happiness. The least I could do for the men I ensnared was to release them. You could finally use your song and make him forget you.”

      A shiver runs through me at the mention of her past. I knew she’d gone off the rails for a while, but we didn’t speak of our lost loves often because it’s a tender subject for each of us. “Can you sense a spell on me?” I blurt the question, but I know the truth. Calista did this. She sent him to me and somehow, I’m still affected by the love potion just as he is.

      My sister witch closes her eyes and takes a deep breath before holding out a hand. “Come on, then. Let’s see.”

      I take her offered palm and wait.

      Her perfectly shaped brows pull together and she purses her lips. “I can’t tell. There’s something, but it’s clouded and hidden.”

      Damn. I hate feeling this way. Torn between my past and present, wanting two men and unsure who to choose. A big part of me wanted it to be some sort of sinister plot rather than me being faithless.

      “We need to go get Tristan. I’ll do it. I’ll use my song.”

      Sadness flits across her features before she stands. “Where’d you leave him?”

      I tell her the exact location and she leaves without a second glance. My heart hurts for her. I think there’s so much she hasn’t shared with Gwen and me, and there’s a big part of me that doesn’t want to know. Helena has always been angry, even when we were first initiated into the coven. But after we were separated, the few times we found each other, she’d been cold and calloused, willing to make deals with the devil himself in order to gain protection. I thought it was because she was determined to survive, but now I wonder if she’d been searching for a way to break the curse so when she died, it would end the cycle of pain she had to endure.

      “We have to be careful with her.” Gwen’s voice makes me nearly jump out of my skin.

      “Jesus and all the saints, woman. You can’t sneak up on me like that. I might’ve sent a spell straight into your chest and killed you.”

      She grins and shakes her head. “You wish you held such power. Helena went to collect your wayward knight?”

      I bristle at the word your. “He’s not mine.”

      “He came here for you. That makes him yours until further notice.”

      “I just can’t leave him out there hidden by a veil. Besides, we need to figure out how to untangle this spell from his heart.” I thrust my hands into my hair and tug. “It has turned him obsessed. He’s not going to stop trying to win me until I agree.”

      “I wish I had some insight for you. But, from what I gather of the story you told me, you didn’t know what you were doing.”

      Shaking my head, I close my eyes and let myself remember the ship we’d set sail on. The beautiful man who’d been my guardian on the journey across the sea to my future husband. “I couldn’t believe the look in his eyes on that ship. No man had ever looked at me with such devotion. All I did was tell him I wished he loved me instead. Then it was done. Of course, I still had to marry his uncle and my powers and memories all came back shortly after. But I was young and enamored with the handsome knight who worshipped me. God, I was such an idiot.”

      “You weren’t an idiot, Izzy.” Gwen places her palm on my cheek and smiles sadly. “You were young, hopeful, and falling for the first time. I know how that feels, with or without a spell.”

      Damn the woman, but her tenderness brings a tear to my eye. I’ve spent lifetimes burying this pain and now it’s all rushing back to the surface.

      “Do you love Grant?” she asks.

      “I…I can’t.”

      Her lips press into a tight line and she offers a slight shake of her head. “That’s not what I asked.”

      Closing my eyes, I take a long breath and search my heart for the truth, but the door opens and Helena strides in with Tristan behind her. “Good lord, Izzy. He’s beautiful but annoying the ever-loving hell out of me. What did you do to this poor man? Fuck him until he couldn’t think of anything but your magical cunt?”

      Tristan shoves past her, desperate gaze trained on me. “Isolt. My God, what happened? Are you all right? That man didn’t hurt you, did he?”

      He takes my face between his hands and presses a kiss to my lips before I can stop him. A low growl rumbles from somewhere outside and I know it’s Grant. Bugger. A pang of hurt pushes its way into my heart. I don’t want to cause either of them pain. Pushing Tristan away, I shake my head. “We can’t do this.”

      “Only because you won’t allow yourself to see what’s between us. Please, just give us a chance. I know I can make you happy.”

      Helena catches my eye and I step away from Tristan in favor of seeing what she has to say. She presses a palm to Tristan’s chest and takes a deep breath. “I can’t tell whose magic brought him back, but I’d bet money it was Calista. Perhaps if we break this spell, he’ll be able to lead us to her.”

      Tristan frowns and removes Helena’s hand from his body. “Step back, witch. I’m not here for you.”

      He returns to my side and pulls me close. “Tristan, stop,” I say.

      Helena’s low murmur of, “Let him,” nearly makes me choke.

      “What? That’s a terrible idea.”

      “He needs to be at ease. He needs to think he’s done what you told him to do. He’s compelled to love you but he’s never been able to fully do that. In your first life together, he had to share you with his uncle. Now, he barely has any part of you because of Grant. Let him love you. Then maybe we can release him.”

      My heart lurches. Grant won’t understand. I’m not sure how much of our conversation he can hear in his shifted form, but I’ve already hurt him enough. “How long?”

      “Only until he’s relaxed. Sit with him, be affectionate, tell him you’re ready to give him a chance. He has to believe it.”

      I nod and take a steadying breath. I can do this. If I’m going to free Tristan, I have to do this.
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* * *

      Grant

      When my beauty…no, not my beauty—Isolt—takes that wanker’s hand I nearly go mad with jealousy. I can’t stand watching her with him, even though I heard every damn word from her and her sisters. He’s bewitched, that much I knew, but I hadn’t understood the depth of her heartbreak when she lost him the first time. I know now. Hours of quality time with Google helped me with that. She might have said she hadn’t truly loved the man, but every fucking story out there says different. There’s even supposedly two goddamned trees growing over their graves with the trunks intertwined to symbolize their undying love. All I have is my desperate need to keep her. I can’t offer fucking magic trees and shining armor.

      I’m torturing myself, sitting out here and watching like a stalker. But it’s my bloody house and I’ll stalk if I want to. She’s my responsibility even if she’s not my love. Izzy sits next to him on the couch, a smile on her lovely face and she runs her fingers over his cheek. My choice to return to my human form is something I’m regretting at the moment, but forcing myself not to listen in on their conversation is one courtesy I can pay her. I tell myself I’m watching to keep her safe, but the truth is, my mind would do much worse to my heart if I didn’t witness this.

      Tristan leans in and kisses her, his posture tense and his fingers threading through her hair. I swallow back the revulsion and anger working its way up my throat. It gives me a small measure of comfort to see she’s not relaxing into him. His kiss grows more forceful, more desperate, and even though there are two other women in the bloody room, he’s pushing her back until he’s nearly on top of her. Alarm bells go off in my head at the realization this situation is getting out of hand. They’re supposed to be trying to free him of her spell, but I’ll be damned if Izzy will be forced to accept his advances. In moments, I’m around to the kitchen door and pulling it open. But I’m met with a wall of power and the furious gaze of Helena.

      “Not now, beast. Not a damn word.” Her voice is hard, but her eyes betray her understanding of my pain.

      I relent, closing the door behind me and standing in the kitchen, arms crossed over my chest, breathing hard, heart aching.

      Izzy breaks the kiss, extricating herself from his arms, and flicks her gaze to me. A pang goes through my chest, but I hold back. She needs to do this.

      “I’m so glad we’re finally together, Isolt. I feel like I’ve been searching for you forever.” Tristan stares at her as though there’s not another person in the room. As though he is wanted.

      She nods. “You found me. Now, stay there. We’re going to seal the bond so you and I can both be happy.”

      Helena links hands with Gwen and Izzy stands to join them. They begin whispering, a soft chant and the candles in the room light on their own. Magic fills the air, heavy and powerful as a thin line of blue mist leaves Izzy’s chest and trails to Tristan. The spell winds around him before detaching from Izzy and disappearing into his chest. He gives a gasp of surprise, but the chanting doesn’t stop. The flames rise and the light in the room dims to near darkness, then both Tristan’s and Izzy’s chests begin to glow red where their hearts lie. The glow strengthens with each beat, which are moving in tandem until Tristan’s changes rhythm and Izzy’s stops glowing all together. The lights return and the candles snuff themselves out, leaving curls of smoke in the air.

      “It was me.” Izzy’s shocked words resonate in my heart. What was her?

      “It is done,” Helena says, sighing and letting go of her sisters’ hands.

      Tristan blinks a few times and stares at the women, then at me. “Where the bloody hell am I?”

      Helena throws a glance my way and says, “I’d distract him if I were you, Izzy.” Then she starts to sing.

      My beauty rushes to me, closing her lips over mine and pressing both palms against my ears. I don’t care that the only reason she’s doing this is to protect me from her sister’s siren song. I’m desperate for her kiss. My cock grows hard, pressing against the thin material of my joggers, insistent and needy.

      Izzy releases me, the heat in her gaze and her heavy breaths telling me she feels the same level of desire as I. “She’s done,” she whispers.

      “Are you sure?” I ask, hopeful she’ll suggest we make our way upstairs and finish what she started.

      Helena holds Tristan’s focus, and says, “Go home. You’ll answer anytime I call and tell us everything you hear from Calista. When we find her, you’ll be free of me.” Then she kisses him, but when she pulls away, a silver wisp of breath hangs between them. She inhales and it’s as though she’s stealing his essence as it leaves his body and settles in the center of her chest. I can see the glow for a moment before it disappears.

      He blinks and nods, brow furrowing. “What happened? Who are you?”

      I take that moment to finally speak. “You were just leaving, mate. I’ll see you out. Had one too many tonight?”

      He frowns. “I…fuck, I don’t know.”

      “It’s a long way home to Cornwall. Safe journey.” I clap him on the back and usher him out of my home.

      “Grant,” Izzy starts, but I shoot her a glare that makes it very clear I’m not interested in hosting her former lover in my home a second longer.

      “He’ll be fine. Won’t you, Tristan?”

      The man nods and leaves my house.

      “We’re not done with him,” Izzy warns. “You can’t interfere right now. He’s our link to Calista.”

      “It’s all right, Izzy,” Helena says. “I’ve taken enough from him that we can pinpoint his location at any time.”

      “Let him go.” Gwen’s words are soft. “He needs to be far away from you, Izzy. Too much contact with you will reawaken old memories and he’ll see you as more than a past heartbreak.”

      Izzy stops her protests and the jealous part of me relaxes a fraction. Why would she care about what happens to him now? Does she truly still carry feelings for him?

      I thread our fingers together and pull her close. “Come upstairs with me. I’ve missed your touch,” I tell her.

      Everything in me goes cold at the hard stare she sends me. “No. I…I need some time.”

      She leaves me alone in the kitchen, heart in my hands. It’s clearer than it’s ever been now. Tristan was more to her than a love potion gone wrong and she just had to sacrifice him for the greater good. I never meant anything to her, and I shouldn’t be surprised. She’d told me as much time and time again. I just didn’t want to hear her.

      With a glance at Helena, I say, “I’ll be needing to see you outside.”
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      Grant

      Pacing the driveway, I work out what I need to say. I have too much on the line to let my feelings for this witch get in the way. Am I really going to abandon my pack for a woman who’ll never love me? I don’t think I can. But I know beyond all else, that I won’t be able to live with Izzy in my heart and not in my arms.

      The front door opens and closes with a soft click, capturing my attention from my jumbled thoughts. My heart lurches at the sight of Helena, her expression somber and wary.

      “You needed to see me?” she asks.

      “That…thing you did. Your song. I need you to use it on me.”

      Dark eyebrows rise in shock. “Pardon?”

      “I can’t keep doing this with Izzy. She’s imprinted on me, but she doesn’t want a life with me. I’ve promised her I’ll let her go, but I need you to help me do it.”

      She steps closer to me, her shoes crunching on the gravel. “And you think I’ll be able to separate her from your heart?”

      “I just watched you do it. Isn’t it the same thing? You bewitch me, make me stop wanting her, and I’ll be able to let her go while still helping you.”

      She purses her ruby lips and nods. “It’s worth a shot. I don’t know what it is about you that makes your body react like it does to her, but if I can help her be free of the coming heartbreak, I will.”

      My whole body tenses when she holds my face between her palms just as she had with Tristan. Then a beautiful melody leaves her lips. I feel it winding around my heart, clouding my judgment, taking root, until the tendrils of magic begin to burn to ash, dying before they are able to control me.

      She steps back and frowns. “Oh, hell. This is ridiculous.”

      “What just happened?” I ask.

      “I can’t spellbind you. Goddammit.”

      “Why the hell not?”

      She mutters something under her breath and sighs. “You’re right. You’re right about it all. She’s your damned mate and you’ll be bound to her for the rest of your life. I can’t ensnare you in my song because your heart is already owned by another. Why didn’t you tell me you were in love with her?”

      It’s as though she’s punched me in the gut. “I…I’m not.”

      “My song would have worked if the two of you weren’t in love.”

      The two of us? Izzy is far from in love with me.

      “You’re wrong. She doesn’t love me. This must be due to her being my mate.”

      A sad smile flits across her face. “I’m not sure. I don’t regularly interact with shifters. In fact, I try to keep my contact with your kind to a minimum. I have allergies.”

      I bite back a harsh response. “Then what do you suggest I do?”

      She shrugs. “Enjoy the little time you have left. The curse will take us all unless we stop it, and if Tristan doesn’t do his job, we’ll not be able to find Calista in this lifetime.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      Now that Tristan is gone, I can breathe. The moment the spell broke, my heart was free and Tristan owned none of it. Unfortunately, the traitorous organ in my chest is still owned by another mystical force. The mating bond between Grant and me is still there, still strong, and my feelings are edging closer to something dangerous.

      A cramp grips my abdomen, reminding me of the other aspect of my life that has had me tense over the last week. My monthly course arrived this morning, and I can’t say I wasn’t relieved. There’s been a lot in my lifetimes to cause me stress. The possibility of a child, one whose mother is destined to die, had me nearly losing my mind in premature grief and fear. I can’t be here for a child, and I can’t be here for Grant. I’ve been purposely distant ever since that conversation. Now, even though I’ve wanted him, I couldn’t bring myself to initiate sex. The risk is too great.

      He’s standing in the kitchen, staring at a kettle that hasn’t yet begun to boil and despite my own issues, I want to wipe the frown from his brow.

      “Tea?” I ask, grinning when his focus snaps to me and surprise registers on his face.

      “Eventually. If the bloody kettle ever boils.”

      I don’t know how to change this for him. But he’s so certain the curse won’t take me, I can’t convince him he’s wrong. I’ve lived it over a thousand times with the same result no matter what. I’ll die by the time I reach twenty-seven and we’ve no earthly idea where we can find the one person who’ll be able to stop it. All we have is Tristan’s link with Helena. He’s our best chance to break through the protection Calista has set around herself.

      I glance down at the kettle and shake my head at the sight of the unlit burner. “It’ll never boil if you don’t turn on the gas and light the flame.”

      He places both palms on either side of the stove and heaves a sigh. Something has him twisted into a knot, and I suspect that something is me. With softly murmured words, I bring the kettle to a boil, the steam whistling through the spout. Those dark eyes snap to mine and the look of longing inside them makes my chest tighten.

      “Thank you.”

      The curl of want and need pairs with undeniable affection. My God, how does he do that? It’s dangerous.

      Shrugging, I flip my long hair over my shoulder and offer him a smile. “It’s no trouble. Next time, invite me for tea and you won’t have to wait for a kettle to boil.” I wiggle my fingers at him, bringing a slight grin to his dark expression.

      “Witch,” he mutters, but I know he’s only teasing.

      “Beast,” I say, stepping closer. I can’t stand the space between us any longer. My fingers itch to feel his skin under them, my lips ache for his, and the rest of me? There’s a hunger like nothing I’ve ever known coursing through my body and landing straight between my legs with every passing moment. Right now, it’s fly or fuck, forget the fight instinct.

      My hand brushes his as I take a mug from the cupboard and begin readying the tea. It doesn’t take me long, but with Grant’s heated gaze trained on me the whole time, I’m wound tight enough to snap. Abandoning my task, I turn toward him and slip my hands under his shirt. His skin is warm and wonderful.

      “Where have you been, my beauty?” There’s an ache in his voice which brings a wave of guilt over me.

      I don’t know how to answer him. How do I tell him I’m afraid of falling in love, I’m afraid of everything we could lose—everything we will lose.

      “I’ve been…thinking.”

      He turns his body toward me and runs his hands around my waist, tugging me close. When he drops his forehead to mine I have to close my eyes to protect my heart from the emotion I know I’ll see in his stare. “What about?”

      “The love potion. You saw how strong the effects were. Still, hundreds of years later, I was under its effects. If we hadn’t been able to break it, I’d still be in love with Tristan.”

      Grant cocks an eyebrow. “So…you’re not still in love with him?”

      “No. It was all a lie. A spell. Just like our mating bond. Don’t you see? It’s dangerous and making us both irrational.”

      “We’ve been through this already. There’s nothing we can do about it.”

      “I think we need to stop letting ourselves get close. I can’t have a child.”

      “So you don’t want to have a child with me?” There it is, the hurt I knew was coming.

      I shake my head. “I don’t want a child at all.”

      “And what if it happens? What’ll you do?”

      “It’s not going to happen. We aren’t going to be doing anything that might end with me having a baby.”

      I pull away, needing space, from him, from my own heart, and from all the possibilities I see between us. A life together, children, a home. Those are things I can’t dare to hope for, not yet.

      “Beauty, don’t do this. Not now. I’ve tried to cut you out of my heart, but nothing works. Don’t deny me the time we have.”

      My chest hurts from the weight of everything I know that I haven’t shared with him. Gwen’s visions aren’t wrong. She said I’d be leaving them, that they’ll lose me in order to break the curse. “I can’t let you throw away the life you want because of some magical mating bond.”

      He sighs. “I don’t know why you can’t understand that this is how it’s done in my world. It’s considered a gift to find your mate. Many of us spend our very long lives without ever knowing the special bond between a mated pair.”

      “But you can’t even introduce me to your pack. They want to kill me, remember?”

      His eyes narrow, jaw clenching. “Aye, I remember. But that’s not going to happen, now is it? So stop wobbling back and forth, and let me be your man. We’re going to talk ourselves to death before we can figure out how to stop the curse.”

      He’s right. Again. Stopping the curse should be the first thing on my mind. It’s not just me affected by this killer spell. My sisters will die again and we’ll have to find each other all over. Chances are good we won’t have a fallen angel summoning us next time.

      My eyes burn with unshed tears and I just want to slap myself. I haven’t been such an emotional wreck since the first time I left Tristan. I hate this feeling. The last time I felt this way, I’d fancied myself in love. I should walk away now. Tell Grant I don’t want him, or any kind of life with him, but when I turn my gaze up to his, he seals his lips over mine and takes my words before I can utter them. His hands cup my face and his tongue begs entrance to my mouth, and damn it, I can’t let him go. Not when I’m already in so deep.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Grant

      Helena was right, goddammit. I’m in love with Izzy. It’s as simple as breathing. But I can’t tell her yet if I want to keep her close. All I can do is show her how I feel by being the mate she deserves.

      Deepening my kiss, I press her against the refrigerator and plant my palms on either side of her head. She’s caged in my arms, but there’s no fear in her posture. The little moan that falls from her as she opens for my tongue makes my cock strain against the thin fabric of my joggers. Fuck. This woman doesn’t seem to understand what she does to me. Breaking the kiss, I stare into her eyes, keeping my gaze unwavering because I need her to know how serious I am.

      “Please, Beauty. Don’t pull away.”

      She slides her hands over my arse and squeezes. “I don’t think I can even if I want to.”

      “Good. I won’t push for anything you can’t give, but I’m not going anywhere either.”

      Nodding, my feisty witch closes her eyes and wraps her arms around my shoulders before hopping up and wrapping her legs around my waist. “I’ve told you. I can give you my body, but not my heart.”

      That sends a pang of hurt through me, but I’ll take what she can give until this trial is over. I’ll have her love after we’re safe. “Then let’s go upstairs before your sisters come in and get a show.”

      She giggles, her lips against my neck, trailing up until she finds my sensitive earlobe. Sparks shoot through me and, God help me, if it weren’t for those bloody witches staying with us, I’d lay her out on the kitchen table and have her right here. I’m almost willing to say, fuck it, and do it anyway, but my fucking phone starts ringing in my pocket.

      “Fuck,” I mutter.

      “Ignore it.”

      I sigh and place her on her feet. “I can’t. That’s Lachlan’s ringtone. It’ll look suspicious if I don’t answer.”

      Straightening her shirt, she offers me a saucy smile before sauntering to the living room. “I’ve got some work to do anyway. We’ve still got a boss witch to find and kill.”

      My phone keeps ringing and I know I’ve got to tear my attention from Izzy if I want to avoid Lachlan’s ire. “Lachlan, what is it?”

      His deep rumble of laughter grates on my nerves. “Did I pull you away from your mate?”

      “As a matter of fact.”

      “I need to welcome her into the pack. As alpha, it’s my right to approve her entry.”

      My heart races at the thought of him meeting Izzy. The moment he sees her, he’ll know she’s not a shifter. That in and of itself is dangerous. “She’s just a little shy. We’re taking some time to get to know one another. It was…unexpected when we met.”

      “But you plan to turn her.” He doesn’t ask. That’s the first thing any self-respecting male would do. Ensure she’ll be with me forever.

      “Not quite.”

      He laughs again. “Well, maybe I’ll come over there and steal her away. I could do with an unclaimed woman on the side.”

      My hackles rise. “The hell you will. She’s mine.”

      “Then fucking turn her. What are you waiting for?”

      “Fuck, Lachlan. There’s a lot on at the moment. I’ve got a job to do as well. How do you expect me to handle that and being newly mated?”

      “True. Speaking of, we’ve completely lost the trail of those bitches.”

      “Really?” My voice is tight and it’s all I can do to keep myself from smiling.

      “I don’t understand it, but they must’ve been tipped off about us. We’d traced them to a flat in London, quite near that pub, The Witch’s Brew. They’re none too subtle, are they?”

      “Any idea where they might’ve gone?”

      He sighs over the line. “Well, according to the last bit of intel, one of them had a home in Ireland at one point in the past. That might be a good place to start. Perhaps we can get her scent at least.”

      “And what happens if we can’t find them?”

      “Our client won’t be pleased.”

      I don’t know what to say to that. “I’ll do what I can.”

      “You’d better. The pack will suffer if you don’t.”

      “I understand.”

      He chuckles. “Good.” Relief makes me sag against the wall. But then he clears his throat and I know something else is coming. “I think I’ll come by for a little visit in a few days. You and I need to go for a run, and I want to get to know my new sister.”

      The line clicks and goes dead before I have a chance to respond. Setting my phone on the counter, I stare down at the lines in the marble. How can I keep Izzy safe with Lachlan breathing down my neck looking for the very witches I’m keeping in my home?
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      Grant

      Izzy’s soft blond hair is splayed across her pillow when I wake in the middle of the night. Her scent should be soothing, my mate in bed with me should be the best comfort I could possibly receive. Instead, I’m racked with fear for her safety. As confident as I’ve been around her about this bloody curse, I’m terrified I’ll lose her. And Lachlan won’t be kept away. I know the witches have a plan, the protection spell to alert them to unwanted visitors, but Izzy can’t be gone when Lachlan comes. He’ll only return in order to welcome my mate to the pack.

      Izzy moans in her sleep, the silver light of the moon beaming in from the window making her hair appear to be made of moonbeams. The long strands are the only thing covering her naked skin. Every time she moves her bare breasts brush my side. It’s erotic as fuck. I need to either get up and see to myself in the loo, or spread her legs and take her right now. My beast is clawing at me to mark her as mine, and I honestly can’t deny that need much longer.

      “Beauty,” I whisper, tenderly running my fingers over her cheek.

      “Mmm, leave me be, you beast. I’m sleeping.”

      She’s teasing, I can tell by the smile on her lips. “I need you.”

      A laugh fills the room as she rolls to her side and slides her fingers down my chest. “How is that new?”

      “It’s not. It’s never going to change, you know. I’ll always need to love you this way. It’s part of our bond. My body responds to your scent completely on its own. I’m fucking hard as a rock the moment you walk into a room.”

      “Grant, you say such romantic things.” The sarcasm in her voice is unmistakable.

      “Don’t you understand? Before you, I could release some tension with a lackluster fuck, but never truly be satisfied.”

      “Not helping your case.”

      I’m mucking this all up. “No. Fuck, that’s not what I meant. I’m trying to tell you how special you are.”

      “I get it. We’re mates. It’s destiny, etcetera. We’ve no choice in the matter and our connection makes the sex great to make up for taking our free will.”

      “Dammit, woman. No. That’s not at all how this is.” Frustration colors my tone and I drag my hand through my hair, averting my gaze from her copper irises to try and find some kind of clarity. “I mean, it is…to a point. Our mate bond is there, but even if you weren’t bound to me by fate, I’d feel this way.”

      “You can’t know that.”

      I roll so I’m on top of her slight frame and fit myself between her legs. “I bloody well can. I know my own heart.” The blunt head of my erection slides over her center, causing her to let out a soft whimper. “My body will always want you, so will my heart.”

      Her moan sends a shock of undiluted desire through me and it’s all I can do to hold my beast at bay. He wants me to claim her in every way. A zing of fear hits me at the thought of letting my wild side free.

      “Stop teasing me and take me,” she sighs, squirming under me and spreading her thighs wider, welcoming me.

      I can’t stop now, and I don’t want to. Thrusting forward, I push inside, the unity of our bodies further etching her into my heart. This woman doesn’t realize how ruined she’s made me for any other woman. I’ll never want another. Mated or not.

      Our breaths and sighs fill the air of the quiet room, and before long, our tender and gentle lovemaking has shifted into something wild and passionate. Her legs wrap around my hips, pulling me into her over and over. It’s so fucking good, but I need more. I need to be closer to her. My arms wrap around her and tug her close, lifting her as I move to my knees. She’s clinging to me, moving over my cock in long rolls of her hips. Still, I need more. I need her scent covering me, her heart beating against mine, and her nails scoring my back. I drop my lips to hers and cup her face between my hands, not letting her back away from the deep intimacy between us.

      A loud buzzing breaks our moment and we both turn toward the sound. My phone. My damn phone. Lachlan’s name flashes on the screen, sending a chill through me before a wave of primal protectiveness takes hold.

      “Don’t,” Izzy breathes against my neck.

      If she thinks for one second I’m going to take my cock from where it belongs to answer the phone, she’s delusional. Instead of answering, I stare into her eyes and growl, “Get on all fours.” My voice is deeper, rough with need, and something else.

      She does what I say, presenting her gorgeous arse and spreading her legs. With one finger, I press into her slick pussy, knowing there’s no way I’ll keep this going much longer. I’m already on the edge of climax. I just have to give her the pleasure she wants before she makes me go. Coating my fingers in her wetness, I tease the tight pucker of her arse while at the same time, lining my cock up against her sex. I grip her hips and thrust…hard before pressing my thumb past the tight ring of muscle in her arse. She cries out, and I worry I’ve hurt her until she starts moaning my name.

      My fucking phone starts buzzing again as I’m driving inside her. No. Lachlan doesn’t get to interrupt this. I’m claiming my mate. She is mine. This is mine. My heart lurches when the need to change takes hold. Shit. I can’t shift while I’m here with her. But it’s too late. My blood hums with magic and Izzy cries in pleasure as I grow even larger inside her. Fuck.

      The beast takes charge, the urge to solve all our problems taking control. Claim. Mate. Mark.

      “Grant! Oh, fucking hell.” Her walls clench around me, spurring on my own release. At the same time, I strike. My beast’s teeth sinking into her shoulder and I know instantly what I’ve done. She’ll never forgive me, but at least she’ll be safe.

      Lying with her pulled tight to my chest, I breathe in her scent and commit every curve of her to memory. We’re bonded now. I can feel it, her soul linked with mine. I press a kiss to her hair and close my eyes, but the restless push of my beast insists on something other than sleep. I have to leave, to change and run. I can’t keep my wolf chained any longer now that he’s been let so close to the surface. Sliding my arm out from under her, I get out of bed and dress in a T-shirt and sweats. If her sisters weren’t here, I’d be naked and heading outside without a second thought, but I don’t want to give them a show.

      “Where are you off to?” Her raspy, groggy voice sends a rush of desire through me.

      “I need to shift.”

      Her eyes are heavy with the need for sleep. “Don’t be gone long.”

      I nod, not allowing myself to go back to her. A short run and I’ll be back. I don’t want to ruin this moment by sharing the depth of what just happened between us. Not yet.
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* * *

      I return to the most breathtaking sight I’ve ever seen. Izzy sleeps, her hair splayed across the pillow like a spun gold curtain. My God but she’s beautiful and right now, I’m not worried about anything other than us. I just want to admire what destiny has given me.

      Pulling my shirt over my head, I toss it in the corner and strip down to my boxer briefs. The mess of my clothes on the floor will drive me mad sooner rather than later, but I can’t wait to be near her. If she’s going to sleep in my bed, I’ll not feel one ounce of guilt about climbing in beside her. Careful not to touch her, I tug back the covers and slide in next to her warm body. I ache to sate my lust, but the gentle sweetness on her face stops me from waking her. She’s mine. That’s all that matters at the moment.

      A soft sigh escapes her lips as she rolls onto her side facing me. I can’t help myself, I have to touch her. Reaching out, I brush a lock of hair out of her eyes and tuck it behind her ear. She lets out a little moan and snuggles deeper into the pillow. It’s not what I want, but it’s enough.

      “Beast?” she whispers.

      The sound of her voice makes my heart clench. “Aye, my beauty.”

      “Thank you for keeping me safe.”

      She rolls over, turning her face from me, and for a moment, I think I’ve lost her. Then she reaches back and grasps my forearm, tugging until I scoot closer and wrap her in my embrace. Her round arse is pressed against my hardness but now isn’t the time. Now I’ll hold her, savor her, and bide my time until she understands the depth of a mate bond.
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* * *

      Izzy

      My shoulder aches in the most delicious way where Grant bit me. I have to admit, I’m not opposed to a wild night between the sheets. He’s still sound asleep next to me, his usual scowl gone, replaced by a content expression. He looks younger like this, more vulnerable. Unable to resist the urge, I push his dark hair away from his forehead and trail the pad of my thumb over his strong brow. A full body shiver runs through me at the memory of his rough commands and forceful thrusts into me. It was the hottest moment I’ve experienced in my many lives. I could stay here all day, wrapped up in him, but I’ve got to eat. Then maybe we can go for round two.

      I dress quickly, choosing clothes that I know Grant will appreciate when he comes downstairs in search of food. The sweater I’m wearing is big and slides off one shoulder, showing off his mark. The thought of driving him mad with lust by displaying the evidence of what we did last night makes my belly flip.

      There must be breakfast on because the scent of sausage and toast hits my nose before I start down the stairs. No doubt, Gwen is cooking. Thank God for her. I’m crap in the kitchen and just the short time we’ve been reunited has spoiled me for all prepackaged foods from now on.

      She’s there, standing at the stove with her hair braided to one side and an adorable apron covering her clothes. She looks every inch the little homemaker. “Morning, Betty Crocker,” I say, grinning as she narrows her eyes at me.

      “Well, don’t you look like the cat who ate the cream?”

      I flounce across the kitchen floor and settle myself on a stool at the bar. “That’s what happens when you’re pleasured to within an inch of your life.”

      “I heard. In fact, I think the entire countryside heard you.”

      I’m not embarrassed. Not even a little. “You’re welcome,” I say, giving a little bow with my head.

      Helena strides into the room with an eyebrow cocked and a smirk on her red lips. “Where’s the dog?”

      “Sleeping.” My annoyance has to be obvious, but she barrels right along.

      “Good. I don’t need him sticking his nose in this conversation.”

      She closes her eyes and murmurs before raising her hands in a slow, deliberate arch over her head. The spell will hold all sound from our conversation inside the bubble she just set around us, which means she’s ready to talk serious business.

      “Hel, that spell won’t work on Grant,” I remind her.

      “It’s not for him. There’s another mangy beast sniffing around the perimeter. I sensed him this morning.”

      My skin crawls at that revelation. “What? Grant didn’t say anything. Why didn’t our spell alert us all?”

      “Because he hasn’t come close enough.” She has the grace to look abashed before continuing. “I might have added some extended protection without telling you.”

      Gwen’s gaze swings from me to Helena. “You didn’t?”

      “I did. It’s for our own good. Someone hired the beasts to kill us. I’m going to take every precaution I can.”

      A frustrated groan leaves my lips. “High-handed, as usual.”

      “I’m not high-handed. I’m cautious.” She points a finger at me. “You’re so wrapped up in your mate you can’t be bothered to actually do any work. Need I remind you, if we don’t find Calista, we’ll all be dead sooner rather than later.”

      My stomach curls. She’s right. “Fine, I’m sorry. I’ve been…distracted.” The thought of the way Grant distracted me last night brings a hot flush to my cheeks. I graze his mark with my fingertips, fighting a surge of arousal.

      “What the bloody hell is that?” Helena charges forward, gripping the collar of my sweater and pulling it aside. “He marked you. Izzy, he fucking bit you.”

      Cheeks burning, I flinch away from her. “It was just a love bite.”

      “No. That’s not a love bite. He broke the skin. He practically mauled you.”

      “I guess we got a little carried away. To tell you the truth, he was kind of wild. Animalistic.”

      Her face pales. “Did he shift? At all.”

      Fear races up my spine. “What?”

      “You said he was animalistic. Did he shift before he bit you?”

      “No. Of course not.” Even to my own ears, my voice sounds hollow.

      She grabs my palm and flips it, running her fingers over the skin in a star-shaped pattern. “Do you see? Fuck, Izzy. You’ve been bitten. You’ve got the mark.”

      “No. He wouldn’t do that to me. Grant would never…” I trail off, unable to finish that sentence. Would he do that?

      “Izzy,” Gwen says, pity in her tone. “I’m so sorry.”

      Panic bubbles in my chest. “But, I’m not going to change. I’m a witch. Witches can’t be turned.”

      “I’ve never heard that.” Gwen’s sweet voice grates on my nerves. That’s not what I want to hear.

      “Surely it’s got to be true. Have you ever heard of a witch/shifter? Never. That’s because it doesn’t happen.”

      Heavy footfalls on the stairs make my breath catch. Grant comes into view and instead of the excitement I’ve grown accustomed to, I feel betrayal and heartbreak.

      He glances from me to Gwen, and finally Helena. “What’s with all the doom and gloom in here?”

      “You bit me,” I say. It’s nearly impossible to keep the acid from my voice.

      “Aye, I was there.”

      “Answer me one question, Grant. Did you shift before you bit me?”

      Gaze trained on me, he doesn’t look away as he says, “I did.”

      Goddammit. He just ruined everything. “On purpose?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “What the bloody hell do you mean, you don’t know?” Helena screeches, her eyes blazing copper. The air around us is crackling with energy and if I don’t get her under control, there’s going to be damage done to Grant’s house.

      “My pack leader, Lachlan is coming here. He wants to meet my mate. He’ll know something is wrong the minute he catches your scent. He’s already suspicious because I haven’t brought you into the pack.”

      Anger boils my blood. I don’t give a toss about his pack. They want to kill me. “You’re not bringing me anywhere near your pack.”

      “But I can now. You already smell like a shifter. He won’t have any reason to think you’re not.”

      “What do you mean, I smell like a shifter?”

      “You bear my mark. You’ll change at the next moon.”

      “No, Grant!”

      “Yes, my beauty. Don’t you want to be like me? Shifters are near to immortal. The only thing that kills us is silver through the heart. Your curse can’t take you as long as we keep silver from you.”

      My eyes fill with tears for the hope in his voice and for the desperation clawing at me because I want this to work. “It’ll find me. That’s how this magic works. I could spend all my life locked in a padded cell and something would bring about my end by the time my birthday rolls around.”

      “It’s true,” Gwen offers. “I tried that once.”

      My heart aches for Gwen. “Oh, Gwen. You did?”

      She nods. “It wasn’t a good decade.” Gwen sighs as she pours herself a cup of tea. Her eyes go cloudy and her hands shake, spilling the hot tea across the counter.

      “Bloody hell, woman. What are you doing?” Grant shouts.

      “She’s having a vision.” I rush to her, taking the kettle from her hands and setting it aside.

      Her eyes return to their normal copper color and she turns her focus on me. “Izzy. The moon will be your end.”

      Dread fills my stomach. My beast thought he was saving me. Instead he’s the one who will cause my end.

      “What does she mean?” Grant’s voice is a harsh growl as he reaches for me.

      “Move aside, beast.” Helena grabs my hand and then takes Gwen’s. “We’re done here. You’ve as good as killed Izzy. Are you happy?”

      With a tickling sensation in my belly, the room swirls around me and everything goes gray. I close my eyes against the sensation, confused by how much this magic is affecting me. It’s never made me feel so strange. I’m made for this. When I open my eyes, I’m greeted with the salty air of the sea and a sweeping view of green land and tall cliffs.

      “You brought us to Ireland?” I ask.

      Helena squeezes my hand. “I brought you home so we can find a way to stop this change from happening and break your mate bond.” She lets go of me and raises her arms to the sky. “Now it’s time to call in our debts owed. Sariel. We call upon you for your promised protection.”

      The sound of a throat clearing behind us has the three of us spinning around on the defensive. A tall man with rugged good looks and shining platinum irises stands before us, his arms crossed over his broad chest, but this is not the fallen angel we made a bargain with. “What can I do for you, witches?”

      Helena gives a little gasp of surprise. “You…you’re not Sariel. What are you doing here?”
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      Izzy

      “I’m certainly not. For one thing, I’m much better looking.” The angel grins and cocks one eyebrow. “I’m Tamiel. I’ve…taken on Sariel’s responsibilities, so to speak.”

      Helena frowns and her hands ball into tight fists. “Not an option. I made a deal with Sariel, not you.”

      “I can collect him if you’d like. I’ll warn you, he’s not going to be of much use to you now that he’s human. I’m assuming you’re in need of protection.”

      “What can you offer? You’ve not a single reason to protect us.”

      Gwen takes a sharp breath and opens her mouth as if to speak, but Tamiel shakes his head and she stops. That’s odd. Why would she do what he wants?

      “Consider it my way of earning forgiveness. Now that Sariel’s found his soul mate, I’m the archangels’ weapon of choice.” He holds his hand out at his side and a broadsword, glowing and brilliant appears in his palm.

      “Again I’ll ask, why would you help us?” Helena isn’t going to let this go. I don’t blame her. The fallen aren’t to be trusted.

      “So hostile. You’d be much prettier if you weren’t so sour.”

      “Don’t make me hurt you, fallen.”

      He laughs. “You could try. Gabriel and Michael have given me enough power to wield Michael’s sword, and do all but return to Heaven. I can stop any spell you might throw at me. Besides, I think you rather like what you see. By the change in your pulse and the scent of your want, you definitely do.”

      She scoffs, but a hint of pink rushes to her cheeks.

      The beautiful blue sky seems such a strange contrast to this moment. And that’s when it hits me, it’s the middle of the day. How can he be here? “Wait. Aren’t you a vampire? The fallen can only exist in the bodies of vampires.”

      “That’s true, but my brothers gifted me with an immunity to the sun. It’s not my favorite time, but I can withstand it. I much prefer the cover of dark.”

      Helena strides past him and toward the cottage in the distance. “Well, you’re not invited inside. You’d better run along back to your handlers. We don’t need anything from you.”

      “Hel,” Gwen says. “He’s meant to be here.”

      A frustrated groan leaves Helena and, though she doesn’t look back, she waves her arm in a come on gesture. Tamiel follows, seemingly not bothered in the least about Helena’s disdain. With a flick of his wrist, the glowing sword vanishes from his grip and he shoves his hands into the pockets of his leather jacket. Are we destined to be constantly plagued by domineering men? At least he’s hot.

      The simplicity of the cottage makes me long for my days spent in Ireland hundreds of years ago. I seem to always return here every few lifetimes. Ireland is in my blood. And though my heart calls out for Grant, I’m glad to be home.

      Entering the house, I smile at the quaint setting. A small wood-burning stove is nestled in the corner, while a cozy couch and reading nook take up the rest of the living area. I can see the kitchen through the passthrough in the wall and know it’s as simple as the rest. We don’t need much, not when we can use our magic to satisfy our needs. Tamiel sighs and shakes his head before heading up the staircase. He stomps around up there for a short while before returning to us.

      “So, who do I get to bunk with? If I have my choice, I want the feisty one.”

      I can’t stop my bark of laughter. “Feisty? Helena is dangerous, not feisty. If you’re not careful, angel, she’ll have your balls.”

      He winks. “Sounds fun.”

      Helena grumbles and shakes her head, avoiding Tamiel’s gaze. “I’m making some tea.” She shoots a glare at the fallen angel. “Stay.”

      He laughs and settles on the cozy couch. “Like I said. Feisty.”

      “I’d watch out if I were you,” I warn, looking on in amusement as her cheeks turn red and she presses her lips into a thin line. “She’s not known for being able to hold her temper.”

      “I think I might quite like being on the receiving end of her fire.”

      Helena lets out a growl and spins on her heel, a ball of blue flame cradled in between her palms. I recognize this spell and know it’s not going to kill him. It’ll hurt like a bitch though.

      “You can’t be seriously thinking that little ball of nothing is going to hurt me?” Without another word, she lets it fly. To his credit, the angel doesn’t even flinch as the spell makes contact and spreads across his chest. He should be writhing in pain. Instead, he absorbs the blue flame and lets out a laugh. “That tickled.”

      “Ugh,” Helena groans. “Fucking angels.”

      “Have we finished our bit of foreplay? I do have some wisdom to impart.”

      “Of course you do.”

      Tamiel turns his focus to me and sits with his elbows on his knees. “Izzy. You seem to have gotten yourself in a bit of a spot, haven’t you?”

      I can’t meet his gaze. Not because I’m ashamed, but because I’m angry. “Enough nonsense, you said you had wisdom. Impart it.”

      “Gabriel said your time here is short.”

      “Our curse. We never live past twenty-seven.” He flicks his gaze to Helena and a pained look crosses his face. What’s that about? “We have to break the curse. And to do that, we need to kill Calista.”

      “Damn witches,” he murmurs.

      “Hey.”

      “Sorry. No offense.” He shoots me a charming grin. “But you have to know the three of you have done your fair share of naughty deeds. Starting with helping Sariel begin his journey to falling.”

      “I’m well aware. We’ve paid the price. More than once.”

      “If you’re going to find Calista, you’ll need a vast amount of power. She’s hidden herself from angels, and you three know the magic that requires.”

      Helena snorts. “Are you seriously sitting there telling us things we already know? What good are you?”

      Tamiel grits his teeth and sighs. “But do you know about the black moonstone?”

      “That’s a myth,” I say, knowing I’m wrong the moment the words leave my mouth. If an angel is talking about it, the thing is bloody well real.

      “Is it?” His eyebrow rises in challenge.

      Gwen has been silent all this time, but I’m sure she’s been taking it all in. She’s chewing on her lip and worrying at her cuticles. A sure sign she’s seen something and not shared the details.

      “Gwen…” I start.

      A guilty look crosses her face. “I…may have seen it.”

      “Are you telling us you’ve left out vital information necessary to break the curse, Guinevere?” Helena’s words are a lash whip across the room. “How are we going to stop this from taking us again if you don’t share everything you see?”

      Gwen’s posture stiffens. “I didn’t want to believe it.”

      “Why the hell not?”

      Tamiel speaks up before Gwen has a chance. “Because finding that stone means losing Izzy. Forever.” The angel stands and crosses the room. He looks so damned casual, carelessly inspecting his fingernails as though he hadn’t just dropped a huge piece of life changing information on us. “But, if you don’t. This will be your last life. The three of you will be sent to purgatory to await your punishment for your part in Sariel’s fall.”

      “I thought the curse was our punishment,” Gwen says.

      He shakes his head. “The curse was brought down by Calista. This is the punishment delivered by the archangels.”

      “So, we have to help or that’s it? Sounds like you have us over a barrel.” Helena cocks one hand on her hip and frowns at him.

      “I’d like to have you over something.”

      She groans in frustration. “Enough with the smarmy pickup lines. You know what I mean.”

      “You must earn your redemption. I have no doubt Calista will be on the hunt for the black moonstone as well. With it, she’ll be able to do terrible things.”

      “Such as?” I ask.

      He stares at me, all traces of ease, gone. “Releasing Lucifer from the prison you helped trap him inside.”
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* * *

      Grant

      I’ve lost her. Damn me and my beast. Izzy’s been gone four days. Four. I’ve no clue where she is or how to find her. Even our mating bond isn’t working as a way to track her. Taking another long pull from my, now mostly empty, bottle of Glenfiddich, I frown at the nonexistent burn of good whisky on my tongue. I hold the bottle up and tip it over. Empty. Bollocks.

      Witches. Aside from Izzy, I hate them all.

      “Where is she?” I hear Lachlan before I see him and he’s the last person I want to be around. If it weren’t for him, I’d still have my beauty by my side.

      “Gone. She’s left me.” My words are so slurred, even I can barely understand myself.

      My alpha pulls up a chair next to me and takes the bottle from my hands. “You’ve been wallowing, then?”

      “Yes. Wallowing. That’s exactly what I’m doing.” I turn toward him, the room swimming as I go. “But you wouldn’t understand. You’ve never had a mate, have you?”

      He looks away, jaw clenched. “You’re a fucking arsehole.”

      “I am. God, I’m such a fool.”

      “What the hell happened? You say she left you. Why? She’s your mate.”

      My head aches, matching the pain in my heart. “Goddamned witches. It’s their fault. They made her leave me.”

      “Witches?” The instant he says it, I recognize my slip up. Fuck.

      “No. Her…her sisters. They’re witchy women. They took her from me after I marked her. Said I’m a monster. They don’t understand.”

      “So she’s a human, then?”

      “Not anymore.” Stomach churning, I force away the memories of the moment I let my beast take control and ruined us.

      “Good man.” He claps me on the shoulder, the force of his palm jarring my nerves. “You’ll get her back. The moon’s only a week away. She’ll need her mate to help her through the first change.”

      “I’m not so sure.”

      “I think you need a distraction from all this. Come with me to Ireland. The Dublin pack leader called me this morning to say their spies saw three women moving into a little cottage close to him.”

      My heart nearly gives out with the force of the fear gripping it. Lachlan can’t be allowed to find them. I’ve made a promise to Izzy and I intend to keep it. I won’t let my pack harm her or her sister witches. No matter what she thinks of me.

      “Get me the location. I’ll head out first thing tomorrow.”

      Lachlan grins. “I’ll be coming with you this time. The last time I put you on the task, you found yourself a mate instead of doing your duty.”

      I don’t have a retort to that. He’s more right than he could ever possibly know. “I don’t need a fucking babysitter.”

      “I beg to differ. What happens when your mate comes calling? You’ll turn tail and go to her without another thought. It’s what mates do for one another. And if the moon brings on her heat? There’s no way you’ll be able to resist.”

      The thought of Izzy needing me to serve her, to see her through her heat. A bolt of animalistic lust races through me. “Hopefully we’ll be done with our task before that happens.”

      “Either way, I’m coming with you.”

      Fuck. This is not what I want. If he finds Izzy with her sister witches, it’ll be obvious, no matter the fact I’ve bitten her. Lachlan has never walked away from a job. Not once. “Can’t you just leave this to me? Give me the location and the contact in Dublin. I’ll be in and out, do the job if the witches are there, and you can collect from the client.”

      He shakes his head. “Not happening. The client is breathing down my damned neck already. I assured her we’re finishing this by the end of the week. If we don’t…trust me, she’ll rain down hellfire on us.”

      “Goddammit, Lachlan, tell me who this client is. I don’t think you understand how important it is for us to find out all the information.”

      “All I know is she’s a very powerful witch with a lot of money. She’s dangerous to be on the wrong side of.”

      “What’s her bloody name?”

      He frowns before sighing. “Calista.”

      A sick twist turns my stomach. All this time I’ve been leading the coven leader straight to the witches rather than helping them find her. “Did she say why she wants them dead?”

      With a slight nod, he stands and walks into the kitchen, opening the cupboard and pulling out a new bottle of scotch. “These three are a danger to the world. She says they’ll be the end of everything if they’re not taken down.”

      Dragging a hand through my hair, I fight the drunken sway of my vision. “But they’re cursed to die in a year anyway. Why go to all this trouble?”

      He cocks an eyebrow. “How do you know about the curse?”

      A chill runs down my spine. I’ve just royally fucked this up. “Come on, everyone knows about the cursed witches.”

      “No. Barely anyone knows. They know the legends of the sirens, the stories of their tragic loves who were actually men they preyed upon and ushered to their destruction. But the details of their curse aren’t widespread.”

      “I may have been visited by an angel,” I say, hoping mentioning Gabriel will help rather than hurt. “He shared some information you seem to have been hesitant to dole out.”

      “An angel?” he almost laughs.

      “Yes. The angel Gabriel, if you must know. He came to me and said that it was of vital importance I find these witches.”

      Lachlan leans against the counter and pulls the corked cap off the bottle before pouring himself a liberal serving of the amber liquid. “And did Gabriel tell you anything else? Did he share their previous dealings with Lucifer or the reason they were cursed in the first place?”

      Lucifer? The idea of my beauty doing anything to aid the devil makes my skin crawl with the wrongness of it all. “Aye,” I lie. “He told me they helped with the fall of the angels.”

      “Well, Calista needs to stop them before they gain enough power to free Lucifer from his prison. Their curse won’t kill them in time. If we take the bitches down now, they’ll have to start all over again and it’ll give Calista at least sixteen more years to build her defenses.”

      He’s wrong. So very wrong, but I can’t tell him without revealing my connection to Izzy and the other two witches. “Then I suppose we’d better be off finding them. I’ll map the route if you give me the information.”

      He tosses back his drink and smiles. “There he is, the tracker. I thought maybe you’d lost your touch.”

      “Not lost it. Just questioning the merits of murdering women without knowing why. You can’t blame me for that.”

      “I think being mated has made you soft.”

      I offer a light laugh, not wanting him to know how close to murdering him I am. “Perhaps you’re right. But, she doesn’t want me. Give me the damned information I need so I can get the job done and work her out of my system.”

      He pulls out his phone and starts typing. In seconds, I’ve got a text message with a contact and address in Dublin. Then, the man takes a pull straight from the bottle of scotch before staring me down. “We’ll have to be cautious not to give them the chance to catch us with their siren songs. They’ve been together longer than any other time they’ve found each other and their power grows with every day.”

      I can’t tell him their spells don’t work on me. That the mating bond between Izzy and me works as a sort of shield. “That’s why you should let me go without you. I’ll be careful. I’ll get them alone. Then I’ll take them out one at a time. They can’t bewitch me with their songs because I’m mated. My heart can’t be taken hostage by magic when it’s already owned by my soul mate.”

      A pensive expression furrows his brow. “You might be right about that.”

      “I know I am.”

      “Another piece of sage wisdom from your winged friend?”

      “Sure.”

      He sighs and pushes off the counter. “Fine. One last chance. But you check in each day by moonrise. We can’t let this go on much longer.”

      Nodding, I stand and walk him to the door. “I wish I could say it’s been a pleasure, but I can’t. Tell your witchy boss we’ll have it managed soon.”

      I watch as Lachlan shifts into a hulking wolf bigger than any of the others in the pack. His russet coat gleaming in the moon. The moment he’s out of sight, I let out the breath I’d been holding. Blood humming with stress, I rush up the stairs, arm myself with every piece of weaponry I have, and pack a bag.

      I’m heading to Dublin tonight. I’ve got a witch to find.
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      Grant

      I’m fairly sure I’ve been here before, at least once in my life. The winding roads are oddly familiar, and if I’m not mistaken, there’s a castle just around this bend. Following the road, I see it plain as day, the relic of a castle standing alone at the top of a hill which overlooks the beautiful cliffs. Bloody hell, I have been here. But when?

      Memories flash before my eyes. Things I’d long since buried. My mother and father standing in front of the same castle, my baby sister in Ma’s arms. A picnic in the sun, a walk in the evening light, my parents tending to the baby while I roamed the edge of the woods. The wolf grabbing my leg, stealing me away. The screams of my family mixed with vicious growls as they were killed. What is happening?

      Pulling to the side of the road, I close my eyes and breathe slow and steady, working to calm my raging pulse. If I let my reaction get a hold on my control, I’ll shift here and now for any passerby to see. I’ve never been able to remember the attack that left me a shifter. I’d always attributed that to my six-year-old brain having to protect itself, and now that I’ve relived it, I’m certain that’s exactly what had happened. Lachlan had always told me he found me with their bodies. That he’d almost given me up for dead until I started to shiver. But now I know that’s not the truth. I was taken and they were murdered. Why would he lie?

      An ache takes hold in my chest, but I fight against the need to change. I’m here for my beauty, not to reopen old wounds of my past. Starting the car, I return to the road and focus on my goal. Izzy.

      The local pub is bustling as the sun sets and people begin filing in from long hours of work. I just want to find her, but I need a meal, a room, and a shower before that happens.

      “What can I get you, handsome?” The barmaid sizes me up as she takes my order.

      “I’ll take a pint of bitter and whatever your special is for supper.”

      She grins and leans forward, her bountiful cleavage on display. “Anything else?”

      “Yeah, a room. You know of an inn around here?”

      As soon as the question leaves my mouth, I know it was the wrong thing to ask. Her eyes light up and she smiles wide. “I’ve got one you can share.”

      The thought makes my skin crawl. Not because she’s unattractive. She’s not Izzy. There will never be anyone other than my beauty from now on. “Sorry, lass. I’m married.”

      She looks at my left hand and frowns. “Don’t look like it to me.”

      “Is there an inn in this town or not?”

      “Yeah. Toward the end of town. You’ll see it on your right.”

      Thirty minutes later, I’m settled into my room and itching to shift. The moon is high, but not quite full. Three more days. Lucky for me, this quaint little inn is settled on the edge of town with neighbors spread wide. I can run as a wolf without much worry of being spotted. Unless a farmer decides to take me out because he thinks I’m after his sheep.

      As soon as I step foot on the soft grass behind the hotel, I remove the rest of my clothes and tuck them away for safe keeping. My beast pushes and fights for control, but even as my body changes from man to wolf, I hold tight to my consciousness. The wolf isn’t in charge this time. He’s done enough to damage my relationship with Izzy. If she’s here, I’ll find her, not him.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      “What is happening to me?” I groan. For the last few days I’ve been on edge, cagey, and unlike myself. Not to mention, I can’t use magic. Not even a little bit, and when I try, I feel like death on a bad day. Nauseous, chilled, and weak.

      “I hate to say it, but I think you’re knocked up or something.” Helena doesn’t meet my eyes, but there’s a serious note of apology in her voice.

      “What?”

      “You’ve been sick at least twice today. And we all know you two were going at it like bunnies. I’d be surprised if he hadn’t filled you with his little beasties.”

      I shake my head. “Hel, I’m not pregnant. I know that for a fact. One-hundred percent.”

      She raises an eyebrow. “Well, maybe it’s something to do with your bite.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You’re changing into a shifter. Your body can’t handle the warring types of magic. Witch magic and shifter magic are two very different things. Our powers are elemental. Grant’s are given by the moon.”

      “That’s not possible. I’ve always been a witch. Ever since I turned sixteen and was granted my powers, I’ve had magic. This is not happening.”

      She sighs and twists a long strand of hair around her finger. “I think it is. Or, you’re carrying his pup.”

      “Bugger!”

      Tamiel strides into the room, one of Gwen’s freshly baked chocolate chip cookies in his hand. “Bugger, what?”

      “She’s not able to use her magic. I told her I think it’s because she’s changing into a dog.”

      He shakes his head. “That’s not it at all.” He takes a bite and chews while pondering. “Well, I suppose it’s partially right.”

      Helena sighs before rolling her eyes. “You are the most frustrating being I’ve ever met.”

      “Thank you, love. I’m glad to have made a lasting impression.” He places a palm on my forehead and closes his eyes. “You haven’t lost your powers. They’re dormant at the moment though.”

      “Why?”

      “Because if your witchy side decides to fight with your beastly side, that would be bad.”

      “Bad how?”

      “It will kill you and take your mate with you.”

      I really hate this. My power had just started edging toward full strength and then that bastard mate of mine had to go and bite me. No matter how hot it was, I’m a witch. Not a bloody shifter. And, in all honesty, the thought of Grant dying because of me makes my heart want to break to pieces. Maybe I can save him and at least buy myself more time. “How can we stop it?”

      Tamiel takes my chin between his thumb and forefinger and stares at me as he ponders my question. “Well…I think I can help, but I’ll need a few things. And the help of your lovely sister witches, of course.”

      “Fine. What do you want?” I say, stepping back a little too quickly.

      “I need your blood, something of your mate’s, and a lock of your hair.”

      Helena gasps before looking at me. “A spell. Are you sure we can trust a fallen angel with something like that?”

      I shrug. “What else can we do?” Turning to Tamiel, I lock eyes with him. “If you fuck this up, I’ll have your wings.”

      “Not possible. My Father took those millennia ago. Now, go get me what I need.”

      With a slight nod, I rush up the stairs and rummage through my room in search of the soft T-shirt I’d forced Gwen to conjure for me to sleep in when we arrived here. It smells like Grant, and God help me, I needed something to get me through the nights without him.

      Tamiel and Helena sit on the couch with candles placed in a star pattern on the coffee table in front of them. I toss the shirt at the angel and take a seat opposite them. The soft sound of Gwen’s footfalls has me turning to watch her walk in from the kitchen. She’s got a dagger in her hand and a concerned expression on her lovely face.

      “Are you sure about this, Izzy?”

      I nod. “He can’t die because of me.”

      Holding out my palm, I wait for her to slice across it, but she takes the wicked sharp blade and removes a small section of my blond waves first. Then, with a quick flick of her wrist, my palm is bleeding into the silver bowl in the center of the formation of candles.

      Tamiel nods at her, and Gwen drops my hair into the bowl as well before joining hands with him and me. When he places Grant’s shirt into the bowl as well, my heart sinks. That was all I had of him and I know now it will be gone in a moment. Helena takes my free hand and smiles sadly, but also gives a reassuring nod. Then, the angel links his palm with Helena’s and the room goes dark. We sit in silence for long minutes but there’s a decidedly strong pull of power running through us. Tamiel sighs and a soft golden glow emanates from his skin. Then, he begins speaking in ancient Enochian, the language of the angels. Something I’ve never been able to fully understand, but by the flare of sudden fire in the bowl and the wrenching pain in my heart, I know his spell has worked.

      Opening his eyes, Tamiel stares at me. “It is done.”

      “What?” Helena asks, dropping his hand like it’d bitten her.

      I have to try twice before I can get the words out. “He…he severed the mating bond. Grant is free of me.”
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      Grant

      I’ve found her. The cottage is quaint and small, perfect for three sisters who want nothing but normal lives. A smart place to hide, unless a shifter pack is searching for you. Her scent calls to me, the magic in her blood that is going to make her like me like a homing beacon. I don’t want to see her like this, though, changed into the beast who ruined her. Shifting, I frown down at my naked form, but there’s nothing to be done about it. Hopefully she’ll be able to conjure me up some clothes. Clothes she’ll be taking off me before I claim her again tonight.

      Glancing in the window, I nearly throw myself through the glass to get at her. She’s right there, within reach, and so fucking beautiful I can’t breathe. But then my gut turns to stone and rage colors my vision red. A man. A handsome man, smiles at her and takes her chin between his fingers before giving her a longing look. I can’t hear a word they’re saying. Damn it all. But he says something and she darts for the stairs. Has she moved on from me already? She’d said she couldn’t be mated to me. Maybe this is her way of trying to make herself believe the lie.

      I have to talk to her, to make her see reason. Shifting once again, I run at breakneck pace back to the inn. This is a conversation made for grand gestures and declarations. I can’t do that naked. Once I reach my stashed clothing, I dress in a rush, desperate to get back to her. I’ll be damned if some pretty-boy with angelic good looks is going to swoop in and take her from me.

      A searing pain takes hold in my chest, ripping through my entire being as though I’ve been set on fire. I nearly fall to my knees from the agony. Everything turns to ice in my veins almost as quick as the pain started. I know exactly what happened. I can feel the absence of her like my soul has been ripped from my body. The mating bond has been broken. Izzy is gone. She’s dead, she must be, but I’m still alive. How is that possible?

      With my heart a cold stone in my chest, I rush to the car and head for her. I will kill whoever took her from me. Hands gripping the steering wheel so tightly my knuckles are white, I speed along the narrow streets of the town until I find the area her cottage is in. The minutes seem like hours, but the small house near the cliff’s edge finally comes into view. I barely give myself time to park the damned car before I’m out and running full tilt at the front door.

      My beast is barreling down on me and my control is slipping as I kick open the painted blue wood and burst inside. “Where the bloody hell is my mate? What have you done to her?”

      I stare at the faces of Helena and Gwen, both meeting my gaze with haunted eyes. Then my focus swings to the tall man standing near the wood burning stove.

      “You,” I growl, rushing him with my fist raised, ready to pummel the bastard. “You killed her. What are you doing here? Did Lachlan send you?”

      I throw the punch, but it doesn’t connect with his face, instead I’m immobilized. Pressure like nothing I’ve ever known takes hold of my head, and I fight for the ability to move.

      “Calm yourself, shifter. You can’t win against angelic grace,” the arsehole says.

      He releases me from the spell and I step back. “Angelic grace?”

      “He’s a fallen,” Helena supplies.

      “Where’s Izzy? I can’t feel our bond. The only explanation is that she’s gone. What happened?” I ask, my words breaking as grief claws its way up my throat.

      “It’s broken.” Izzy’s voice sends immediate relief through me, and I swing my gaze to the stairs where she stands with the most beautifully heartbreaking expression on her face. “We’re not mates anymore, Grant. Leave.”

      “What? No. I’m not leaving you. You’re crazy if you think that’s going to happen.”

      Tears pool in her eyes. “The change is going to kill me. Which means it’ll take you too if we’re mated. Tamiel severed the mate bond. You’re free.”

      Frustration makes me ball my fists and let out a growl. “I don’t want to be free. Damn you crazy witch. I’m yours. You can’t just cut me out.”

      “I can if it means keeping you alive.”

      “What about breaking the curse? Finding Calista? Did you know that she’s the one who hired my pack? She’s afraid of you. She knows you’re close to killing her.”

      A flicker of something akin to hope burns in her eyes for a moment. “It doesn’t matter. The full moon is in three more nights. I likely won’t survive the change.”

      “I can help you through it. I’ll see to you.”

      “No, Grant. Stop this. Let me go.”

      I can’t believe she’s doing this. I’ve told her more than once, I won’t want to live without her. “No. You’re mine.”

      She steps toward me, lip quivering as though fighting a sob, and cups my cheek in her small hand. My heart leaps when she presses her lips to mine and then she backs away. Helena stands before me now, her startling copper irises lock onto mine and she begins to sing.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Izzy

      Helena’s siren song winds itself around Grant’s heart, I know it because of the dazed look in his eyes. For once, I’m thankful for this curse and for my sister’s ability to use it on him. She’ll make him forget me. Make him leave and stay safe.

      “Grant,” she says, her voice a hypnotically low timber. “Listen to everything Izzy tells you. You have to obey.”

      He nods, but his brow furrows. God, he’s strong-willed. “I will.”

      I take a shuddering breath, but cup his face in my hands and force him to look at me. “You’re going to leave this place. Go home, sleep. You never found me. You never fell for me. I don’t exist. When you wake, you’ll have no memory of our time together. There’s a mate out there for you, but she is not me.”

      Another frown, but he nods.

      I continue, trying desperately not to cry. “Now, leave and don’t look back for me.”

      He does as I say, his posture stiff and I watch until he’s in his car, driving away. Heaving a sigh, I fall to my knees and finally let the sobs come. My sisters come to me, both wrapping gentle arms around me as I let out all my despair for the life I could’ve had were it not for my destiny.

      “I’m so sorry, Izzy,” Gwen murmurs into my hair.

      “You did right,” Helena says.

      I sniff and carefully extricate myself from their grasps. “You both need to leave before the moon tomorrow. I won’t be safe to be around. I know enough about shifters to understand the first change is the most dangerous. If I survive, I may attack you.”

      Tamiel clears his throat when Helena moves to protest. “She’s right. I’ll stay and see her through it. Go somewhere nearby, but don’t leave your room. Grant’s pack must know you’re here if he found you.”

      “We’re not stupid. Of course we know they must’ve been tipped off about us. We’ll head toward Belfast. Izzy, meet us there after your change.” Helena grips my hands and forces me to look at her. “You will meet us after. I’m not going to accept anything different.”

      I have to blink back tears because I know she’s wrong. I feel it in my bones. Gwen already said the moon will be my end. She’s right. But, I nod and offer a weak smile. “Damn right. I’ll see you soon, Hel.”

      Gwen pulls me in for a crushing embrace, her strength surprising me. “I’ve never been more proud of you than I am right now. What you did for Grant was the most selfless thing I’ve seen. You must really love him.”

      Shaking my head, I give her a squeeze. “Let’s not talk about that now. I need to know you’ve gotten safely away.”

      She nods and steps back before taking Helena’s hands and turning to face Tamiel. “Thank you, angel.”

      He grins and shrugs. “I’m just doing my job.”

      “Well, you did a fine one.” Helena’s words surprise us all. “Gwen’s right. Thank you.”

      The angel’s grin turns to a smirk. “I knew I’d win you over.”

      “Don’t get cocky.”

      She closes her eyes and Gwen follows suit, the both of them vanishing from view as they transport themselves to safety.

      “She’s a handful,” Tamiel says.

      “Completely. Always has been. I wouldn’t get your hopes up for her, though. She’s been burned and I know she’ll never let herself get in a situation like that again.”

      “I like a challenge.”

      “She’s more than that.” I think back to Helena’s history, to the legend surrounding her greatest love who ended up being her greatest betrayal. “She’s ruined for love.”

      His eyes narrow before he closes them and takes a long breath. When he looks at me again, it’s obvious he’s done talking about Helena. “I need to hunt. Tomorrow will be difficult. You’ll need me to be strong if you’re going to survive.”

      The angel leaves without another word, the click of the door as it shuts sounding like a nail in my coffin.
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      Izzy

      Everything hurts. My skin is too small, too tight, and every movement makes my head swim with nausea. With every day, every hour that passes, the beast inside my head presses forward, begging for freedom, but my witch side holds it back. White hot pain lances my head as burning agony races through my veins and I collapse to the floor. I scream and writhe, desperate for my suffering to end, hoping the wave of fire will wane. It doesn’t. The moon rises and my two natures battle while I’m powerless to stop it from killing me.

      “Izzy, love. You have to control it. Take slow breaths, work to calm your pulse.” Tamiel’s voice is far away, but when I open my eyes, he’s right in front of me, hands on my shoulders, gaze determined.

      Something between a scream and a sob tears from my throat while I try to do as he tells me. “I can’t.”

      His cool palm presses against my forehead, soothing me. “I didn’t want to do this, but if it’s the only way…”

      Everything goes dark and I still. Until a soft golden light catches my eye. It’s then I realize I’m not in the cottage anymore. I’m standing in a blank place filled with nothing but dark and that one small light. Nothing hurts, nothing is burning me. Have I died? This has never happened before when the curse has taken me, but there’s a first time for everything. Turning around, I search the space for something other than the light. Something tangible. My heart nearly gives out when I see myself standing in a beautiful gown, the one I wore when I first met Tristan all those lifetimes ago, when I gave up being a witch because I thought I’d found true love.

      “What are you doing here?” I ask myself.

      She smiles. “Fighting.”

      Frowning, I look behind me but see nothing. “Fighting what?”

      A low growl hits my ears, the sound rumbling through me as though I’m the one making it. The brush of coarse fur against my fingertips has a chill running up my spine. “Holy shit,” I yelp, jumping away from the enormous white wolf circling me. It stares as it paces, the beast’s copper colored eyes a mirror of mine.

      “Fighting you. Your beast.”

      “I can’t stop it,” I say.

      The woman I used to be shakes her head and sighs. “I know. But you want to. So, I fight.”

      The wolf growls again, this time crouching as if preparing to lunge. In a blur of white, it leaps and collides with her. She doesn’t scream, or even cry out. Instead, a pulse of magic radiates from her, blasting the beast a full five feet away. Blood trickles down her gown from a wound on her shoulder, but she stands tall.

      Pain burns on my shoulder in the same spot of her injury and when I touch my fingers to my skin, they come away wet with blood. The wolf has gotten up and is pacing once again, but this time with a limp in its hind leg. My own ankle throbs. Instead of circling me, the animal growls and its ears flatten as it bares its teeth, focus never leaving the woman in front of me. There’s no fear in her eyes as she stares the dangerous creature down. A white ball of flame builds in her palm. I know that spell very well. It will burn anything it touches to a cinder.

      “Stop!” I cry, panic gripping my heart.

      I thrust my hands out toward them both, harnessing my power until I hold them each in bonds of magic. The wolf snaps and writhes, but the woman stays still, not resisting. She locks eyes with me and it hits me with the force of a bloody hurricane—knowledge. My arms ache from the resistance of the two beings I have bound. Bringing my hands closer, I watch them grow nearer to each other with every motion I make. The wolf glows, surrounded by a blue light and the witch shimmers with deep red power. A scream tears from my throat at the burn in my muscles, but I persist. Knowing this is the only way to end the fight. The blue melds with the red, turning a brilliant purple as their energy combines and the wolf melds with the witch.

      Pressure, unlike anything I’ve ever known settles on my chest, making it nearly impossible for me to draw breath. This is it. I’m dying. Again. I’ll never see Grant, never get to tell him how important to me he really is, but at least I know he’ll be alive.

      The pressure builds until my ears pop and everything erupts into an explosion of brightness and power. My heart stops. My vision goes blurry. And I’m gone.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Grant

      It’s been three days since I woke up on the wrong side of the hangover from hell and I’m still not back to rights. I don’t know what it is, but my head feels…foggy. For the life of me, I can’t remember anything much past walking into The Witch’s Brew Pub weeks ago. There’s nothing like waking naked in the middle of nowhere, Ireland with no recollection of how I came to be there. But, I’m not willing to keep trying to recall what must’ve been a bloody epic bender. Not when every attempt leaves me curled on the floor with a head-splitting migraine. All I know is Lachlan sent me to do a job and I’ll not be answering his call until I can deliver the three witches we’ve been hired to kill.

      “Mr. McTavish,” the woman’s voice is small through the door of my hotel room. “There’s a message for you at the desk. I’m sorry to disturb, but we’ve tried calling up to the room and you didn’t answer.”

      A low growl rumbles in my chest, annoyance building. “What is it?” I bark.

      “Um, he said to meet him in the bar or he’ll make some new friends downstairs.”

      I have to clench my teeth to fight the wave of unease those words cause. New friends is Lachlan’s code for adding to the pack. The last thing I want is to be the reason anyone is changed against their will. A flash of blond hair and startling eyes hit me, sending blinding pain right between my eyes.

      “Fuck,” I mutter.

      “Mr. McTavish?”

      Damn, I’d forgotten the woman was standing outside my room. “I’ll be down shortly.”

      I can hear her soft sigh of relief and the sound of her footfalls on the carpet as she heads away from my door. Thank fuck she’s gone. I tug a shirt over my head and run my hands through my unruly hair before sliding the key card into my pocket and making my way downstairs.

      Lachlan sits at the bar, flirting with the busty barmaid. Normally, she’d be my type of woman, but even when she flashes me a sultry smile as I take a seat, I’ve got no reaction for her. I’m beyond uninterested and that’s strange.

      “What’re you doing here?” I ask, turning my focus to Lachlan.

      “I haven’t heard from you in nearly three days. You were supposed to check-in.”

      “So you decided to come babysit me?”

      “Yes. I thought those witches might’ve got to you.” He looks at the bartender, motions to his empty glass and raises two fingers in a gesture that can only mean he wants more. Then he locks eyes with me. “Any luck on that front?”

      I shake my head, unable to admit I can’t remember a damn thing about the last few weeks. “Nothing yet. What’s the next step?”

      He pulls a scrap of lace from his pocket and dangles it in front of my face. “I have this. The stupid bitches left it in their flat. Halston found it behind the dresser in the blonde’s room. Go on, get her scent. Moon’s tonight. We run, check out the area, and we find them.”

      My blood hums with the need to shift, but we’re still a few hours from that. Inhaling the soft feminine scent on the lace, I fight the hardening of my cock and force myself to commit her scent to memory. I’ll be glad to have a break from this strange feeling in my head. When my beast takes over, maybe it will help clear things. “Fine. And if we find them?”

      “Take them out. All three.”

      He downs his drink and I glance in front of me. I hadn’t even realized the barmaid had delivered the highball glass. Following his lead, I take a long swallow of the brown liquid, unsure until it hits my tongue what it is. Whisky. Straight. A satisfying burn takes hold in my belly and I let the thought of finishing this task and the payday that comes with it roll around in my brain. The Three are dangerous and deadly witches, that much I know. They can’t be allowed to live.

      “Any contact with your runaway mate?” Lachlan asks.

      My brow furrows as confusion takes hold. “My mate?”

      “The woman you were crying in your Glenfiddich over earlier this week. God, man, have you forgotten her already?”

      “Seems like it. Obviously, she wasn’t my mate. I’d never let her go if I found her.”

      He mutters, “That’s what you say now.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You were damn sure she was your mate. But, if it gets you on track to do your job, I’ll let this go. She’s gone anyway.”

      Finishing off my drink, I stand and drop some cash on the bar. “I’ve got some work to see to upstairs.”

      He holds his hands up and laughs. “Fine, fine. I’ll see you at moonrise.”

      I nod, but on the inside, all I can think of is how to steer clear of him when we run. I want privacy while I hunt, not to be watched at every turn.

      Hours later, I’ve driven as far away as I can get before the moon begins its journey across the sky. Lachlan can likely find me, but this will give me at least a little time to myself. Walking into the cover of trees at the edge of the street, I disrobe, folding my clothes and leaving them in a neat pile behind a fallen log. I close my eyes and let the change take me, shifting with more ease than I’ve ever experienced.

      It’s freeing to run through these uninhabited woods, to feel the wind caressing my limbs while my senses ride the high of my animal self. But I have a goal and I need to keep myself focused on that. Find the witches. Stopping in my tracks, I close my eyes and scent the air for anything that doesn’t belong. It’s then that I smell it. Her. Excitement for the hunt builds in my chest. She’s close.

      I bolt through the trees, my body lean and powerful as I race toward the enticing smell of the one I’m searching for. If I can find her first, I can claim her life and take the prize, the prestige of besting my pack leader. The sound of an animal moving through the brush catches my attention, halting me as it rushes toward me. A deep growl builds in my chest and my hackles rise as a snow white wolf bursts through the nearby bushes and comes to a stop mere feet in front of me. She’s beautiful, and not of my pack. But most intriguing of all, she carries the scent of the witch I’m trying to find.
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      Izzy

      Being a wolf is bloody brilliant. I’ve never felt so powerful, even when I wasn’t cursed. But now? Now I’m a hybrid. I can feel my witchy powers running through me even while shifted into the form of this beast.

      The wolf in front of me is startling. He’s broad, intimidating and fierce, and when I lock eyes with him, I know he’s the one I’ve been aching for while at the same time, desperate to avoid. Grant. My mate. My wolf wants him. She’s pushing me forward, needing him to claim her again, but I can’t let that happen.

      Witch.

      His voice echoes in my head, catching me off guard.

      Grant, I say, keeping my tone calm.

      What magic is this? There’s never been a witch who can shift.

      My chest burns with the need to go to him. I was turned.

      He shakes his head and pads closer to me. Why do I smell myself on you? Is this some sort of trick?

      Oh, God. He can’t remember. Not now. It will ruin everything I’ve done to keep him safe. I turn tail and bolt away from him. It’s equal parts exhilarating and terrifying. I can hear him giving chase. He’s going to catch me, I don’t stand a chance against his power and strength. Darting from left to right, I try to lose him, but fail. He’s at my side, his mind pushing against mine, trying to break through the wall I raised between our thoughts. Then, he pounces. His big body knocks me to my back as he pins me beneath him.

      I should try to fight, but I can’t. His dark eyes stare into mine and I see the flicker of recognition.

      He whispers, change. And I do. I can’t stop myself.

      In moments, we’re both human again, his big hands running over my bare skin.

      “Why do I feel like I know you?” he asks.

      I can’t answer. I need him so much. I want him more than anything. Spreading my thighs, I wrap my arms around him and close the distance between our lips. It’s passion and fire between us, just like it was the first time—every time. The quiet night air blankets us as we move together, lost in our kiss, but then he breaks away and cups my face in his hands, his strong brow furrowing.

      “I’ll ask again, witch. Why?”

      “Because you do.”

      “And why do I feel like I bloody love you?”

      My heart breaks at the words, but I whisper, “Because you did.”

      His cock is heavy and thick between us, his piercing a whisper of cold metal against me. I’m wet and needy, aching for him to fill me. Reaching for him, I stroke his length and he hisses as his eyes roll back in his head. Then, I position him at my entrance and he slides home. His eyes widen and I feel it the instant Helena’s siren spell breaks. She can’t hold him captive with her song because he’s my soul mate.

      He moves inside me, the feel of him making me shiver in ecstasy. I love this man. I knew it when I made him forget me but still he found me again.

      “Izzy,” he breathes. “You…you broke our bond.”

      He continues thrusting over and over, dragging his crown over that special place inside me that makes my vision blur. “I’m sorry,” I moan.

      “I love you. You’re mine.”

      I nod. “I’m yours.”

      With a sharp roll of his hips, he sends me over the edge and I come, screaming his name and without a care for who might hear. He presses his forehead to mine and kisses me long and deep while he finds his own release.

      The harsh sounds of our breaths seem loud in the sudden stillness.

      “Grant,” I start.

      “Beauty?”

      “How did you find me?”

      He pulls out of me and rolls to his side, tucking me close to his body. “Your scent. You left something behind in your flat. Lachlan wanted to use it to find you. Thank God it was me. He would have killed you.”

      I’m still slick with arousal, wanting him again. “I’m not sated. I need you so badly. Is this normal?”

      Running his hand down my belly until he cups my sex, he groans. “The change brought on your heat. It’ll only get stronger as the night goes on. I’ll care for you until it’s over, mo leannan. I promise.”

      He gets to his feet and holds out a hand for me. I follow, but my entire body seems to be on fire. I can’t wait to have him again.

      “Change, Beauty. Then follow me. We need to get back to my car and get you to my room so I can see to you properly.”

      I don’t argue. Instead, I do as he says, running through the forest at top speed. When I see him change, I follow suit, not caring about my nakedness. His firm arse is on full display, and I bite back a moan. We need his car, now. Or maybe he’ll just press me against the nearest tree and have his way.

      “Come on,” he grumbles as he gathers his clothes and begins dressing. “We’ll pass the night at the nearest inn. Your scent is driving me mad with wanting. I won’t make it through an hour long drive.”

      “Do we have to wait?” My voice is nearly a whine, but I couldn’t care less.

      He smirks, a flicker of amusement in his eyes. “Aye, lass. We wait until I can have you without fear of being seen.”

      When we step out of the cover of trees, my lack of clothes becomes more of an issue. I can’t traipse around Ireland naked as the day I was born. I clear my throat and Grant’s gaze swings to me. “I’m still naked.”

      One dark eyebrow rises. “I can see that.”

      “I didn’t exactly plan to be so far from the house when I changed back.”

      He tugs the shirt off his body and hands it to me. It’s warm and smells of something innately Grant. I can’t help but sigh at the soothing feel of the fabric. The man is so large his shirt fits me like a dress. At least now I’m not going to get arrested for public indecency.

      “Ready to go?” he asks.

      I nod and climb into the car. The moment he gets in beside me and closes the door I feel it. Heat. His scent. His presence. My awareness of our proximity and the sensation of his clothing brushing my bare skin. All of this combined sends a rush of desire over me. It’s a wave more powerful than before and this time, the absence of his body on mine physically hurts. I squirm and give a small whimper.

      His answer, as though he understands exactly what hurts, is to run his palm over my knee and up my thigh. “Don’t worry. I’m here now and I’ll never let you go again, Beauty.”

      Curse or no curse, I’m in love and it can’t be stopped. Not the curse, not my love. I was stupid to think there was a way around my feelings.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Grant

      It takes forty-five goddamned minutes to find a free room, but I do it and thank fuck for small favors. Izzy is nearly writhing in pain from the waves of her heat and my cock feels like it’s about to explode from my reaction to her. I can’t tell her yet, but our mating bond hasn’t been reestablished. It should have. The sex we’d had in the woods should have seen to repairing our connection. But right now, she doesn’t need that knowledge competing with the unadulterated desire controlling her body. She needs me.

      We barely make it through the door before her lips are on mine and her hands are sliding down the front of my jeans.

      “Please,” she murmurs against my mouth. “Please, Grant. It hurts.”

      I grab the hem of her shirt and pull it over her head. Immediately, she groans in relief and I’m sure it’s because she knows what’s coming. But then she drops to her knees and works open the fly of my jeans, freeing my length without ceremony. Her hot little mouth engulfs my crown before I can register what’s happening and then I’m lost to the agonizing pleasure of her tongue on me. Threading my fingers through her hair, I grip the strands of blond tightly as she works my cock.

      “Fuck, Izzy.” Her answering moan vibrates down my shaft and sends me closer to orgasm than I want to be. “Bringing me off like this won’t help you.”

      She continues as though she didn’t hear me, but I see her fingers working her clit as she bobs up and down on me. She needs relief.

      As much as I don’t want to, I pull away from her warm lips and tug her to standing. My gaze is met by those bronze irises and the fire I see behind them makes me ache for her. Stepping out of my pants, I lift her until she straddles my waist. Her slick pussy presses against my straining cock and it’s all I can do not to thrust into her here and now. But I want her on the bed, under me with her hair splayed out and her beautiful body on display.

      Five steps forward and we hit the mattress. I don’t let go of her as I crawl across the quilt and lay her in the center of the bed. Instead, the instant her head lands on the pillow, I sink my cock deep inside her. We both let out harsh groans and I nearly come right then and there. I’m sheathed fully inside her but I don’t move. I can’t. It’s too intense, the build up too much. Slow, steady breaths help me control the urge to spend myself right fucking now.

      “Grant,” she moans. “Please, don’t stop. I need you.”

      That’s it, I’m done. I can’t deny her and that’s not what I’m here for anyway. Servicing a female in heat means she is the absolute focus. This is about giving her pleasure until the moon sets and her heat passes. She grips my shoulders and her nails dig into my skin, the combination of pleasure and pain making my dick jerk inside her.

      “God.” Her cry is a breathy pant against my neck.

      “I’m going to love you until neither of us can move a muscle.”

      She rolls her hips and bites out, “Stop telling me what you’re going to do and just fucking do it, Beast.”

      So, I do. I pull out and slam back in, hard and fast. Her moans turn to high keening cries and by the flush creeping up her chest and neck, she’s close to reaching her pinnacle, at least for this round. She comes around my cock, the tight pulsing squeeze pulling my orgasm from me without permission. Stars burst behind my eyes and I pour myself into her.

      It goes this way for the rest of the night, until, as promised, neither of us can move. We lie together, sweaty, breathing heavily, and exhausted as we watch the light of sunrise creep in through the window.

      Izzy trails her fingertip across my chest and down the defined muscles of my stomach. “So…last time we shagged in a frenzy outside we were mated. Does that mean we are again?”

      My breath catches. I don’t know how to tell her without hurting her. I force a laugh and pull her tighter to me. “Eager to be mine again?”

      “Don’t avoid the question.”

      Dammit, this woman is too perceptive. “No. We’re not mated.”

      She sits up and stares at me. “Why?”

      Anger that I hadn’t been able to acknowledge threatens to surface. “I don’t bloody know. I’ve never been mated before, and as far as I knew, the bond is unbreakable.”

      “Oh.” She sounds softer than usual. “I…I didn’t realize—”

      “What? That by breaking our bond you’d ruin me?” The hurt and betrayal breaks past my walls and comes rushing out. “I thought you were dead. I saw you with that angel and came back for you to tell you I wasn’t going to let you go without a fight. And then it felt as though my heart had been ripped from my chest and crushed to a bloody pulp when the bond broke. I waited for death to come for me so I could join you, but it didn’t. I never thought my mate would want to be free of me so badly.”

      She surprises me by rolling on top of me, her legs straddling my hips and her palms pressed against my chest. “You stupid arse. I was trying to save you. Do you know how lucky I am to be alive right now? Your bite should have killed me and if Tamiel hadn’t helped with the spell he did, I would’ve taken you with me.”

      “But you didn’t die. You broke our bond for nothing.”

      “I broke it because I couldn’t bear the idea of you dying because of me. Don’t you get it?” She blinks and tears run down her cheeks before she opens her eyes and says, “I did it because I love you.”

      All the air leaves my lungs at her admission. I truly never thought I’d hear those words from her and I was fine with that. Until now.

      “You love me?”

      She heaves a sigh and lets out a small laugh. “Yes, you idiot. I love you more than I’ve ever loved anyone. You are the great love of my many lives.”

      Before I can respond, a soft grunt of pain leaves her lips and she frowns, bringing her hands to her chest. “Izzy, what’s wrong?”

      She doesn’t say a word, but her body begins to hum and she throws her head back as a flash of light fills the room, its source coming from her. When it dims, the air is sharp with the feel of magic and I hesitantly grip her hips.

      “Mo leannan, what just happened?”

      Her posture relaxes and she drops her head forward, the long curtain of her hair hiding the face I love so much. “I don’t really know. But…I feel different.”

      I reach up and brush her hair behind her ear, needing to see in her eyes if she’s okay, but she won’t open them to me. “Look at me, little witch.”

      My heart lurches when she opens her eyes. Instead of the odd copper they’d been, I see brilliant green. “Fuck,” I breathe.

      “What?”

      “Your eyes are green.”

      She leaps off me and darts to the bathroom, where I’m sure she’s checking to see if I’m telling the truth. A startled cry leaves her and has me out of bed and on my way to her in an instant. I stand behind her, staring at her reflection in the mirror as she leans forward and assesses her irises.

      “They haven’t been this color since I was added to the coven. These are my true mother’s eyes.” Tears well and spill down her cheeks. “I never thought I’d see them again, let alone reflected in me.”

      “What does this mean?” I ask, gently holding her to me.

      “I have no clue.”
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      Izzy

      I can’t stop staring at my reflection. Green. I’d forgotten they were green. I joined the coven when I was sixteen, bound by blood magic along with Gwen and Helena. We’d been the newest members, proven our worth, been willing to sacrifice our old lives in order to embrace our destined natures. I can’t even remember what color Helena’s eyes were. Gwen’s were the crystal blue of a spring sky. I’ll never forget that because I’d watched them change.

      I need to call them, but as I search the room, I recall my distinct lack of clothing and possessions after my first change last night.

      “Bugger,” I mutter.

      “What is it?” Grant asks as he steps out of the shower. God, he looks delicious with water beading on his bare chest as he reaches for the towel hanging on the wall. “Izzy?” I have to blink away my arousal and direct my focus anywhere but at his beautiful body.

      “I don’t have my phone. I need to call my sisters.”

      He strides out of the bathroom and across the room. Without a word, he pulls his phone from the pocket of his discarded jeans and tosses it at me. “Go on, then. I’m sure they’re worried about you.”

      My hands shake with nerves as I dial Helena’s number.

      “Helena’s phone.” A deep male voice makes my heart jump into my throat. “Who is this?”

      “Where’s Helena?”

      “Oh, she’s…busy at the moment. You must be her second sister. The blonde. We’ve been looking for you.” A shiver runs down my spine at the Scottish burr lacing his words.

      “Lachlan,” I say, and Grant nearly leaps across the room for the phone.

      “Let me ask you a question, witch. What are you doing with Grant’s phone?”

      I force a laugh and use my magic to hold Grant off. He can’t ruin this by talking. “I ran into your friend last night. I have to admit, he gave quite a fight. Once or twice, I thought he might best me. In the end, he couldn’t resist my song. He was quite…entertaining. I thought I might keep him, but I’ve always wanted a fur coat, so…”

      “You wicked bitch!” Lachlan screams across the line. “You’ll pay for that.”

      Fear grips my chest at the sound of women crying out in pain. “Stop it. Don’t hurt them.”

      “If you want a chance to save them, you can come face me.”

      “Fine. Give me your location. I’ll be there.”

      He rattles off an address and I fight the need to use every ounce of my magic to take myself there straight away. I can’t rush into this. I need weapons, a line of defense, and backup. I need an angel and a shifter at my side.

      Once I hang up, I release my hold on Grant and the man comes barreling toward me. “What the fucking hell was that? You can’t just use your witchy power on me anytime you don’t want me interfering.”

      “He can’t know about us. You know that as well as I.”

      “He’s got them?”

      I nod.

      “Damn. He must’ve found them while we were seeing to your needs.”

      That realization hadn’t escaped my notice. But heat or not, I would’ve been gone either way. I couldn’t protect them last night. “We need Tamiel.”

      His jaw clenches and he runs a hand through his hair before sighing and nodding. “You’re right. We also need the element of surprise.”

      “First, we need to get back to the cottage and get my stuff.”

      “Aye. Let’s get on the road.”

      Every minute we spend driving is another that keeps my sisters in danger. If we don’t hurry, Lachlan will kill them if he hasn’t already. What’s stopping him?

      “Grant,” I say, watching him for any hint that he’s lying to me when he answers. “Why wouldn’t Lachlan kill Helena and Gwen before we get there?”

      The thick cords of muscle in his forearms tense as he grips the steering wheel. “I don’t know. Can you sense them? Is there a way to tell if they’re dead?”

      Closing my eyes, I try to find them, but just like when we were separated before, I can’t find them. It’s like they’ve been warded against me. I huff and run my hands through my hair. “No. I can’t sense them at all.”

      My nerves gather in my belly as we pull onto the gravel road that leads to the cottage. We’re close to the end of this. I just hope I’m able to close the book with my own happy ending rather than yet another tragedy.

      Grant parks the car and I’m out faster than I thought possible. It seems being a shifter gives me speed as well as strength.

      “Tamiel!” I call. “Tamiel! I need you.” I feel like an idiot, standing out here screaming at the sky in search of a fallen angel, but I know of no other way to find him.

      Sure enough, the air shifts and the handsome angel stands in front of me. “Ah, you survived. Well done, you.”

      I can feel Grant’s presence like a protective warrior standing behind me. “She did.”

      “No thanks to you, shifter.” Tamiel crosses his arms over his chest.

      “I’m right here,” I say, forcing myself to contain the need to roll my eyes. “Now is not the time to argue over who did what. My sisters could be dead by now.”

      The angel’s expression turns from playful to stricken. “What? No.”

      “My pack has them,” Grant says, his tone tight and pained.

      “And if they’re still alive, they’ve been warded. I can’t feel them.”

      Tamiel closes his eyes and frowns. “Helena is alive.”

      “How do you know?”

      When he opens his eyes again, the pain in them is unmistakable. “Because she’s my soul mate and I’ve witnessed her death once before. I’d know if I lost her again. Now let’s make a plan of attack so we can bring your sister witches back.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Grant

      My pulse thrums in my veins, so fast I can feel it in my head. The compound looks the same as it always has. We work under the guise of an auto shop, lots of cars and motorbikes in the garage bays, outbuildings filled with tools and tires. To anyone passing by, it seems like we’re a legitimate business, fixing cars, changing tires, and we do all of that. But we also take contracts to clean up the world of the “other.” Demons, witches, vampires, rogue shifters. We’ll take them out…for a price.

      I make my way inside the fences, limping, feigning injury and weakness. If we’re going to get away with this, I have to be believable.

      “Oi, who’s there?” The thick Cockney accent makes it clear very quickly the man who’s spotted me is Jax. He’s new to the pack, not too bright, but a fierce fighter.

      “Jax, it’s me, Grant.” I shuffle toward him. “Goddamned witch tried to kill me. Did we get the others?”

      He eyes me, his expression apprehensive. “How’d you get away?”

      I heave a sigh and bring myself as close as possible before standing to my full height and taking him down with a swift uppercut. “I didn’t.”

      After taking hold of the back of his shirt, I drag him around the corner and settle him between two stacks of tires. He’s going to have one hell of a headache when he wakes up, but the guy never did anything to me worth killing him over.

      Striding inside the back door Jax had been guarding, I put on the injured escapee act once more and burst through the doors leading to the large training room housed in the center of the building. It looks like an underground fighting ring, all gray concrete walls and floor, no windows, fluorescent lighting hanging from the high ceiling. But it suits what we need it for. We don’t just train to keep fit, here we initiate new pack members, see to challenges for the alpha position, and mete out justice to those who commit crimes within the pack.

      The two witches are in the center of the room, both tied to pyres. Fucking pyres, like this is the middle ages. Helena catches my eyes, the dirty cloth tied around her mouth keeping her from saying anything, but she blinks a few times and I understand she knows we’re here for her. But Gwen is silent and stiff. Her eyes are closed tight, moving as though in the middle of a deep sleep.

      “Lachlan,” I call, stumbling my way up to the bound women. “Jesus, Lachlan, I need your help.”

      He comes out of the back office, brow creased in confusion. “Grant? The bitch said she killed you.”

      I shake my head. “She tried. She thought she had me under her spell, but the siren song only works on a heart not claimed by another. I have a mate.”

      “You do? Last I heard, your mate left you.”

      Fuck. I’d forgotten about our little drunk heart to heart. “We’ve reconciled. She found me last night.”

      “So…your mate found you, then the witch found you, captured you, and you escaped?”

      It sounds fucking farfetched to me too. “I killed the witch. Ripped her lying throat out. She wasn’t expecting me to turn after she lured me away from my mate. When we got back to the witch’s cottage, I had to pretend to be under her spell, but after she used my phone to try and contact one of those two, I realized I had a chance. I shifted before she even hung up.”

      My throat tightens and a curl of fear builds in my gut. Tristan. That bastard comes out from the office in Lachlan’s wake. He’s frowning, looking at me as though he recognizes me. But he shouldn't.

      Instead of happiness, I see fear in Lachlan’s eyes. “You killed her?”

      “That’s what I was supposed to do, wasn’t it?”

      “Fuck,” he mutters, pacing the floor and compulsively running his hands through his hair. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.”

      “I don’t understand where I went wrong. We were hired to kill them. I killed one.”

      Tristan puts his hand on Lachlan’s shoulder and I swear to God, the alpha of my pack nearly jumps out of his skin. He’s afraid of Tristan? “I did all the legwork for you, Lachlan. Since you couldn’t seem to do one simple thing. You were supposed to bring them in together, so they could die together.”

      “You,” I say, acid in my words. “You betrayed her.”

      He shoots me a deadly glare. “She betrayed me!” His eyes are wild and burning with rage. “Do you know what it’s like to watch the woman you love choose another man? She left me with nothing but a broken heart and a very intact love spell. When Calista brought me back, I thought maybe I could get Isolt to love me again. But no. You happened. I should have killed you when I had the chance.” He runs a hand through his hair and takes a deep breath. “The love potion I slipped her should have worked, but your fucking mating bond interfered. I had to dose her a second time and still, you managed to weasel your way into her heart.”

      “You drugged her?”

      A smirk curls his lips. “Fair trade, don’t you think?”

      Then a soft grunt of pain leaves Lachlan, his eyes widen, and dark red blood trickles out of his mouth. He crumples to the cement floor even as I lunge for him. “Lachlan!”

      Tristan lets out a dark chuckle and inspects the silver dagger in his hand. “That was easier than I thought it’d be. But he’s of no use to me now. The idiot dog.”

      Fury races through me and a low growl radiates from my chest. I’m on the verge of turning, ready to tear his head from his body. But what feels like steel bands encircle me, holding me in place. Tristan holds his palm out toward me, a look of concentration on his face. He’s doing this.

      “How are you doing this?” I manage through a chest so tight I can barely breathe.

      Another fucking smirk. “Of the gifts Calista gave me, power might be my favorite.” He holds out his other hand and a ball of flame fills his palm. “Now, it is a shame you killed my Isolt. Or did you? I wonder. I really do need them all here.”

      There’s definitely more to this story. My thoughts drift to Calista, and what she could possibly want them all together for. Tristan extinguishes the flame in his palm and pulls a black stone amulet from under his shirt and holds it out toward me.

      “What is that?”

      “They have to die together so their souls and all their power can be imprisoned inside this.”

      My stomach turns at the thought. “What?”

      “Calista will give me my life if I do this for her. I’m not going to die again because of Isolt. She ruined me once and if she won’t have me now, she’ll have no one.”

      I shake my head before I realize what I’m doing. His hold on me is dwindling. “She never really wanted you.”

      His eyes are wild and filled with righteous anger as he drops the stone to rest on his chest. With the flick of his wrist, the flame comes to life in his palm once more. “I’ll just have to make do with the two of them. They’ll never be able to be reunited anyway.”

      “Why do you say that?”

      He grins at me. “You say you killed Isolt? Calista told me she was the one who broke her curse, the crafty bitch. Too bad for her, she won’t be reborn now, her death is permanent.”

      The only words that really register are that Izzy broke her curse. Her curse. That’s why her eyes changed color, why she feels different. Elation burns through me at the realization that I’ll get to keep her forever.

      “Lachlan? When are we going to finish off these witches?” Rushton’s voice fills the room, echoing off the walls as he walks inside. He stops in his tracks, gaze going from Lachlan’s body to me, and then Tristan.

      Tristan speaks up before I can. “He’s a traitor, Rushton. He killed your alpha and is under one of the witches’ spells.”

      Rushton rounds on me. “I knew it. I bloody knew you were still bewitched by her.”

      Tristan looks pleased, like this was his plan all along. He wants to bring us all down. It’s like a bloody Shakespeare tragedy. “You didn’t kill her did you?”

      “Sorry to disappoint,” Izzy’s light tone has me turning my head, heart pounding for the danger she’s in.

      “Izzy, stay back!” I shout.

      “Not on your life.” My little witch is clothed head to toe in black leather, a fallen angel at her side. “We’ve come to play.”

      The room fills with deep growls and out of the shadows I see the glow of six pairs of wolf eyes. My pack is here to watch, and they’ll attack if they need to. Izzy knows killing them means killing my family, and I can only hope they don’t give us a reason to hurt them. Lachlan had been misled by Calista, and Rushton is his second in command. The new alpha now that Lachlan has been killed by someone who isn’t part of the pack. I have no doubt he thinks he’s doing the right thing here. It’s obvious I won’t convince him otherwise. But maybe the rest can be saved.

      “Rushton, these witches are working with the archangel Gabriel himself. Tristan is manipulating you.” My words are tight but loud. I want my pack to hear the truth.

      He laughs, harsh and bitter. “Did your whore of a witch tell you that after she sucked your cock? I bet you’d believe anything she told you after that.”

      Anger rises to the surface, making my beast beg to be let out. “She’s not a whore. She’s my mate.”

      Izzy has managed to get closer than I’d like. But I can’t stop her. I should know that by now. Tristan’s gaze swings to her, rage contorting his face. “No.” He returns his focus to me and grips my chest tighter. “You’re not going to live happily ever after, Isolt. I get the happy ending.”

      A ball of white flame builds in her hand and before Tristan can react, she launches it at him. He screams in agony as he’s enveloped in the flame and turns to dust before my eyes. His hold on me releases and I can finally take a full breath.

      Rushton snarls, drawing my attention to him. “I always knew there was something wrong with you. I should have killed you like I did to the rest of your family after I bit you.”

      Blood rushes to my head as his words sink in. My family. He killed them. Rushton was the one who bit me as a child. “You…”

      He looks Izzy up and down and shakes his head. “I never thought you’d dirty the pack like this.”

      She cocks her hip and gives him a look that would ruin a weaker man. “Seems to me you’re the one dirtying the pack. Tell me, did Calista at least let you fuck her a few times before you handed her your balls?”

      Eyes blazing with animalistic fury, Rushton lunges for her, shifting as he moves. No. I can’t let him hurt her. I dart to the side and let my beast take control, jumping between them. He starts circling me almost immediately, knowing he’ll have to go through me if he’s going to get to her. Izzy might be strong, but I won’t let her get involved any further if I can help it. She’s my mate, with or without the bond. It’s my job to protect her.

      As the alpha of the pack, Rushton’s wolf is now the largest, but he doesn’t outweigh me by much. I’m not going to let him do this. I’ll rip his throat out if I have to, but these women aren’t dying today. Teeth bared, I welcome the deep growl that builds in my belly and works its way up my throat. I’m not afraid of him. He springs, landing on top of me before I can get away, his strength and dominance still winning out. I’ve never challenged an alpha before, but there’s too much at stake to avoid it now. Using every ounce of power in my limbs, I shove him off me. He goes flying, his body skidding across the concrete floor until he crashes into a metal cabinet.

      I glance to my little witch and see she’s been surrounded by the wolves in the room. She and Tamiel stand back to back, both holding magic between their palms, Tamiel’s in the form of a glowing broadsword, Izzy a puttering ball of silver flame. She’s weakened from the amount of power it took to kill Tristan. But they’re ready to strike if need be. The large gray wolf I know to be Rushton springs forward, breaking the circle around Izzy and Tamiel. His jaw snaps as he tries to get a hold on any part of my woman he can, but she sends the flame straight at him. In a flash of light, all that remains of the shifter who’d turned me is a pile of ash. Her gaze finds mine, guilt swimming in her eyes, but I shake my head. She did what needed to be done. The other wolves back up, still ready to defend Lachlan, but there’s fear radiating from them now.

      It’s then I return to my human form. I’ll need my hands for what comes next. I can’t get to the dagger Tristan used on Lachlan without Rushton catching up to me. But, while his wolf lies dazed in the corner, I run for the women, rucking up Helena’s skirt and sliding my hand up her leg. She gives a startled cry of annoyance and tries to squirm away from my touch, but I growl, “Hold still, woman. Izzy told me you keep a knife on you at all times.”

      She calms and nods as I find the sheath strapped to her thigh. Pulling the silver dirk free, I turn at the same time she gives a muffled scream. It’s too damn late. Rushton takes me down, his teeth tearing into my throat even as I plunge the silver deep into his chest. He gives a jerk and shifts over me, his human gaze holding shock and betrayal before he collapses. I shove him off me, working to get to my feet. I have to see to my mate.

      Blood runs freely from the wound in my throat, and my left arm is numb, but I’m alive, which is more than I can say for Rushton. He’s eerily still and the pull of his alpha dominance is gone. In fact, I feel nothing other than concern for Izzy.

      “Izzy,” I manage through the pain in my shoulder and neck.

      The wolves are still circling, closer than before with their hackles raised and teeth bared. This is bad. Even with the magic they both have, Tamiel and Izzy won’t be able to take them all down.

      I stand tall, unable to shift back into my wolf form until I fully heal, and shout, “Stop!”

      The room goes silent, each wolf falling to their bellies, ears back, heads down. They’re accepting my command. I hold up a hand and call, “Come to me.”

      Each of them, strong shifters in their own rights, do as I say. They come to me and offer their obedience. While I control the pack, Izzy and Tamiel rush to the bound women and make quick work of untying them. None of the wolves even glance their way. The focus is on me, their new alpha.
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      Izzy

      Grant stands before his pack with the confidence of a true leader. It doesn’t seem to matter that he’s naked and still bleeding from the wound Rushton dealt him, each of the wolves follow his command. My wolf begs to be set free so she can join the rest, but my witch won’t allow it. I have to take care of Helena and Gwen. They don’t look good. While I untied Gwen, Tamiel saw to Helena, and now that we have them both standing on solid ground, it’s obvious they’re suffering.

      “Gwen, what’s wrong?” I ask, running my hand over her cheek. Her skin is clammy and pale, eyes glassy as though she’s sick.

      “I…I’m not sure. Something is draining my magic.”

      It doesn’t make sense. There’s no one here who could possibly be enacting a spell, and I should be feeling the same effects if they’re being drained. I’m part of their coven—at least, I was. “Where is it? How do I stop it?”

      Helena’s legs give out and she crumples toward the cement floor. Before she hits the ground, Tamiel scoops her into his arms and tucks her against his chest. “Not again,” he mutters. “I’m not losing you again.”

      A weak scoff leaves her. “You can’t lose what you don’t have.”

      After helping Gwen to one of the few chairs in the space, I rush to Grant, desperate for him to help me find some way to stop what’s happening.

      He’s pulled on a pair of joggers and most of the pack has shifted back to their human forms. It’s obvious Grant is none the wiser about my sisters’ conditions because he greets me with a broad smile and love shining in his eyes. “You’re all right.” It’s a statement, and I don’t miss the relief in his tone. “I’m their alpha now. They won’t harm any of you.”

      “I know,” I say, threading my fingers with his. “I can feel it. My wolf sees you as her alpha.”

      He gives a low growl that sends a shiver of anticipation down my spine. “You can’t know the effect that has on me.”

      I want him to show me, but not until we figure out what’s draining Helena and Gwen. “Later,” I whisper it in his ear. “Helena and Gwen are sick. Something is stealing their magic. Did Tristan or Lachlan offer any information? Was there a spell or something?”

      He frowns, jaw going tight. Rushing away from me, he goes to the pile of ash that are all that remain of Tristan’s body and pulls a black stone amulet from the ashes. “This. He said their souls—your souls—were supposed to be imprisoned in this. It can’t be working though. He didn’t do anything. Aren’t there…incantations or something? Candles? You know, witchy sort of things?”

      Pursing my lips, I stare at the stone in his hand. Something about it makes me uncomfortable. Perhaps it’s the thought of that thing being a prison for me.

      “It’s not the stone,” Tamiel announces, still holding Helena in his arms. “You’re not bonded with them any longer, Izzy. I can feel the distance between you. They have no power without you and it’s draining them to try and compensate.”

      It hits me like a punch to the gut. I’m doing this to them. “How did the bond break?” But I understand before he says another word. “I broke the curse.” A smile spreads across my face. “I broke the bloody curse!”

      Tamiel growls, “And you broke your coven bond. They’re still cursed. I can feel it hovering over them. You’re safe from its effects, but they’re suffering and it’s going to kill them.”

      No. I can’t lose them again. This time I won’t go with them, we won’t be able to find each other again for at least eighteen years when the reborn versions of them regain their memories. “What needs to be done?”

      He sighs. “I’m not sure. I just know what I feel.”

      Gwen’s words echo in my head. The moon will be your end. She was right. I changed completely because of the full moon, because of Grant. She’d also seen that they’d lose me. Again she was correct, but I’d interpreted it wrong. They lost me as a coven member. I catch sight of Helena’s dirk on the ground next to Rushton’s body. With a flare of magic, I burn away the drying blood until the silver gleams in the overhead lighting. Taking the blade to my palm, I slice a line into my flesh and watch dark blood rush to the surface.

      “What the bloody hell are you doing, Izzy?” Grant asks, grabbing my elbow in an attempt to pull me to him.

      I shrug out of his grip and throw him a glare over my shoulder. “Saving my coven.”

      With determined steps, I make my way to both of my sisters and cut each of their palms as well as my other hand. The three of us link hands and mix our blood as I recite the ancient words we’d once said when we joined Calista’s coven. The air crackles with magic and sends the small hairs across my body standing on end. Powerful blood magic is so much different from nearly everything else. Calista may have thought she had us when she laid the curse over us. That was then. Now, I’m stronger than ever, and there’s no way she’s going to win this. She’s not involved in this magic. This time it is only we three.

      Sisters.

      Witches.

      Sirens.

      From now on, we are the siren coven. And we won’t be stopped.
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* * *

      Grant

      I don’t think Izzy knows how terrifyingly beautiful she is right now. Her blond hair is flying around in the wind she’s created, and it’s changed from the color of wheat and honey to a nearly white shade. Everything around her and her sister witches is glowing as the magic weaves around them. I can see the spell, tendrils of an eerie luminescent blue color wrapping around their joined hands before it snakes to the center of their circle. Once it joins together, all three of the women throw their heads back and bright light flashes from their eyes as the blue mist shoots up, creating a beam of light. In the blink of an eye, it’s gone and the three of them fall to the floor, hands still joined.

      “Izzy,” I say, rushing to her side just as Tamiel calls out Helena’s name and gathers her in his arms.

      My little witch blinks up at me, her soft smile one that eases my worry as I help her to her feet. “I’m okay, Grant.”

      I run my hands over her, searching for any evidence she’s wrong. “Are you sure?”

      She nods and cups my jaw before leaving my arms and taking Gwen’s hands. “We’re our own coven now.”

      “Ugh, get off me, you wanker,” Helena grumbles as she extricates herself from Tamiel’s grasp. “Lord, you’re handsy.”

      “Forgive me for not wanting you to hurt yourself on the damn concrete floor.” Tamiel is frustrated with the woman, and I understand fully. Both Izzy and Helena are feisty. If he’s got his sights set on her, he’s in for one hell of a challenge.

      Getting to her feet, Helena brushes her skirt down and fluffs her long hair. “Well, now. I feel much better. What the hell did you do, Izzy?”

      “I shifted you from Calista’s coven to mine. Ours.”

      “But the curse,” she says.

      “Broken. It happened while I was with Grant, before I came to find you.”

      “No.” Helena shakes her head. “I don’t believe it.”

      “It’s true. Didn’t you hear Lachlan earlier? He said it himself. Izzy broke the curse.”

      Izzy’s brow furrows and she returns to me. “Their eyes aren’t different.”

      I hadn’t noticed. The only eyes I want to look at are hers. Following her gaze, I see the copper shade mirrored in both Helena’s and Gwen’s irises. “Why? If you broke the curse—”

      “She broke her curse. Not theirs.” Tamiel is standing with his arms crossed over his chest. “Each one must be cursed individually.”

      “That fucking cunt,” Helena says, rage turning her expression hard.

      “But now we know how to break it.” Gwen steps forward and takes my hand and Izzy’s. “Something must’ve happened between you two that was the key.”

      A fuck of a lot happened between us. But I know exactly what it was. The thing that breaks curses in every fairy tale. True love.

      “Izzy—” I begin, but she stops me.

      “He’s my soul mate.”

      Helena shakes her head. “If that were all you needed, you would’ve broken it that first night.”

      “No, it wouldn’t. I wasn’t willing to admit it to myself, to say the words out loud. But…I told him I loved him. Then everything changed.”

      My heart swells, the deep reach of her love for me giving me more than I ever thought possible. We may not have our mating bond to keep us together, but we have this. Love beyond the magic of our supernatural beginning. I don’t need my beast’s primal connection to her when I have the truth between us. She loves me and I her, nothing will break that. Not a spell, or a curse. She’s mine, but more than that. I’m hers.

      Forever.
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      Izzy

      I’m warm and cozy, snuggled against the man I love, and it’s my birthday. I’m twenty-seven. Right now. And I’m alive.

      Grant’s hard cock is pressing on the small of my back, the feel of him, so ready for me makes me squirm to offer him some friction—and hopefully wake him up. He gives a low groan and his big hand snakes up my torso until he finds my breast and cups the weight in his palm. God, I love this beast of mine.

      “Morning, Beauty,” he rumbles in my ear. “Someone’s awake early.”

      I don’t say anything. Instead, I reach down between my legs and part my thighs enough to give him access to my slick pussy. He needs to be inside me. Now.

      Pure pleasure races through me as he breaches my entrance, increased by the harsh intake of breath he offers when he sheathes himself to the hilt.

      “Fuck, I love the way you feel,” he groans.

      “Keep going.” It’s a plea, but I want nothing more than to get lost in him.

      He grips my hips and holds me in place while rolling on his back, bringing me with him until I’m straddling his thighs, riding him backward. The feel of his thick length driving as deep inside me as possible makes me cry out atop him. His fingers trail over my ass, up my back, into my hair, and I begin to move. I know I won’t last long like this before I’m pulsing around him, milking him and begging for his climax with only my body. When he sits up and sinks his teeth into my shoulder, right over the place he’d marked me, I lose all control and come with a ragged moan. He follows, filling me with his pleasure as he holds me tight.

      I turn around until I’m facing him, still keeping him inside me until we absolutely have to part. The look of pure satisfaction on his face makes my heart hurt because it’s so full of joy. I get to stay. Here. With him.

      “You can wake me up like that any time you like.” His words are lazy and soft.

      I drape myself across his chest, sighing with deep contentment when he slides his arms around me and presses a kiss to the crown of my head. We fall asleep like that, still joined. I wake after only about thirty minutes to the sound of my phone ringing, and I pull myself off him in order to reach the blasted device.

      “Hello?” I say, my voice sleep muffled.

      “You’re still alive.” Helena sounds shocked but relieved.

      I can’t fight my smile or the hint of hysteria creeping up my chest. “I am.”

      “I can’t believe it.”

      “Me either. I thought for sure she’d have somehow cursed me again.”

      “She still can.”

      That information hits me like a bucket of ice water poured over my head. She’s right, of course. Calista knows my curse is broken, she knows we’re after her now. But we have something she doesn’t. The black moonstone. “We’re not going to give her the chance.”

      “There’s one more thing,” she says, adding to the worry gripping my chest. “Gabriel paid me a visit.”

      “What? What did he say?”

      “The curse, our curse…it’s not completely broken.”

      No. I’m not letting anything take me from Grant. “How?”

      “He says you’ll not die at twenty-seven, but that when you do eventually pass on from this world, you’ll be damned to purgatory because of the remnants of the curse. We have to kill her. Falling in love is all well and good, but it’s not going to stop us from eternal damnation.”

      Heaving a sigh, I look at my beast. I’ll have near immortality with him as a shifter. But my sisters won’t be so lucky. “Then we kill her. Simple as that.”

      “Yes. We will.” She sounds resolute and strong and my worry eases a little. “All right. Back to bed with you. I just had to see for myself if you were still with us. Enjoy your birthday. Tomorrow we’ve got an evil witch to find.”

      Helena hangs up before I can respond, and after placing my phone back on the bedside table, I roll toward my love. Grant’s dark gaze is worried and tense. “What was all that about?” he asks.

      “It’s my birthday.” I can’t tell him the rest. I don’t want to spoil this moment between us with doom and gloom.

      He presses a kiss to my mark, making a shiver of pleasure run over me. “Happy birthday.”

      “I’m twenty-seven.”

      Everything stops, speech, movements, breaths. We’re completely still. And then he says, “The curse.”

      “I’m still here.” Tears, stupid fucking tears, well in my eyes. But this is more than I ever hoped for. “I know the curse was broken, but there was still part of me that thought I wouldn’t wake up today.”

      He wraps me in his arms and holds me to him. “You’re not going anywhere. Not ever. Now that you’re a shifter, you’ll live forever if you’re careful.”

      Something in my chest loosens. “That’s good, because I’ve died enough times. I never want to do it again.”

      “You never have to.”

      “Good.” I snuggle closer to him. “And I get to keep you.”

      “You do.”

      His words are clouded with loss, and I know why. “I’m sorry our mate bond hasn’t returned.”

      “You can feel that?”

      “The absence of it.”

      “We don’t need it. We’re committed to one another, we know we’re mates.”

      “I know, but…I want to fix it. I’m sure I can find a way.”

      He leaves kisses on my forehead, eyelids, nose, lips, before whispering, “Marry me.”

      I pull back and stare at him, not sure I heard him right. “What?”

      “Marry me. Be my wife. What better way to seal our bond than promising to love each other until the end of time?”

      “Yes.” My answer comes without a second thought. Excitement builds in my chest at the thought of being married. The last time I’d been a bride, I’d been sent off to marry a king I didn’t know. This…loving Grant, is so different. This is the life I’ve always wanted. For the first time, I have an undefined future. We can do all the things I want, and I can give him everything he deserves. Love, devotion, a home, and children.

      “Grant?” I ask.

      “Aye, my beauty.”

      “This means we can have so much more than I thought.”

      “Aye.”

      “I want it all with you. I want to be your wife, but I also want one more thing.”

      “What’s that?”

      “I want to be the mother of your children.”

      A primal groan falls from him and his eyes darken. “I’ll put a baby in you right now if you’d like. I can’t wait to see you carrying my child.”

      Laughing, I push him away. “Slow down, Beast. We’ve got all the time in the world for that.”

      “Yes, we do. And I’m going to spend every moment of it, loving you. As my wife, my mate, my true love.”
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          Chapter One

        

      

    

    
      Galen

      The darkness covers me like a cloak, keeping me out of sight and hidden from view. I need to hunt, need to feed, the urge so strong, my fangs descend before I’ve even zeroed in on my prey. In the almost one hundred years of my existence as a vampire, I’ve never been this filled with hunger. I watch the crowded dance floor as bodies writhe and sway. Sweaty skin, flushed cheeks, all ripe for the picking. Try as I might, I can’t find the one I need tonight. It’s never easy, choosing the girl I’m going to kill, but I always find her.

      Tonight the club is filled with the same women I always see. Desperate for love, attention, and validation that they’re not too old to be there. Usually this means plenty of easy targets. I could have any of them up against the wall, my teeth in their necks. I like to pretend there’s more coming. Make them think I’m going to fuck them before I feed. I suppose I do, sort of. I send them off into oblivion in a rush of pleasure more powerful than any orgasm they’ve ever experienced. I just can’t do it with my cock.

      I used to miss it, the feeling of blood filling my dick, the tightening in my balls right before I came. Maybe I still do, in a way, but usually it’s eclipsed by another sort of lust.

      A busty redhead catches my eye, her lush, pouty lips the sort of thing I’d have gone for when I was a horny lad spending my nights at the pub. She grins and curls a finger, beckoning, and I head in her direction. She’s just the kind of woman I like to take. She’d give me a wild ride, and I’d leave her drained in the alley. As I move across the floor toward her, the smile she sends me tells me she’s been waiting for me to notice her.

      “It took you long enough, handsome,” she purrs in my ear.

      I don’t smile at her teasing. All I want is to feed, but something is missing in this woman. She doesn’t feel right. I could feed off her and be done with it, but I know she won’t fully sate my thirst. Her hand runs up my chest and into the hair at the back of my neck.

      “God, you’re hot. Want to get out of here?” she asks, pressing her breasts firmly into my chest.

      I barely hear her, though, as my heart gives an alarming stutter. I usually don’t feel its slow pulse. It thuds again—hard. What the hell? Turning my head, I see her. She’s not a ravishing beauty by any means, but there’s something innately sensual about her as she stands with her back pressed to the bar, talking to a friend, her long, dark hair falling over one shoulder. Wide blue eyes meet mine, and I’m instantly hard. What is happening to me? I remove the redhead’s hand from my neck and, without a word, stalk my way across the dance floor. I have to be with this woman. She’s the one I need to feed from tonight. The one I need to do so many other things to as well. So many things I haven’t been able to do for a hundred years.

      Her brows rise when I reach her, and I don’t blame her for being startled. I’m standing inches away from her. I’m much too close for most people’s comfort, but I need to drink her in. To be surrounded by the heat radiating from her body. My dick twitches as I lean even closer and breathe in her scent. What is she doing to me?

      “Come with me,” I demand, hitting her with the full force of my gaze.

      She laughs softly and blinks up at me. “Does that work on anyone? Really?”

      I can’t believe what I’m hearing. I’ve never had to do more than that. This is both frustrating and curious. Typically, I lay the Dracula hypnosis on them, and they do what I want.

      “Usually every time,” I admit.

      Her hand brushes mine, and we both take in sharp breaths at the tingle that starts to build where our skin touches.

      “I’m Reese,” she says.

      “Galen,” I offer. I don’t know why I told her my real name. I usually go with something overtly masculine like Trent or Dirk. Galen betrays my deep Irish roots. I’ve always thought it made me sound soft.

      “Galen.” She tries my name out as if checking to see how it feels on her tongue.

      I have to bite back a moan as an image of her tongue wrapped around my cock floods my mind. I’m painfully hard. If I’m not buried balls-deep in this woman in the next ten minutes, I might explode.

      “Are you here to find someone to fuck or marry?” I ask. Tactful? No. But I need to get to business, right now.

      Her mouth falls open into a little “O” of surprise, and I roll my eyes. She’s oblivious to the fact that she’s killing me.

      “Look, I’m serious. I’m not looking for more than someone to share an amazing night with. I want that someone to be you. Come with me, Reese. I’ll show you more pleasure than you could ever dream of.”

      She swallows and motions for the bartender to fill her drink, tossing it back as soon as the glass hits the bar.

      “Promise?” she asks.

      I feel a little guilty, promising her pleasure while planning to end her life. But then she accidentally brushes her hip against my crotch, and I know I have to take her. There’s something special about Reese, and I’m not going to risk missing out on that just because I have to kill her.

      [image: ]
* * *

      It takes everything I have not to press Reese into the alley and thrust myself inside her. A deep ache settles in my balls as they tighten and my shaft hardens even more, as if that’s possible. We walk in tense silence, my hand on the small of her back.

      “Where are we going?” she asks, her words a soft, husky melody breaking through the quiet night.

      “My driver is around the corner. I assume you don’t have a problem coming back to my place?”

      She straightens her shoulders, stopping us in the middle of the sidewalk, and places herself directly in my path. “No. No problem.”

      A jolt runs through me at the determination hiding in her expression. Leaning into me, she runs a tentative hand up my chest before pressing her body against mine. I know she’ll feel me, hard and ready, but I don’t give a damn. All I want at this moment is to keep feeling her. The heat of her skin and the soft scent of vanilla in her hair mix with the headier scent of her arousal, overwhelming me. Before I can react, her lips are on mine, and a fire overtakes me.

      My hands tangle in her long, dark hair, taking her kiss from gentle to frantic in the space between breaths. Now that she’s crossed the threshold, I can’t keep hold of my control. I press my hips into her, making sure she feels what she’s doing to me, needing the friction to relieve some of the pressure against my fly. She parts her lips on a little moan, giving me the delicious opportunity to slide my tongue in her mouth. Fuck, she tastes like wine and honey. It’s intoxicating, and I want more. My head spins as her breasts rub against my chest and her fingers fumble with the buttons on my shirt.

      “You’re cold,” she murmurs against my lips.

      “Aye.” I hear myself speak but barely recognize the rough tone. My Irish is showing, but I couldn’t care less. “Aren’t you?”

      As if she’d forgotten we were standing in the middle of the sidewalk, she blinks hard and quickly steps away. The absence of her heat is like a little death. I need her like a drowning man needs air. The town car is mere feet away from us, but I never want to stop kissing her. Pulling her to me again, I cover her mouth with mine and cup her luscious ass, lifting her with little effort. When she wraps her legs around my hips, a surge of victory runs through me. Long, drugging kisses keep me walking slowly toward the car. I hold her up one-handed while I open the door with the other. Never breaking contact with her lips, I maneuver us into the backseat, laying her out across the leather. It’s more cramped than I’d like, but for what I have in mind, it’ll do.

      “Wait.” That one word, just a breath from her lips, hits my veins like ice water.

      Her small hand pushes at my chest, and, although it physically hurts me, I move away. “Don’t stop this. Not now.” I’m still kneeling on the floor, hovering over her.

      I can hear the erratic beating of her heart, the blood pulsing through her body, but all I want is to be with her, inside her. Sitting up and scooting to the other side of the car, she straightens her skirt and turns away from me. Panic sets in, gripping my chest.

      “Let me out,” she says.

      “Reese …” I don’t know how to stop her. I could just take her, here and now, but I’ve never raped a woman, and I’m not going to start now.

      Her whole body is trembling as she reaches for the door. “This was a mistake. I…I can’t do this.”

      Somehow, I manage to keep myself from following her out of the car, even though every nerve in my body is screaming at me to take her and sate my lust. Why am I reacting this way? I try to convince myself that her leaving is a good thing. Something must be wrong with me. Who knows what might have happened if I’d had my way with her? My cock throbs, straining against my pants, a painful reminder of Reese.

      Ten minutes later, as my driver pulls the car into my underground garage, I shift uncomfortably, trying to rid myself of the erection tenting my pants. I need a release—that much is obvious. Aching with need, I rush through the door and into my home, pulling at my trousers as I make my way to the shower.

      “Is that a banana in your pocket or are you happy to see me, Galen?” Devin’s amused timbre carries through the darkened living room, stopping me in my tracks. Being caught by my friend and mentor with a raging erection is mortifying to say the least. Although he’s not responsible for changing me, he has been my sole source of guidance over the last ninety-odd years, and he doesn’t ever let me forget that fact.

      “What the fuck are you doing here, you wanker?”

      He raises an eyebrow as he switches on the lamp. “Looks to me like you’re about to be the wanker.”

      Embarrassment floods me. I’m like a horny teenager who just discovered his dick. “I don’t know what’s going on. I was hunting, I saw her, and then…this.” I gesture to my crotch.

      Devin shakes his head and mutters, “Lucky bastard.”

      “Not lucky enough.” I let out a sigh and rake my hands through my hair. “I let her go.”

      My friend stares at me, his face a mask of indifference. “Well, I need to hunt. I haven’t fed in almost a week, but being the considerate friend I am, I stopped by to see if you wanted to come with me. Do you need to take care of your…problem? Or can we go?”

      The desire for Reese still burns in the back of my mind, but as I think about feeding, I can feel the bloodlust building inside. “Let’s go.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Reese

      

      It’s official. I’m the worst at one-night stands. There I was, beautiful man ready to fuck me senseless, and I chickened out. Why is this so hard for me? I’m twenty-three. No one is still a virgin at twenty-three anymore, right? Except for me.

      Lying stretched out in my bathtub, I listen to the latest smutty romance novel I downloaded on audiobook. The heroine is just about to give it up to the biker bad boy, and all I can think about is Galen. He was mesmerizing. The things I wanted to do to him played over and over in my mind. Things I’d only ever read about.

      A sharp knock on the bathroom door has me pulling the curtain around the tub and sinking lower to hide beneath the bubbles.

      “Reese? Can I come in?” Trisha calls through the door.

      “Only if you bring more wine.”

      She laughs as she steps inside the steam-filled room. “On it, boss.”

      Through the sliver of space between the curtain and the wall, I see her grab my empty wineglass from the little table next to the tub and silently bless her.

      “So? It didn’t go as you planned?” Her tone is casual but curious as she returns and places a full glass within my reach.

      “I think I’m broken.”

      “Maybe he just wasn’t what you were looking for?”

      “Did you see him? He’s what every straight woman is looking for. He even had an accent.”

      She sighs and takes a seat on the closed toilet before turning off my audiobook. “God, for a virgin, you really like the sexy books.”

      “Research,” I say before taking a gulp of my wine.

      “I think what you need is some hands-on research at this point. What happened? Things looked pretty intense between you when you left.”

      Remembering the heat in his gaze sent a shiver through me. “I don’t know. I got in his car, I swear, he was going to seal the deal right there, but then I panicked. It seemed like it was going so fast.”

      “Sweet Reese, guarding her flower.”

      I fight off the frustration that wells up inside me. “That’s not it, and you know it. I’m not saving myself, I just haven’t taken that step.”

      “Yet.”

      I nod. “Yet.”

      It’s not that I don’t want to have sex. I’m more than ready. There just hasn’t been that … spark with anyone. I want passion and fireworks when I finally give it up. But, maybe that’s not how it really is. Then again, what happened between Galen and me had been the epitome of passion. I had thought my knees were going to give out on more than one occasion during our makeout session on the sidewalk. Just thinking about his hands in my hair, the press of his thickness against my core, the way he murmured my name …

      “Reese? Hello?” Trisha is still here. Shit. She’s talking to me, and I’m fantasizing. What is wrong with me?

      “Sorry, I must’ve dozed off,” I lie, thankful the shower curtain is covering me.

      “Don’t fall asleep in the bath. You’ll drown yourself, and then where will I be?” She yawns and lets out a sigh. “Anyway, I’m heading to bed. I’ve got rehearsal in the morning and a date tomorrow night.”

      I pull the drain plug from the tub and tell her good night, all while trying to rid my mind of thoughts of Galen’s expert tongue in my mouth.

      Waking the Watcher
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